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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S  DREAM. 


OBSERF.fTIOyS. 


Midsummer-night's  dream.]  This  play  was  entered  at 
Stationers'  Hall,  Oct.  8,  1600,  by  Thomas  Fisher.  It  is 
probable  that  the  hint  for  it  was  received  from  Chaucer's 
Knight's  Tale. 

There  is  an  old  black  letter  paraphlet  by  W.  Bettie, 
called  Titana  and  Theseus,  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  in 
1608  ;  but  Shakespeare  has  taken  no  hints  from  it.  Titania 
is  also  the  name  of  the  Q,ueen  of  the  Fairies  in  Decker's 
Whore  of  Babylon,  1607.  Steevens. 

Wild  and  fantastical  as  this  play  is,  all  the  parts  in  their 
various  mo.ies  are  well  written,  and  give  the  kind  of  plea- 
sure which  the  author  designed.  Fairies  in  his  time 
were  much  in  fashion ;  common  tradition  had  made  them 
familiar,  and  Spenser's  pcem  had  made  them  great. 

JoHiVSON. 

Johnson's  concluding  observation  on  this  play,  is  not 
conceived  with  his  usual  judgment.  There  is  no  analogy 
or  resemblance  whatever  between  the  Fairies  of  Spenser, 
and  those  of  Shakespeare.  Tlie  Fairies  of  Spenser,  as 
appears  from  Lis  description  of  (liem  ia  the  ?econd  book 
of  the  Fairy  Queeti,  carjio  x.  w-r-rf  a  race  of  mortals  cre- 
ated by  Prometheus,  of  the  hunr.ni  size,  ylsape,  and  af- 
fections, and  subject  to  (icaih.  ijut  those  of  Shakespeare, 
and  of  common  tradiiicM,  ns  Johnson  calls  them,  were  a 
diminutive  race  of  sin.utful  being-,  endowed  wiih  immor- 
tality 2nd  supernatural  power,  totally  diiicrcnt  from  those 
of  Speusef.  "  M.  Haso.v. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Theseus,  duke  of  Athens. 

'EGEVS,fathe7'  to  Ilermia. 

LysaxXder,      )  .^  i^^^  ^,.^^  Hermia. 

Demetrius,    5 

Philostrate,  master  of  the  revels  to  TheseuSs 

Q,uiNCE,  the  carpenter. 

Snug,  the  joiner. 

BoTTorri,  the  weaver. 

Flute,  the  hellows-mendcr. 

S.\ouT,  the  tinker. 

Starveling,  the  tailor. 

HiFFOLYTA,  qiieen  of  the  Amazons^  betrothed  to  Theseud^ 
Hermja,  daughter  to  Egetis,  in  love  with  Lysander, 
Helena,  in  love  it-ith  Demetrius. 

Oberon,  king  of  the  fairies. 

TiTAMA,  queen  of  the  fairies. 

Puck,  or  Robin-goodfellow,  a  fairy, 

Peas-glossom, 

Fairies. 


Characters  in  the  interlude,  performed 
by  the  Clowns.  ^ 


Other  Fairies,  aiiending  their  king  and  queen.      Atten- 
dants on  Theseus  and  Hippolyta. 

^CEjYE,  .Athens  and  a  Wood  not  far  from  it. 


Coev.eb, 

M<.";i, 

■'■1:  fiTAllD-SE 

ED, 

?\iiamus, 

TlII^^EE, 

Wall, 

Moonshine, 

Lion, 

^ 

MIDSUMiVIER-NIGHT^S  DREAM. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Athens.     A   Room  in  the  Palace  of  Thesews* 
Enter  Theseus,  Hippolyta,  Philostrate,  and  Atten- 
dants, at 
Theseus. 

1^  OW,  fair  Hippolyta,  our  nuptial  hour 
Draws  on  apace  ;  four  happy  days  bring  ia 
Another  moon  :  but,  oh,  raethinks  how  slow 
This  old  moon  wanes  !  she  lingers  my  desires, 
Like  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dowager, 
Long  withering  out  a  young  man's  revenue. 

Hip.  Four  days  will  quickly  steep  themselves  in  nights^* 
Four  nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  time  ; 
And  tlien  the  moon,  like  to  a  silver  bow- 
New  bent  in  heaven,  shall  behold  the  night 
Of  our  solemnities. 

The.  Go,  Philostrate, 
Stir  up  the  Athenian  youth  to  merriments; 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  spirit  of  mirth  ; 
Turn  melancholy  forth  to  fisierals, 

The  pale  companion  is  not  fur  our  pomp.  [Ex.  Pnir 

— Hippolyta,  I  wooVl  thee  with  my  sword, 
And  won  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries  ; 
But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  kev, 
With  pomp,' with  triumph,  and  with  revelling. 

Enter  Egeus,  Hermia,  Lysaxder,  and  Demetrius. 

Ege.   Happy  be  Theseus,  our  renowned  duke  ! 

Tlie.  Thanks,  good  Egeus  :  What's  tiie  news  with  thee 

Ege.  Full  of  vexation  com.e  I,  with  complaint 
Against  my  child,  m}'  daughter  Hermia. 
— Stand  forth,  Demetrius  ; — My  noble  lord, 
This  man  hath  my  consent  to  marry  her  : 
— Struid  forth,  Lysander; — .ind,  my  gracious  duke, 
This  liath  bewitch'd  the  bosom  of  my  child  : 

Vol..  IJI.  A  2 
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—Thou,  thou,  Lj^sander,  thou  hast  given  her  rhymes, 

And  interchang-'d  love-tokens  with  my  child : 

Thou  hast  by  moon-light  at  her  window  sung, 

\Vith  feigning  voice,  verses  of  feigning  love  ; 

And  stol'n  the  impression  of  her  fantasy 

With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gawds,  conceits, 

Knacks,  trifles,  nosegays,  sweet-meats;  messengers 

Of  strong  prevailment  in  unharden'd  youth  : 

With  cunning  hast  thou  iilch'd  my  daughter's  heart ; 

Turn'd  her  obedience,  which  is  due  to  me. 

To  stubborn  harshness  : — And,  my  gracious  duke, 

Be  it  so  she  will  not  heoe  before  your  grace 

Consent  to  marry  with  Demetrius, 

i  beg  the  ancient  privilege  of  Athens  ; 

As  she  is  mine,  I  m.ay  dispose  of  her: 

Which  shall  be  either  to  this  gentleman, 

Or  to  her  death  ;  according  to  our  law, 

Immediately  provided  in  that  case.* 

TJie.  What  say  you,  Hermia  ?  be  advis'd,  fair  maid; 
To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god  ; 
One  that  composed  your  beauties  ;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  way 
I3y  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  powe. 
To  leave  the  fjgure,  or  disfigure  it. 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  gentleman. 

Her,  So  is  Lyj^ander. 

The.  In  himself  he  is  : 
But,  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  father's  voice, 
Fhe  other  must  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her.   I  would   my  fatiier  look'd  but  with  my  eyes. 

The.  Rather  your  eyes  must  with  his  judgment  look. 

Her.  I  do  entreat  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 
I  know  not  by  what  power  1  am  made  bold  ; 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  modesty, 
(n  such  a  presence  here,  to  plead  my  thoughts: 
*3ut  I  beseech  your  grace  that  I  may  know 
The  worst  that  may  befal  me  in  this  case, 
\{  \  refuse  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  death,*  or  to  abjure 

[n  fiy  a  law  of  SkIod,  parents  had  an  absolute  power  of  life  and  deaf  I)  over  theiP 
hikiren.  So  it  suited  the  poet's  purpose  well  enough  to  suppose  the  Afhenians  had 
t  before     Or  perliaps  ba  reitker  tLougUt  aor  knew  any  thing  of  1  he  matter. 

WARBURTON. 
[2]  Shakespeare  employs  this  scriptural  expression  In  Kin<r  John;  and   i  meet 
with  it  again  ia  the  :id  part  cf  the  Dow  Mail  of  Ilobcit  Earl  of  lluritinffdon. 

.STEEVEN--?, 
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For  ever  the  society  of  men. 

Therefore,  fair  Merniia,  question  your  desires, 

Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood, 

Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father's  choice, 

You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun  ; 

For  aye  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mei^'d, 

To  live  a  barren  sister  ail  your  life, 

Chanting  fiint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitless  moon. 

Thrice  blessed  they,  that  master  so  their  bloodj 

To  undergo  such  maiden  pilgrimage  : 

But  earthker  happy  is  the  rose  distill'd, 

Than  that,  which,  with'ring  on  the  virgin  thorn, 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  single  blessedness. 

Her.  So  will  I  grow,  so  live,  so  die,  my  lord^ 
Ere  I  will  yield  my  virgin  patent  up 
Unto  his  lordship,  to  whose  unwished  yoke 
My  soul  consents  not  to  give  sovereignty. 

The.  Take  time  to  pause  :  and,  by  the  next  new  moon.;, 
(The  sealing-day  betwixt  my  love  and  me, 
For  everlasting  bond  of  fellowship) 
Upon  that  day  either  prepare  to  die, 
For  disobedience  to  your  father's  will ; 
Or  else,  to  wed  Demetrius,  as  he  would  ; 
Or  on  Diana's  altar  to  protest, 
For  aye,  austerity,  and  single  life. 

Dem.  Relent,  sweet  Hermia  ; — And,  Lysander,  yiel^ 
Thy  crazed  title  to  my  certain  right. 

Lys.  You  have  her  father's  love,  Demetrius  ; 
Let  me  have  Hermia's  :  do  you  marry  him. 

Es;e.  Scornful  Lysander  !  true,  he  hath  my  love  : 
And  what  is  mine  my  love  shall  render  him  ; 
And  she  is  mine  ;   and  ail  my  right  of  her 
I  do  estate  unto  Demetrius. 

Lys.  I  am,  my  lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he, 
v4.s  well  possess'd  ;  my  love  is  more  than  his  • 
My  fortunes  every  way  as  fairly  raiik'd, 
if  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius'  ; 
And,  which  is  more  than  all  these  boasts  can  be., 
I  am  belov'd  of  beauteous  Hermia: 
Why  should  not  I  then  prosecute  my  right  ? 
Demetrius,  I'll  avouch  it  to  his  head, 
Made  love  to  Nedar's  daughter,  Helena, 
And  woa  her  soul  ;  aad  she^  sweet  lady,  dote§, 
Devi)utly  dotes,  dotes  in  idoJatrj, 
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Upon  this  spotted  and  inconstant  nian.^ 

Tiie.   i  must  confess,  that  1  have  heard  so  much, 

And  with  Demetrius  thought  to  have  spoke  thereof,* 

Bui,  l-ieing"  over-full  of  self-afi'airs, 

Mv  mind  did  lose  it. — But,  Demetrius,  come  ; 

And  come,  Egeus  ;  y«u  shall  go  with  me, 

1  have  some  private  schooling  for  3  ou  both. 

— For  you,  fair  tiermia,  look  you  arm  yourself 

To  fit  your  fancies  to  your  father's  will ; 

Or  else  the  law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 

(Wliich  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate) 

To  death,  or  to  a  vow  of  single  life. 

— Come,  my  Hippolyta;  What  cheer,  my  love  ? 

— Demetrius,  and  Egeus,  go  along  : 

I  must  emplo}'  you  in  some  business 

Against  our  nuptial  ;  and  confer  with  you 

Of  something  nearly  that  concerns  yourselves. 
,Ege.  With  duty  and  desire,  we  follow  you. 

[Exe.  Thes.  Hip.  Egeus,  Dem.  ajid  train, 
Lys.  How  now,  my  love  ?  Why  is  your  cheek  so  pale? 

How  chance  the  roses  there  do  fade  so  fast  ? 

Her.  Belike,  for  want  of  rain  ;  which  I  could  well 

Beteem*  them  from  the  tempest  of  mine  eyes. 
Lys.  Ah  me  !  for  aught  that  ever  I  could  read, 

Could  ever  hear  my  tale  or  history. 

The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth  : 

But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood  ; — 

Her.  O  cross  !  too  high  to  be  enthrall'd  to  low ! 
Lys.  Or  else  misgraffed,  in  respect  of  years  ; — 
Her.  O  spite  !  too  old  to  be  engag'd  to  young ! 
Lys.  Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends  ;— 
Her.  O  hell !  to  choose  love"  by  another's  eye  I 
Lys.  Or,  if  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choice. 

War.  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it; 

Making  it  momentary  as  a  sound, 

*5wift  as  a  shadow,  short  as  any  dream  ; 

Brief  as  the  hghtning  in  the  collied  night,* 

-  ■■» 

fCil  As  ipotless  is  innocent,  so  spnitcd  is  wicked.        JOHNSON, 
fa]  Give  them,  bestow  upon  fhem.     The  word  is  used  by  iSperiser.  JOHN. 

"  So  would  1,  said  the  enchanter,  glad  and  fiin 
"  Bctedu  to  you  bis  sword,  you  to  defend."     Fairy  Qvteru 
iJut  I  rather  think  that  to  beteem,  in  tiiis  pla^e,  sip;nifi«s  (as  in  tlie  northern  counties) 
t<i  pour  ovt ;  irom  t(jmyitr,lid!nifh.         STEPLVENS. 
(31  Collitd,  i.  e    t>lack,  Emutted  Tcitli  coal,  a  v?crd  stJJl  used  in  the  naidlan*? 
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Tti^t,  in  a  spleen,  unfoMs'^  both  heaven  and  earth. 
And  ere  a  man  hath  po'^ver  to  say, — Behold! 
The  jaws  of  darkness  do  devour  it  up  : 
So  quick  bright  thiags  come  to  confusion. 

Her.   If  then  true  lovers  have  been  ever  cross'dj 
It  stands  as  an  edict  in  destiny  : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience, 
Because  it  is  a  customary  cross  ; 
As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts,  and  dreams,  and  sighs, 
Wishes,  and  tears,  poor  fancy's  followers. 

Lys,  A  good  persuasion  ;   therefore,  hear  me,  Hermia. 
I  have  a  widow  aunt,  a  dowager 
Of  great  revenue,  and  she  hath  no  child  : 
From  Athens  is  her  house  remote  seven  leagues  j 
And  she  respect?  me  eis  her  only  son- 
There,  gentle  Hcr.iiia,  may  1  marry  thee  ; 
And  to  that  place  the  sharp  Athenian  law 
Cannot  pursue  us  :   If  thou  lov'st  me  then, 
Steal  forth  thy  father's  house  to-morrow  night; 
And  in  the  wood,  a  league  without  the  town, 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
To  do  observance  to  a  morn  of  May, 
There  will  I  stay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  good  Lysander! 
I  swear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  strongest  bow  ; 
By  his  best  arrow  with  the  golden  head ; 
By  the  simplicity  of  Venus'  doves  ; 
By  that  which  knitteth  souls,  and  prospers  loves : 
And  by  that  tire  which  burn'd  the  Carthage  queen, 
When  the  false  Trojan  under  sail  was  seen  ; 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke, 
In  number  more  than  ever  women  spoke  ; — 
In  that  same  plac^  thou  hast  appointed  me. 
To-morrow,  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

Lys.  Keep  promise,  love  :  Look,  here  comes  Helena, 


[6]  Though  the  word  spleen  be  here  employed  oddly  enr.'ugh,  yet  1  believe  it 
Fight.  I^liakespeare,  al<\ays  hurrietl  on  by  the  grandeur  an*:  multitude  of  his  ideas, 
assume?  every  now  and  then  an  uncommon  license  in  the  use  of  his  words.  Par- 
ticularly in  complex  mora!  naodes  it  is  usual  v.ith  him  to  employ  one,  only  to  ex- 
press a  very  few  id.-r^s  of  that  luioilter  of  which  it  is  composed.  Thus,  wanting  here 
to  express  the  ideas— of  a  su(  den,  or — in  a  trice,  he  uses  the  word  spleen  ,-  t\  hich, 
partially  considered,  si^nifyiiig  a  hasty  sudden  fit,  is  enough  !"or  him.  and  he  i:ever 
trnubles  himself  about  the  further  or  fuller  srgDii;ra'ion  of  the  word  Here  he 
use-  the  word  spleen  fi  r  a  suddm  hasUjit  ,  so  ju.st  the  contrary,  in  The  'J  vi>  Gn- 
tiaiim  of  Vtrona,  he  uses  sudden  for  spUnttic  :  "  sudden  quips."  An.^  it  must  be 
©weed  Xhia  sort  cf  coxivei-satioii  adds  a  force  to  tie  diction.       WAEBUBTOi?- 
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Enter  Helena. 

Iler.  God  speed  fair  Helena  !  Whither  away  ? 

Hel.   Call  you  me  tair  ?  that  fair  again  unsay. 
Demetrius  loves  3'our  lair:   O  happy  fair! 
Your  eyes  are  load-stars  f  and  your  tongue's  sweet  air 
More  tuneable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear, 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  appear. 
Sickness  is  catching  ;  C),  were  favour  so  1* 
Yours  would  1  catch,  fair  Hcrmia,  ere  I  go  ; 
J\Iy  ear  should  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your  e3^e, 
(My  tongue  should  catch  your  tongue's  sweet  melody. 
Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated, 
The  rest  Til  give  to  be  to  you  translated.^ 
O,  teacii  me  how  you  look  ;  and  with  what  art 
You  sway  the  motion  of  Demetrius'  heart. 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  still. 

Hel.  O,  that  your  frowns  would  teach  my  smiles  such 
skill ! 

Her.   I  give  him  curses,  yet  he  gives  me  love. 

Hel.  O,  that  my  prayers  could  such  affection  move ! 

Her.  The  more  1  hate,  the  m.ore  he  follows  me. 

Hel.  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 

Her.  His  fally,  Helena,  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

Hel.  None,    but  your  beauty  ;  'Would  that  fault  were 
mine  ! 

Her.  Take  comfort  ;  he  no  more  sliall  see  my  face  ; 
Lysander  and  myself  wi!!  fly  this  place. — 
Before  the  time  1  did  Lysander  see,* 
Seem'd  Ath-ens  as  a  paradise  to  me  : 
O  then,  what  graces  in  my  love  do  dwell, 
That  he  hath  turn'd  a  heaven  unto  hell ! 

Lys.  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold: 
To-m,orrow-night,  when  PhoL'be  doth  behold 
Her  i-ilver  visage  in  the  watry  glass, 

[7]  Til's  V. ys  a  fomplimfut  not  uiififc()iient  auinn^  IheoM  poets.  The  lo.!e- star 
ithe  /."urf/H?  (ir^!()H)<:  star,  that  is,  tlie  pole-star.  The  magnet  is,  for  the -ame 
.ta«o,-i,  caJlel  the /ode-ifu/zf,  either  because  it  Itiads  iron,  or  because  it  Jeaas  tbe 
.-ailor.     Davies  calls  Queen  Elizabeth  : 

"  Lodt-sloiu  to  hearts,  aud  hde-stont  to  all  eyes  "        JOHNSON. 
(8]  Favour  ia  feature,  covatenance.        STEEVENS. 
19]  To  trans!ate,here  sigoi'ies  to  channc,  to  traniform.        STEEVENS. 
[']  Perhaps «v*iy  reader  may  not  (iiofoverthe  proiirietyofthe.'^e  lines.     Hertnia 
is  viljin^  to  comrori   Helena,  and   f-o  avoid   all  apiiearaiice  of  triumph  ove:-  her. 
tilie  theielbre  bi(ii^  her  not  to  ronsiue'-  the  pc'^tr  of  plea^nir,  ns  a;i  advantaye  f'j  be 
mu      <  nvjed  or  much  de-<ired.  siiirt    Ht-rniiH,  whom  <he  ronsiders  'dn  possessing  it  is 
tiie  aupreme  -iegrcc,  Las  Ibiuid  co  otber  eiiJect  of  it  tliaa  the  loss  o|  happines.^. 

JOKNSO!^. 
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Decking  with  lio^iiiil  pearl  the  bladed  grass, 
(A  tii))e  that  lovers'  ilijjhts  doth  still  conceal,^ 
Through  Athens'  gates  have  we  devis'd  to  steal. 

Iler.   And  in  the  wood,  where  oilen  you  and  I 
Upon  faint  primrc^e-beds  were  wont  to  lie, 
Emptying  our  bosonjs  of  their  counsel  sweet  :* 
There  ray  Lysander  ai;d  myself  shall  meet: 
And  thence,  from  Athens,  turn  away  our  eyes. 
To  seek  new  friendj  and  stranger  companies. 
Farewell,  sweet  playfellow  ;  pray  thou  for  us, 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius  ! 
— Keep  word,  Lysander  :  we  must  starve  our  sight 
From  lovers'  food,  till  morrow  deep  midnight.  [Exii^ 

Lys.  I  will,  my  Hermia. — -Helena,  adieu  : 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  you  !  [Exit* 

Hel.  How  happy  some,  o'er  other  some  can  be  ! 
Through  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  as  she. 
But  what  of  that?  Demetrius  thinks  not  so; 
He  will  not  know  what  all  but  he  do  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermia's  eyes, 
So  1,  admiring  of  his  qualities. 
Things  base  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity, 
Love  can  transpose  to  form  and  dignity. 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  w  ith  the  mind  ; 
And  therefore  is  winged  Cupid  painted  blind  : 
Nor  hath  love's  mind  of  any  judgment  taste  ; 
AVings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedv  haste: 
And  therefore  is  love  said  to  be  a  child. 
Because  in  choice  he  is  so  oft  beguil'd. 
As  waggish  boys  in  game  themselves  forswear, 
So  the  boy  love  is  perjur'd  every  where  : 
For  ere  Demetrius  look'd  on  Hermia's  eyne,' 
He  hail'd  down  oath^,  that  he  was  only  mine  ; 
And  when  this  hail  some  heat  from  Hermia  felt. 
So  he  dissolv'd,  and  showers  of  oaths  did  melt. 
1  will  go  tell  him  of  tair  Hermia's  flight: 
Then  to  the  wood  will  he,  to-morrow  night. 
Pursue  her;  and  for  this  intelligence 
If  i  have  thanks,  it  is  a  dear  expense  : 
i t 1 

[2]  Mr.  Heath  observes,  that  our  author  seems  to  have  ha^!  the  followii"?  p^s-a?e 
in  the  55th  ??dlm,  (v.  14,  15,')  in  his  thoughts  :  ''  But  it  was  even  tbou,  m v  '  ona- 
panion,  my  .^tii''e,  and  mine  own  familiar  (rieri'l.  We  took  tneel  <onus(!  1<  '^'-'her, 
aj>ri     alked  in  the  house  rt(  God  a-  friends."     V:  A  ]  0"\E. 

£3j  £y/ie~This plural  is  comaiQii  both  ia  Chaucer  acd  Spenser.    STEEVEifS. 


16^  MlDbUMMEU-NIGHT  S  DREAM.  ACT  J. 

But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain, 

To  have  his  sight  thiiher,  and  back  again.  [Exit. 

SCENE  11. 

The  same.     A  Room  in  a  Cottage.     Enter  Snug,  Bottom^ 
f^LUTE,  Snout,  Q,uince,  and  Starveling."' 

Qiiiji.  Is  all  your  company  here  ? 

Bot.  You  were  best  to  call  them  generally,  man  by 
man,  according  to  the  scrip.* 

Q«m.  Here  is  the  scroll  of  ever}^  man's  name,  which 
is  thought  tit,  through  all  Athens,  to  play  in  our  interlude 
before  the  duke  and  duchess,  on  his  wedding-day  at  night. 

Bot.  First,  good  Peter  Quince,  say -what  the  play  treats 
on  ;  then  read  the  names  of  the  actors  ;  and  so  grow  to  a 
point. 

Q?/Z7?.  Marry,  our  play  is — The  most  lamentable  com- 
edy, nij  i  most  cruel  death  ofPyramus  andThisby.^ 

Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  work,  I  assure  you,  and  a 
merry.  Now,  good  Peter  Quince,  call  forth  your  actors 
by  tlie  scroll : — Masters,-  spread  yourselves. 

Oin'n.  Answer,  as  1  call  you. — Nick  Bottom,  the  weaver 

Bot.   Ready:   Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and  proceed. 

Quin.   You,  Nick  Bottom,  arc  set  down  for  Pyramus. 

Bot.   What  is  Pyramus  ?  a  lover,  or  a  tyrant  / 

Quin.   A  lover,  that  kills  himself  most  gallantly  for  love. 

Bot.  That  will  ask  some  tears  in  the  true  performing  of 
it  :  If  I  do  it,  let  the  audience  look  to  their  eyes  ;  i  will 
move  storms,  I  will  condole  in  some  measure.^  To  the 
rest  : — Yet  my  chief  humour  is  for  a  tyrant:  I  could  play 
Ercles  rarely,  or  a  part  to  tear  a  cat  in,  to  make  all 
split. 


[4]  In  fills  scene  f^hakcpppare  «aV-es  advantage  of  his  knowledee  of  the  tlicatrp,  to 
lidirnle  the  prejudices  ami  compe'itioiis  of  the  players.  Bottom,  who  is  generally 
apkftov.leiijcd  the  principal  aftor, 'lodarrs  his  inclination  to  be  for  a  t\  rant,  tor  a 
part  of  fury,  tumult,  an'l  noise,  snrh  as  every  youn"!;  nnari  pants  to  pei-form  w lien 
he  Hrsl  tlep*  upon  the  sta^e.  The  same  Botfom,  nho  seems  bred  in  (he  tiring- 
room,  has  another  his^rioDical  passion.  He  is  (or  engrossing;  evf  rv  part,  an<)  vould 
cxrlu'Ie  his  inferiors  from  all  po'^sTbili(v  of  ilistin'tioii  H-t-  is  (herefore  desirous  to 
j)lay  Pyramus,  Thisbv,  and  the  TJon    at  the  same  time.      J^^HoVhOIV, 

[5]  A  scrip,  Fr.  escipf,  now  written  tent     STFEVFN6. 

[•6)  This  is  very  probahlv  a  burlesr|iie  on  th?  tillr-ptt^e  nf  Cnmhvses  :  "  A  ia* 
mer.tahle  Tragedie,  mixe-t  full  oi'  pleasan(  Mirti'i."  Vr       STKF  VENS 

[7]  When  we  use  th^s  verb  at  pre^ftit,  we  put  wi/A  before  the  [ler.-on  "or  v  hofie 
roi-; fort  tine  h«  profe»s  cencera.  Aociently  it  seems  to  have  been  eaii)loyed  witir- 
outit.    STEtViiiS'S. 
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"  The  raging  rocks, 

"  With  shivering  shocks, 

*'  Shall  break  the  locks 

"  Of  prison-gates  : 
**  And  Phibbus'  car 
"  Shall  shine  from  far, 
•*  And  make  and  mar 

*'  The  foolish  fates." 

This  Tvas  lofty  ! — Now  name  the  rest  of  the  players. — 
This   is   Ercles'  vein,  a  tyrant's  vein  ;  a  lover  is  more 
oondoling. 

Qiiin.  Francis  Flute,  the  bellows-mender.  . 

Flu.  Here,  Peter  Q,uince. 

Quin.   You  must  take  Thisby  on  you. 
.   Flu.  What  is  Thisb}^  ?  a  wandering  knight  ? 

Quin.   It  is  the  lady  that  Pyramus  must  love. 

Flu.  Nay,  faith,  let  me  not  play  a  woman  ;  I  have  a 
beard  a  coming. 

Ouln.  That's  all  ojle  ;  you  shall  play  it  in  a  mask,  and 
you  may  speak  as  small  as  you  will.® 

Bot.  An  I  may  hide  my  face,  let  me  play  Thisby  too : 
I'll  speak  ill  a  monstrous  little  voice  ; — Thisne^  Thisne, — 
Ah^  Pyramus,  my  lover  dear;  thy  Thisby  dear !  and  lady 
dear! 

Quin.  No,  no  ;  you  must  play  Pyramus  ; — and,  Flute, 
jou  Thisby. 

Bot.  Weil,  proceed. 

Quin.  Robin  Starveling,  the  tailor. 

Star.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  Robin  Starveling,  you  must  play  Thisby's  mo- 
ther.— Tom  Snout,  the  tinker.  • 

Snout.  Here,  Peter  Qviince. 

[8]  This  passage  shows  how  the  want  of  womtD  on  the  old  stage  was  supplied  If 
tjey  had  not  a  yoi!rig;.man  who  cotil-!  ppriVirni  the  part  with  a  face  that  might  pnsa 
for  len-inine,  tiie  character  v.  a.s  acted  i/i  a  uia>lc,  which  was  at  that  time  a  part  ot"  a 
ia.y'a  dress  so  much  t«  u^•e,  that  it  did  not  give  anv  unu^uil  appearance  to  the 
h:eiie  :  aud  he  that  oouid  modulate  his  voice  in  a  female  tone,  mijrht  play  the  wo- 
rnan  very  successiuily.  It  is  observed  in  Do'v;ies's  Roseius  Analicanus,  that  Ky- 
Ldston.  one  of  tnesw  counterfeit  heroines,  moved  the  passions  more  strongly  than 
the  women  that  nave  since  been  brougiit  upon  the  sta»e.  Some  of  the  catastrophes 
of  the  old  cOLneuiei,  which  make  lovers  jnariy  tiie  wrong  women,  are.  liy  recol- 
l>;ctioa  of  the  common  use  of  masks,  ftou^ht  nearer  to  prohahility.     JOHNSON. 

Dr.  Johnson  here  seenos  to  have  quotei  from  memory.  Downes  does  not  speak 
of  Kyua^iton's  performance  in  sucii  unqnalilied  terms.  His  wor<;'<  are  :  "  It  has 
since  been  ui-putable,  w  he:  her  any  viointii  that  succeeded  him,  (Kyjiaiton,)  so  seusi.- 
l<ly  louwhed  the  audience  a.i  he."  "  REED. 

2  Vol.  III. 
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Qiii'n.  Von,  Pvrainus's  lather  ;  myself,  Thisby's  fa- 
ther ; — 'Sriiig-,  the  joiner,  you.,  the  lion's  part  : — and,  I 
hope,  here  is  a  phiy  lit  ted. 

Sjuig.  Have  yoa  the  lion's  part  written  ?  pray  you,  if 
it  be,  give  it  me,  for  1  am  slow  of  study  .^ 

Quin.  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but 
roariiig. 

But.  Let  me  play  the  Hon  too  :  I  will  roar,  that  I  will 
do  any  man's  heart  good  to  hear  me  ;  1  will  roar,  that  I 
will  make  the  duke  say,  Let  him  roar  again,  Let  him  roar 
again. 

(^uin.  An  you  should  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would 
fright  the  duchess  and  the  ladies,  that  they  would  shriek  j 
and  that  were  enough  to  hang  us  all. 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  mother's  son. 

Bot.  I  grant  you,  friends,  if  that  you  should  fright  the 
ladies  out  of  their  wits,  they  would  have  no  more  discre- 
tion but  to  hang  us :  but  1  will  aggravate  my  voice  so, 
that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as  any  sucking  dove  ;  1  will 
roar  you  an  'twere  any  nightingale. *• 

Quin.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyramus  :  for  Pyra- 
mus  is  a  sweet-faced  man  ;  a  proper  man,  as  one  shall  see 
in  a  summer's  day  ;  a  most  lovely,  gentleman-like  man  ; 
therefore  you  must  needs  play  Pyramus. 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  ii.  What  beard  were  f 
best  to  play  it  in  ? 

Quin.   Why,  what  you  will. 

Bot.  1  will  discharge  it  in  either  your  straw-coloured 
beard,  your  orange -tav.-ny  beard,  your  purple-in-grain 
beard,  or  your  French-crown-colour  beard,  your  perfect 
yellow.* 

Quin.  S#me  of  your  French  crowns  have  no  hair  at 
all,  and  then  you  will  play  bare-faced. — But,  masters, 
here  are  your  parts  :  and  1  am  to  entreat  you,  reriuest 
yo»i,  and  desire  you,  to  con  thotii  by  to-morrow  night  ; 
and  meet  me  in  the  palace  wood,  a  mile  without  the 
town,  by  moon-liglit ;  there  will  we  rehearse  :  for  if  we 
meet  in  the  city,  we  shall  be  dogg'd  with  company,  and 

('.»:  SItut'i  is  still  the  cant  term  used  in  a  tlieaLe  for  gfttine  any  nonsense  by  rote. 
IIa:.'i.*  :isk^  the  phiv^r  if  he  ran  "  ili'dy  a  speech."      S'I'I':F.VE]VS. 

fll  .Ui  ii.er.ii9  usir  So,  in  Troiluf  ,/rd  C'nssida  :—''  He  will  weep  you,  an 
nwfioH  man  l.orn  iirApril."      STEF.VFNS. 

['J]  line  Ikntom  a?ainilisco\e)s  a  true  j^eniu?  for  the  sta?:e  by  bia  solicitude  for 
pr»  i.rietv  <.f  ihe -.  «i<I  hi.s  ttcliLeraliua  v.  hich  Leaid  to  choose  amn.M2-  many  beards, 
a!l  unnaiural.     JOilNSON. 
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our  devices  known.  In  the  mean  time  1  will  draw  a  bill 
of  properties,  such  as  our  play  wants.  I  pray  you,  fail 
me  not. 

Bot.  We  will  meet ;  and  there  we  may  rehearse  more 
obscenely,  and  courageously.  Take  pains  j  be  perfect; 
adieu. 

Quin.  At  the  duke's  oak  we  meet. 

BoL  Enough  ;  Hold,  or  cut  bow-strings.'  [Exeunt, 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Jl  Wood  near  Athens.     Enter  a  Fairy  at  one 
door^  and  Puck  at  another. 

Puck. 
HOW  now,  spirit !  whither  wander  you  ? 
Fai.  Over  hill,  over  dale. 

Thorough  bush,  thorough  briar, 
Over  park,  over  pale, 

Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 
I  do  v/ander  every  wli^.ri:^ 
Swifter  than  the  moo\!.e's  sphere  ; 
And  I  serve  the  fairy  queen. 
To  dew  her  orbs  upon  the  green  :* 
The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be  ;* 

[3]  'This  proverbial  phrase  came  originally  from  the  camp.  When  a  rendezvous 
•^vas  appointed,  the  militia  soldiers  would  frequently  make  excuse  for  not  keeping 
word,  that  their  bovj-strings  T.€re  broke,  i  e.  their  arms  Uuserviceable.  Hence 
ivben  one  TTould  give  another  absolute  assurance  of  meeting  him,  he  would  say 
proverbially — hold,  or  cut  borv-strings — i.  c.  whether  the  bow-string  held  or  broke, 
For  cuMs  used  as  a  neuter,  like  the  verb/*rf/.  As  when  v.e  sav.  Uie  string freUt 
ihe  sUk  frets,  for  the  passive,  u  U  cut.  or  freltcd.        WARBURTON. 

This  iiiterprctatioa  is  very  ingenious,  bot  soinewbat  disputable.  The  excuse 
made  by  the  miiitia  soldiers  i;  fi  mere  supposiiion,  witiiout  proof;  and  it  is  well 
known  that  while  fcofi's  were  in  use,  no  tin  i.*"r  ever  entered  the  field  without  a 
'apply  of  strings  in  his  pocket :  w  hence  ori£ii..a-.ed  the  proverb,  to  havetno  string! 
ij  one's  bon:        STEEVE^S. 

To  meet,  rjhither  boTv-slrings  hj!d  or  are  cut,  is  to  meet  in  all  events.  To  cut 
«he  bo'.vatriug,  when  bows  were  in  U;e,  was  probably  a  common  practice  of  those 
ivho  bore  enmity  to  the  archer.  "  He  f.Jilii  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  bonstring, 
,'says  Don  Pedro  in  yiuch  Ado  about  ISuiuiig,)  and  the  little  hangman  dare  not 
'hoot  at  him."  r>  I A  LONE. 
[4]  The  orbs  here  rcenticned  are  circles  suppose  )  to  be  made  by  the  fairies  on  the 
round,  \vLg.;3  verdure  proceeds  from  the  fairies'  care  to  water  Xhcm.  Thus, 
;  Drayton: 

"  They  in  their  courses  make  tbit  rovnd, 
"  In  meadows  and  in  ^nal.^he3  foLial. 
"Of  Item  so  called  the  fairy  gnuiud."        JOHNSON. 
J.  J  Tills  was  said  iu  consequence  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  fashionable  est  jWisbment 
■  a  band  of  military  c«)arti.ir'.  bv  the  name  of  ftnsiontrs.     Tl.ry  were  some  of 
:  ^'  h-irUnrre.-f  and  'laUnt  \  (.'.,:'g  ken,  cf  ti:e  bt^t  fuffiilits  and  '.ortuiit,  Ihdt  could 


20  midsummer-night's  dream.  act  It 

In  their  gohl  coats  «pots  you  see  ;^ 

Those  be  rubies,  fairy  favours, 

In  those  freckles  hve  their  savours  : 

1  must  go  seek  some  dew-drops  here, 

And  hang-  a  pearl  in  every  cowsHp's  ear. 
Farewell,  thou  lob  of  spirits,  I'll  be  gone  f 
Our  queen  and  all  her  elves  come  here  anon. 

Puck..  The  king  doth  keep  his  revels  here  to-night; 
Take  heed,  the  queen  come  not  within  his  sight. 
For  Oberon  is  passing  fell  and  wrath, 
Because  that  she,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  boy,  stol'n  from  an  Indian  king  ; 
She  never  had  so  sweet  a  changeling  :* 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child  ' 

Knight  of  his  train,  to  trace  the  forests  wild  : 
But  she,  perforce,  withholds  the  loved  boy, 
Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  joy : 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green, 
By  fountain  clear,  or  spangled  star-light  sheen, 
But  they  do  square  f  that  all  their  elves,  for  fear, 
Creep  into  acorn-cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

Fai.  Either  I  mistake  yoTir  sli<:pe  and  making  quite. 
Or  else  you  are  that  shrewd  ^id  knavish  sprite, 
c^all'd  Robin  Good-fello-w :'  are  you  not  he, 


be  foiinfl.  Htnce.  says  Mrs  Cliik !■.{>-,  in  The  Merrif  Wives,  "—and  yet  there  has 
been -earls,  nay,  v.  hichis  more,  pensioneny  They  gave  the  modes  of  dresij  and 
t.iiver>ions  — 'ilicy  accompanied  (lie  Qi:eiii  in  her  progress  to  Canibrid,9.p,  where 
they  held  staiV-torcbes  at  a  play  on  feunflay  evening,  in  King's  Collesre  Chapel. 

T.  WARTON. 

[6]  Shakspeare,  in  Cymhiline,  refers  <o  ihe  same  red  spots  : 
*'  A  mole  cinque- spotted  like  tke  crivison  drops 
"  r  tht  bottom  of  a  cowilip."        PEIICY. 

[7]  Lob,  Inbifr,  Uinbij,  lobcock,  all  denote  both  inactivity  of  body  oiid  dulness  of 
miiid.        JOHNSON. 

[01  Channeling  h  commonly  used  for  the  child  supposed  to  be  left  by  the  fairies, 
but  here  for  a  child  taken  away.        JOHNSON. 

It  is  here  properly  used,  and  in  its  coTriyntin  acceptation ;  i.  e.  for  a  child  got  in 
exchange.     A  fairy  is  now  speaking.        HITSON. 

[9]  Sheen,  shining.  bri;.'-ht,  gay.  To  square  here  is  to  quarrel.  The  French 
vord  contTCcarrir  has  the  ?;ime  meaning.         JOH NSON. 

It  is  .<;(,n)ewhat  wliimsif-al,  that  the  glasier.s  use  the  words  square  and  quarrel  diS 
synonymous  terms,  for  a  pane  of  glass.        BLACKSTONK. 

(1]  Tlii«i  a«^nifnt  of  Robin  Ciood-follow  corresponds,  in  every  article,  with  that 
giuMi  of  hill)  in  Harsei.et's  Dn-lnralion,  ch.  xx.  p  143  "  And  ii'  that  Ihe  howle  of 
curds  and  rrcame  «» ;e  n<it  uly  set  out  for  Robin  fiood-fpll<>'.\,  the  frier,  and  Sisse, 
the  ■'airyniai.',  why  then* -th^r  thf  potfajre  wap  burnl  tc  npxt  day  inlho;>r.«,  '  r  the 
cheeses  v.ould  not  curdle  or  the  butter  would  not  •.••mic,  « i  t'.e  ale  in  the  a*  v<  ver 
yta<i\<\  have  zouil  head.    B.it  if  a  rectcr-^jcimy,  or  au  houble  esje  werebehmd,  or 


ACT  iP.  midsummer-mght's  dream. 

That  fright  the  niahJons  of  tne  viliaf;t;ry  ; 
Skim  riiiiic  ;  and  sometimes  labour  in  the  quern,* 
And  bootless  make  the  breathless  housewil'e  churn  ; 
And  some  time  make  tlie  drink  to  bear  no  barm  f 
Mislead  night-vvanuerers,  laughingat  their  harm? 
Those  that  Hobgoblin  call  you,  and  sweet  Fuck,* 
You  do  their  work,  and  they  shall  have  good  luck  : 
Are  not  you  he  ? 

Puck.  Thou  speak'st  aright  ;* 
I  am  that  merry  wanderer  of  the  night. 
I  jest  to  Oberon,  and  make  him  smile, 
When  I  a  fat  and  bean-fed  horse  beguile, 
Neighing  in  likeness  of  a  filly  foal : 
And  sometime  hirk  I  in  a  gossip's  bowl, 
In  very  likeness  of  a  roasted  crab  ;^ 
And,  when  she  drinks,  against  her  lips  I  bob. 
And  on  her  withered  ueu-lap  pour  the  ale. 
The  wisest  aunt,  teliiiig  the  saddest  tale, 
Sometime  foi-  three-toot  stool  mistaketh  me  ; 
Then  slip  I  from  her  bum,  down  topples  she. 
And  tailor  cries,  and  falls  into  a  cough  -^ 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and  loffe  ; 


a  patch  of  tythe  unpaid, — then  'ware  of  Imll-Leggars,  spirits,"  &c.  He  is  mentioned 
b  >  Cartwrignt  as  a  spirit  pai  ticuiariy  fond  of  disconcerting  and  disturbing  dfoiestit 
peaoe  andeconnmf.         T    WAHTOIs. 

[I'j  A  Queni  ;s  ahand-iri!!,  knern^i.  vwla,  Islandic.      STEEVENS. 

[2]  BaT/jc  IS  a  name  fin-^easi,  yet  used  iii  our  midland  counties,  aud  uiaversaliy 
in  IrelanJ.      STEEVCaS.  » 

;4]  To  those  traditionary  opinions  r»IiltoD  has  reference  in  L' Allegro:  and  a  like 
account  of  Puck  «s  ^iven  by  Drayton,  in  his  IVi/nqiliidia. — It  will  be  apparent  to  Inm 
tiijf  shall  comuaie  Drayton's  poem  wirh  thisplay,  tliat  either  one  of  the  poets  co- 
pit  u  the  other,  or,  as  I  rather  beUeve,  that  there  was  then  some  system  of  the 
fairy  empire  generally  received,  whichtbey  botli  represented  as  accurately  as  they 
could.     Whether  Draytan  or  b'hakespeare  wrote  first,  I  cannot  discover. 

JOHNSON. 

svcet  Puckj— TUfe  epithet  is  by  no  means  superfluous  ;  as  Puck  alone  was 

far  from  beinz  an  endear! ri'^:  a,  uellaHon.  It  signified  nothing  better  th^n  Ji end  ov 
decil.  It  s<^ems  tn  h  kve  been  -in  ul,  Gothic  word,  fvkc,  pukcn  ;  Sathanas,  Gudm. 
And.  Lfx  con  island.      TY'IWHITT. 

[5]  It  seems  »hat  in  the  fairy  mytholosy.  Puck,  or  Hobgoblin,  was  the  servant 
01  OSeron,  and  always  employed  to  wat'i  or  detect  the  intrigues  of  Queei!  -ab, 
caL^ed  by  Shakespeare,  Titania.  Fop  in  Drayton's  Nyviphidia,  the  same  I'li-ies 
ere  eritraged  in  the  same  bu'iaess  Mab  has  an  amour  with  Pigwiggin;  Cberoi;  be- 
ing jealous,  se-iis  Hobsoblin  to  catch  ttiem,  and  one  of  Mab's  cj'mphs  opposes  him 
by  a  spell.      JOHNSON. 

[6,  I.  e  a  wil.i  apple  of  that  n^me.      STEEVENS. 

I'l]  Th  •  oustom  r,r  -ryii!'-  N/'ur  at  a  sudden  fall  backwards,  T  think  I  remember 
to  ;ii\e  "'-.'^er'  '.■  He  that  slips  beside  liia  chair  falls  as  a  tailor  equals  qq  his 
fcoard.     JOHNSON. 


$2  MIDSUMMER-NIGHT  S  DT.F. A:.! .  ACT  U. 

And  waxen  in  \.\rSiv  i::irih,  ami  neeze,  and  swear 
A  merrier  hournas  never  wasted  there. 
•~~ij<d  room,  1-  aery,*  here  '.omes  Oberon. 

tai.  And  here  my  mistress  : — 'Would  that  he    wero 


gone  ! 


SCENE  II. 


Enter  Oberon,    at  one   door,  "with  his  train,   and  TiTANi. 

at  another,  Zi;ith  h^j-'s. 

Ob.  Ill  met  l>y  moon-light,  proud  Titania. 

Tita.   What,  jcalaus  Oberon  ! — Fairy,  skip  hence  ; 
1  have  forsworn  i»ia  bed  and  company. 

Ob.  Tarry,  n;sh  wanton  ;  Am  not  1  thy  lord  ? 

Tita.  Then  I  must  be  thy  lady  :   But  i  know 
When  thou  hast  stol'n  away  from  fairy  land, 
And  in  the  sliape  of  Corin  sat  al]  <lay. 
Playing  on  pipes  of  coin,'  and  versing  love 
To  amorous  Phillida.     Vv^hy  art  thou  here, 
Come  from  the  farthest  steep  of  india? 
But  that,  forsooth,  the  bouncing  Amazon, 
Your  buskin'd  mistress,  and  your  warrior  love» 
To  Theseus  must  be  wedded  ;  and  you  come 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  prosperity. 

Ob.  How  canst  thou  thus,  for  shame,  Titania, 
Glance  at  my  credit  with  Hippolyta, 
K'.  wing  1  know  thy  love  to  Theseus  ? 
Didst  iLou  not  lead  him  through  the  glimmering  night* 


[>!]  The  word  Fairy,  or  Faery,  was  sometimes  of  three  syllables,  as  ofte.i  iS 
Sl>-er.      J0H:«.i=0N. 

As  to  the  Faini  Queen,  (says  Mr  Warton,  in  uis  Obse rvations  on  6prwj^»-r,| 
co;i-  f.eti  apart  from  the  race  of  fairies,  C'laufer,  in  his  Ktme  vfSir  T''  if, 
Br  :r.„i-  her,  together  with  a  Fairv  land.  Again,  ju  the  Tlie  WiJ'  qf  Bailttt 
Tat' ,  V.  6439  : 

•*  In  oj'i  days  of  the  l.iri*  Artoiir, 
*•  Of  »  liich  tha'  Bretons  s[  oken  gret  hoDour; 
"  All  was  this  lont!  fullille  !  of  faerie; 
"  The  EiJ-quene,  with  hire  joly  compagnie 
"  Uanred  ful  oft  in  manv  a  grene  mede  : 
"  This  .«asthe  old  opinion  as  I  re  ..  "      STEEVENS. 
fl]  Richard  Brathvaite,  (Strappado  for  tht  D-vi'    16 li,)  ha-  a  poem  addressed 
*'  T    'hpoijeen  o"'  f>p.rve.-tt.  kc.  much  lioriourfc>;  l>y  the  \■f^'d,  cuin-pipi .  anc'wh;    /c  :•* 
•ij    .   •■!  ii  hf  r>-'iifml>ered  that  the  shepherl  ijo.-?  o' Ctiavjcer's  time,  hau— 

• m:ii.y  a  lloiteanil  IIMin;  h'Tiif 

\:      /.     t    r,  iirle  of'  gr  en'  coriif."      KiT^Cr>'.  ^ 

t2J  Tne  ^iimnitrin^  night 'is  tbe  UiSht/oiR</^  illuminated  rvitk  stars  __  ^ 


3CT  ri.  !u'ID?UlirMER-!TIGHT^S  I»RF  AM.  £3 

Fro:-:  Peri^nia,  whoj.  :  e  ravished.'" 

And  nialce  hiia  with  ti.iir  Ai^glc  break  hii'  'aith, 

Witi:  Ariadrift,  and  Anliopa: 

Tita.    I'Uese  are  the  forgeries  of  jealov.sy  : 
And  never,  since  tJKi  middle  suLi'ner's  spring,* 
M.  ;  -.ve  on  hill,  in  dale,  forest,  or  mead, 
By  pnved  fount^iin,^  or  i)y  rushy  brook, 
Or  00  the  beached  m  \rg-cnt  ot'the  sea, 
To  dance  our  rim  lets  to  the  -vvhisthng"  wind, 
But  with  thy  brau  Is  thou  hast  difturbM  our  sport. 
Therefore  the  wnvds,  pipi'ig  to  us  in  vain, 
As  in  revenge,  have  suck'd  up  from  the  sea 
Contagious  fog-^  ;  which  filling  in  the  land, 
Have  every  peitin?^  river"  made  so  proud, 
That  they  have  over-borne  Ikeir  continents  :' 
The  ox  hath  therefore  stretch'd  his  yoke  in  vain, 
The  ploughman  lo.-t  his  sweat ;  and  the  greon  corn 
Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attain'd  a  beard  : 
The  fold  standi  empty  in  the  drowned  tield. 
And  crows  are  iaited  with  the  murrain  llock  ;' 


[3]  Thus  all  the  ediiors;  but  onr  author  whtt  diligently  peruse"!  Plutarch,  and 
j^leaned  from  him,  •where  liis  sij'.'.i(-«;t  v*oui  i  admit,  knew,  from  the  life  of  T'"rfuSf 
thai  her  name  'iN-as  Poryginf,  (o>-  Pe.'-i:i:une,)  h.v  v-hom  Theseus  had  his  ?f<r,  Vleua- 
l!pp';«-  She  was  the  daufrhter  o.'"  Siniiis,  a  crijfd  robher,  a;id  tormentor  of  v"^^-en- 
gers  in  the  Isthmus.  Plutarch  an*;  AMieirsua  are  both  express  in  the  c.ircii.'ntftaxice 
cf  Theseus'  ravishing  htr.        THEOBALD. 

JD,;le.,  Ariadi-e,  and  Aatiopa,  were  all  at  diaerent  time^inistres&es  to  Theseus. 
ge^  Plutsf. ;...  ■'■ 

T-ieohaiu  camnt  be  blamed  for  liis  emeu  Jation;  and  yet  it  is  Pi-ell  known  *bat 
our  an  ient  autiior^,  a.-;  v.cll-jsthe  French  and  the  Italians,  were  not  dcrupulo-isly 
ijii-e  dbcut  proper  naoies,  bu!.  aiuiost  always  corrupted  thera. 

STEEVEN.-. 

[4]  By  the  middle  iinnme<^''s  tpring  our  author  seems  to  mean  the  bcg-nni.i?  of 
tuidnit  or  mid. ^umoiCT.  spring,  {or  begiiitiing,  he  u&es  again  in  JUiig  Hairi;  IF'. 
Part  II. 

"  As  flaws  rongealed  in  the  spring  cf  day  :" 
■H  hich  expression  has  aiitnority  from  the  scripture,  St.  Luke,  i.  73  ;  **  whereby  the 
dav-rp-itig  from  on  hi^h  nath  vi^.itf  ;  cs."        STIDEVEIs'S. 

[I]  A  ."ountajri  lai-'  rcunU  the  cci.e  •.  ith  stene.         .lOHNSON- 

The  epithet  seems  here  intended  to  mean  no  more  than  that  the  beds  of  these 
foi  i'l  i;ds  «vere  coven  i  uiUi  pebbles,  iu  oppciition  to  those  of  hie  rushy  brooks 
w ...  :,  .iteoozy         HENLtY. 

[«']  Ttiiii  thiequ^los  :  the  folio  reads,  pdti,'.  Shakespeare  has  in  I.far  the  same 
vcr.',  !uw  ptUingfarm^  Tiie  meaning  is  plainly,  d-:spiciblr,  mean,  ror-y, 
n.-i  r'l'd  :  but  a3  it  is  a  wore  without  any  reasonable  etymology,  I  shoui  ;  be  .'iad 
to  •  -uii-i:.  ,1  for  pftti/:  yet  it  is  uniioitbtedly  right.  Wy  have  **  ^'ettj/  ptUiitg 
«^<''"  in  MtauireJ'or  Measure.        J-OHN.SON. 

-17 1  Boiijf;  down  tne  bani-s  ttia'  contained  tfceiri.     So,  in  Lear '. 

•' -fl<->se  :iei,i  ut-  -^iilts, 

"  !^:'P  vMircoi    .1    ■       .-?.'/'.■  ni J."        JOHNSON. 

C61  Tie  mwrain  is  tbe  pta^u«  » cattle.       b'4  EEVEKS. 


24  midsummer-mght'e;  dreaii.  act  il, 

Tlio  nine-men's  morris  is  fillM  up  nitli  mud  ;^ 

And  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green,' 

For  lack  of  tread,  are  undistingiiishable  : 

The  human  mortals  want  their  winter  here  ;' 

No  night  is  now  with  hymn  or  carol  blest : — 

Therefore  the  moon,  the  governess  of  floods, 

Pale,  in  her  anger,  washes  all  the  air, 

That  rheumatic  diseases  do  abound  :^ 

And  thorough  this  distemperature,^  we  see 

The  seasons  alter  :  hoar\'-headed  froiits 

Fall  in  the  fresh  lap  of  the  crimson  rose  ; 

And  on  old  Hyems'  chin,  and  icy  crown. 

An  oilorous  chaplet  of  sweet  summer  buds 

Is,  as  m  mockery,  set  :^  The  spring,  the  summer, 

The  childing-  autumn,^  angry  winter,  change 

Their  wonted  liveries  ;  and  the  *mazed  world, 


(9]  In  that  part  of  Warwickshire  where  Shakespeare  was  educated,  and  the 
net;- hhoiiriiig  parts  of  Northamptoushirf.  the  shepherds  and  other  boys  dig  up  'he 
tun'  V.  ith  ttie  r  knivcsto  reijrfe.-^eiit  a  sort  of  imperfect  chess-board.  It  consists  of 
a  vjj.ire,  sonieiime->  only  a  foot  diameter,  sometimes  3  or  4  yards.  Within  this  is 
ari.>iiier,  every  side  of  nhich  is  a  >iarallel  to  the  tNtenial  square;  and  these  squares 
are  joined  by  lines  drawn  .'rom  each  comer  oi  both  squa-  s,  and  the  ruid.ile  of 
each  line  One  party,  or  player,  Jias  wocxien  pegs,  the  otiitr  stones,  which  <\:vj 
move  in  such.a  manner  as  to  take  up  eac':i  other's  men  as  they  are  called,  am:  'lie 
art  1  nx  tiie  inner  square  is  calle..  the  pound,  in  v.  liich  the  men  taken  up  are  im« 
rfit.;,de']  These  figures  are  by  tlie  country  people  cilled  Tfine  Men's  Moni>  or 
Ai' rrih  :  and  are  so  called,  because  each  party  has  nine  men.  These  fi^u?ej.  are 
al;<v«  cut  upon  the  green  turf  or  leys, as  thsy  are  called,  or  upon  the  grass  aiiae 
eoc  oi  ploughe  ;  lands,  and  in  rainy  seasons  never  fail  to  bo  cfioaked  up  with  mvd. 
f  JA.MES. 

[1]  T!iJsailuc!<^-  to  a  sport  still  followed  by  boys  ;  i  e.  what i3 now  called  running 
tk'-Ji.nre  of  eii'ht.         t^TEEV^:l\S. 

[«'j  Till'  confii  .nn  of  seasons  here  described,  is  no  more  than  a  poetical  account 
of  li  /'ather,  v.iich  hajipened  in  Kn,elan<i  about  tiie  tune  «  lien  thi^  play  v.as  ci-at 
piii'i:''!e('.  For  this  information  1  am  iniiebted  to  chance,  which  furnisbtd  mO 
w.'h  a  iew  leaves  o;  an  old  meteorological  h.siory.        yTEKVENS. 

[rij  RheuviaHr  -iifnses  signi  icd  in  Shakespeare's  time,  not  «  hat  we  now  call 
rhuniiitism,  but  ,' i.-i illations  from  ♦  he  head,  calarci's,  ijr  MALONE. 

[4;  i.  e.  thi>/Jf)<"'-!;a/i07j  or  the  elements.        STEEV^EKS. 

H.v  di\tcm<HTnliii  ,  1  imagine  i-  meant,  in  this  place,  the  perturbed  .state  ia 
wl.i  .1.  the  king  an. I  <jupen  ha>l  lived  lor  some  time  pa-<t.         MALOKE. 

(.  ;  This  lingular  ii.age  was,  I  believe,  suggested  to  our  poet  by  Gelding's 
transjaf  ion  of  Ovid,  lUjt.j..  II : 

•'  And  lastly.  q;ial;ing  for  the  colde,  stood  Winitr  all  forlorne, 

♦*  With  nigged  heal  as  ••.  hile  a-  ■  f-vp   nnd  garments  all  (n  torne, 

"  PVirladen  with  '*\n  les,  that  riai,.'le    up  and  do    n^ 

*'  rpon  his  grtv  sin'  hoArv  beard,  ami  snowie  Jrvztn  cionmV  MAL. 

(6    ThechVding  autumn  x-^ihe  pn pnant  t.\\X\\vc\v\,  frv^ifer  autumnus.  STE. 

C'lf'iUng  is  an  old  ■♦•rm  of  l»ot''Oy,  vhcn  a  »mall  flower  grows  out  ol  a  lifge 
Oil"  'i'"  cliildii.c  ,.  •/ :.  "  'fi»ii-''Mi  i'(  ■  A.r  autumn  wincf  {\,r  .■Mf'<.'oiy 
pr->  .1  ,  'II.-.,  11-.,  on  t  ,«t  .  .  ,.,;i^  .  '  ^,l.^^  i^n»  have  also  a  cAi/dtfifi  daisy,  duil  • 
efiilain^  wtkb'wvm.        HOLl    vVailE. 


ACT  II.  midsummer-night's  DREAM.  25 

By  their  increase/  now  knows  not  which  is  which : 
And  this  same  progeny  of  evils  comes 
From  our  debate,  from  our  dissention  : 
We  are  the  parents  and  original. 

06.   Do  you  amend  it  then  ;  it  lies  in  you  : 
Why  should  Titania  cross  her  Oberon  ? 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy, 
To  be  my  henchman.^ 

Tita.  Set  your  heart  at  rest, 
The  fairy  land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  vot'ress  of  my  order  : 
And,  in  the  spiced  Indian  air,  by  night, 
Full  often  hath  she  gossip'd  by  my  side  ; 
And  sat  with  me  on  Neptune's  yellow  sands, 
Marking  the  embarked  traders  on  the  flood  ; 
W^hen  we  have  laugh'd  to  see  the  sails  conceive, 
And  grow  big-belhed  with  the  wanton  wind ; 
Which  she,  with  pretty  and  with  swimming  gait, 
(Following  her  womb,  then  rich  with  my  young  'squire,^ 
Would  imitate  ;  and  sail  upon  the  land 
To  fetch  me  trifles,  and  return  again. 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  merchandize. 
But  she,  being  mortal,  of  that  boy  did  die  ; 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  do  rear  up  her  boy  : 
And,  for  her  sake,  1  will  not  part  with  him. 

Ob.   How  long  within  this  wood  intend  you  stay  ? 

Tita.   Perchance,  till  after  Theseus'  wedding-day. 
If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  round, 
And  see  our  moon-light  revels,  go  with  us  ; 
If  not,  shun  me,  and  1  will  spare  your  haunts. 

Ob.  Give  me  that  boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee. 

Tita.   Not  for  thy  kingdom. — Fairies,  away  : 
We  shall  chide  down-right,  if  I  longer  stay. 

[Eie.  Tita.  and  her  Train. 

Ob.  Well,  go  thy  way  :  thou  shalt  not  from  this  grove, 
Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  injury. 
•^ — — __^ — _^ 

[7]  I.  e    B;,' tie ir produce.     JOHNS. The  esjiression  is  scriptural  :  ••  Then 

shall  The  earth  bring  forth  her  increase,  and  Goo,  even  our  God,  6hal]  give  us  his 
ble-iing"     Psiilm  Ixvii.         MALOIVE. 

[b]  Pase  of  honi.ur.    This  oflice  was  abolished  by  queen  Elizabeth.  GREY. 

Upon  the  establibhment  of  the  hcuseholc  of  Edvrard  IV.  were  "  ftcniwen  six 
en/ants,  or  more,  at  it  plej^seth  the  king,  ratinge  in  the  halle,  &c.  There  was  also  a 
tnaister  of  the  hcnxmen,  to  shene  them  the  school  e  of  nwture,  and  If  am*  them  to 
Tide,  to  near  their  harnesse  ;  to  have  all  cvrtesie—to  teach  them  all  languaees.  and 
Other  virtues,  as  harping,  pipjj.'gr,  sini:--!,  daunci:>g,  with  honest  behavioure  of 
ttmftraunct  and  patyencey    MS.  Hiirl.  :.'.;.3.        TYKWHITT. 

Vol.  111.  B 


2o  MILSU.M.MLIl-Moin   :3  DREAM.  ACT   11. 

— My  gentle  Puck,  come  hither  :   Thou  rcmeniber'st 

Since  once  I  sat  upon  a  promontory, 

And  heard  a  mermaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back, 

Uttering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath 

That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  song  ; 

And  certain  stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres, 

To  hear  the  sea-maid's  music.^ 


(9J thov  remcmher'st 

Since  once  I  sat  upon  a  jiroviontory. 

And  heard  a  ncrmaid  on  n  dolphiii's  back. 

Uttering  suck  dvUet  and  harmoniovs  breath. 

That  the  rude  sea  grew  ciuil  at  her  son<!,  ; 

And  certain  stars  shot  mndli)  from  th,.ir  spheres 

To  hear  the  sea-maid's  music'.] 

''The  first  tiling  ob3erval)lG  on  these  words  i«,  that  this  action  of  the  mermaid  is  lai' 
in  the  same  time  and  place  t\  ith  Cupid's  attack  upon  the  vestal.  By  the  vestm 
<?very  one  knows  is  meant  Queen  Elizabeth.  It  is  very  natural  and  reasonable 
then  to  think,  that  the  mermaid  stands  for  some  eminent  personage  of  her  time. 
.\nd  if  so,  the  allej-orical  covering,  in  v  liich  liiere  is  a  mixture  of  satire  and 
panegyric,  will  lead  us  to  conclude,  that  this  person  was  one  of  whom  it  had  been 
jnconvenient  for  the  author  to  speak  openly,  either  in  praise  or  dispraise.  All  this 
agrees  with  Mary  queen  of  Pcots,  and  with  no  other.  Queen  Elizabeth  could  not 
bear  to  hear  lief  commended ;  and  her  successor  v.ould  not  for?ivo  her  satyrist. 
But  the  poet  has  so  well  marked  out  every  di.^tiniruishing  circumstance  of  her  life, 
and  character  in  this  beautiful  allefory,  as  will  leave  no  room  to  doubt  about  hii 
secret  meaning.  She  is  called,  nicnJietid,  1.  to  denote  her  reigD  over  a  kingdom 
situate  in  the  sea,  and  2.  her  beauty,  and  intemperal^ust : 

" Ut  turpiter  atrum 

"  Dcsinat  in  piscem  mulicr  formo^^a  snperne." 
For  as  Eliz'4beth  for  her  chastity  is  called  a  vestal,  this  unfortunate  lady  on  a  con- 
trary account  is  called  a  mermaid.  3.  An  ancient  story  may  be  suppnspd  to  bp  hero 
alluded  to.  The  emperor  Julian  tells  us,  Plpis.  41,  that  the  Syrens  (which,  with  all 
The  modern  poets,  are  mermaids)  contended  for  precedency  with  the  Muses,  who, 
overconiir]»  tiiem,  took  away  their  winj:".  The  quarrels  between  Mary  ami 
Elizabeth  bad  the  same  cause,' and  the  same  issue. 

071  a  dolphiiCs  back,']  This  evidently  marks  out  that  distinguishing  cir- 

rumstance  of  Mary's  fortune,  her  marriage  with  the  daupiiin  of  France,  son  of 
Henry  II. 

Uttering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath,]  Tliis  alludes  to  her  great  abilities  oi 
genius  and  learning,  which  rendered  her  the  mo.st  accomplished  princess  of  he 
age.  The  French  writers  tell  us,  that,  while  she  was  in  that  court,  she  pronounces 
a  Latin  oration  in  the  great  hall  of  the  I-ouvre,  with  so  much  grace  and  eloquence 
as  filled  the  whole  court  with  admiration. 

That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  snng  ;]  By  the  rude  sea  is  meant  Scotia'  . 
r.ncircled  with  the  ocean  ;  which  rose  up  in  arms  against  the  recent,  while  she  wa 
iii  J'rance.  But  her  return  hume  presently  quieted  those  disorders ;  and  bad  no* 
her  straiijie  ill  conduct  afterwards  more  violently  inflamed  them,  she  might  liav 
passed  her  whole  life  in  peace.  There  is  the  greater  beauty  in  this  image,  as  thf 
vulgar  opinion  is,  that  the  mermaid  always  sings  in  storms. 
'    And  certain  stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres 

To  hear  the  sea-maid's  mnsic]  This  concludes  the  description,  with  that  rf 
markable  circumstance  of  this  unhappy  lady's  fate,  the  destruction  she  brougl 
upon  several  of  the  English  nobility,  whom  she  drew  in  to  support  her  cause 
This,  in  the  boldest  expression  of  the  sublime,  the  poet  images  \.ty  certain  start 
shouting  madly  from  their  spheres :  By  which  he  meant  the  earls  of  Northumber- 
land aud  WeitmorelaDd,  who  fell  in  her  quarrel ;  and  principally  the  great  duke  of 


ACT  II.  MIDSV:.ijIILR-.\K:i:i  i  DKEAi!. 

Puck.  I  reuiembcr. 

06.  That  very  time  I  saw,  (but  thou  couldst  not) 
Flying-  between  the  cold  moon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid  all  arm'd  :   a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  vestal,  throned  by  the  west  ; 
And  loos'd  his  love-shaft  smartly  from  his  bow, 
As  it  should  pierce  a  hundred  thousand  hearts  : 
But  I  might  see  yoking  Cupid's  fiery  shaft 
Quench'd  in  the  chaste  beams  of  the  wat'ry  moon ; 
And  the  imperial  votVcss  passed  on, 
In  maiden  meditation,  fancy-free.' 
Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell 


Korfolk,  rhose  pro.ipctfd  tnarriare  ^it*i  Iser -rns  atten'ed  with  such  fatal  conse- 
quences. Here  at-ain  the  re«(1er  may  oliserve  a  peculiar  justness  in  the  imagery. 
The  vulgar  o;  inion  being  that  the  rnermaifl  allured  men  to  destruction  by  her 
songs.     To  which  opinion  Shakespeare  alludes  in  his  Comtdy  of  Errors : 

"  O  train  me  not,  sweet  merTnaid,  rvith  (hy  note. 
To  dronn  nu.  in  thy  sisLer's  flood  of  tears." 

On  the  whole,  it  is  the  noblest  and  jostest  al!e?;ory  that  was  ever  written.  The  lay- 
ing; it  in/ifrv  'and,  and  cut  of  nature,  is  in  the  character  of  the  speaker.  And  on 
these  occasions  Shakeppeare  always  excels  himself  He  is  borne  away  by  the  ma- 
gic of  his  enthusiasm,  and  hurries  his  reader  along  with  him  into  these  ancient  re- 
gioLS  of  poof rv,  bv  that  power  of  verse,  whi';h  ive  m:\v  well  fancy  to  be  like  what, 
"-1— O'lim  fauni  vatesqne  canehant."        WARIiURTON. 

Every  reader  may  be  ind-.iced  to  wish  that  the  foregoing  allusion,  pointed  out  by 
so  acute  a  critic  as  Dr.  Warburton,  ^hn-ild  remain  iincootro verted  ;  and  yet  I  cannot 
<1i=«pmble  mv  doubts  concerning  it. — Why  is  the  thrice- married  Queen  of  Scotland 
style.l  a  Sea-maid  .'  and  is  it  probable  that  Shakesi.eare  (who  understood  his  own 
politi -al  '.s  well  as  poetical  interest)  should  have  ventured  .=uch  a  panegyric  on  this 
ill-fated  Princess,  durins  the  reign  of  her  rival  Elizabeth  ?  If  it  was  unintelligible 
to  hi?  audience,  it  was  thrown  av.ay;  if  obvious,  there  was  danger  of  offence  to 
her  Majesty. 

"  A  .star  dis-orb'd,"  however,  (See  Troilus  and  Crfssidd.)  is  one  of  our  author's 
favourite  images  :  and  he  has  uo  where  else  so  happi4y  expressed  it  as  In  A7itony 
and  Cleofatra  : 

" the  good  stars  that  were  my  former  guides, 

•'  Have  empty  Ir/t  their  orbs,  and  skot  their  fires 
"  Into  Ih'  abysm  of  hell." 

To  these  remarks  may  be  added  others  of  a  like  tendency,  which  I  met  with  in 
The  Edinburgh,  Magazine,  Nov.  1786.—"  That  a  compliment  to  Queen  Elizabeth 
1va=  intenied  iti  the  esoression  of  the/cir  Vesttil  throned  in  the  li'est,,  seems  to  be 
generally  allowed  ;  but  hew  far  Shakespeare  designed,  under  the  image  of  the  Mer- 
maid, to' figure  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  is  more  doubtful.  If  by  the  rude  sea  grew 
civil  at  he'-  song,  is  meant,  as  Dr.  Warburton  supposes,  that  the  tumults  of  Scot- 
land were  appe?.=ed  by  her  address,  the  observation  is  not  true  ;  for  that  sea  was  in  a 
storm  during  the  whole  of  Mary's  reign.  Neither  is  the  figure  just,  if  by  the  stars 
shooting  madlyj'rijm  their  spheres  to  hear  the  sea-maid's  music,  the  poet  alluded  to 
the  fate  (if  the  Earls  of  Northumberland  and  Westmoreland,  and  particularly  of  the 
Duke  of  Norfolk,  whose  projected  marriage  with  Mary  was  the  occasion  of  hia 
ruin.  It  would  have  beeu  absun'  and  irreconcileable  to  the  good  sense  of  thf  poet, 
to  have  represented  a  nobleman  aspiring  to  marry  a  Queen,  by  the  image  Of  a  star 
shooting  or  descending  from  its  sphere."      STEEVEIS'S. 

[1 J  i.  e.  exempt  from  the  power  of  love.     STEEVENP 


23  MIDSU.MMLR-XIGIIT  S  DREAM.  ACT  H. 

It  fell  upon  a  little  western  flower, — 

Before,  milk-white  ;  now  purple  with  love's  wound, — 

And  maidens  call  it,  love-in-idleness.* 

Fetch  me  that  flower ;  tlie  herb  I  show'd  thee  once  ; 

The  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eye-lids  laid, 

Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 

Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees. 

Fetch  me  this  herb ;  and  be  thou  here  again, 

Ere  the  leviathan  can  swim  a  league. 

Puck,  ril  put  a  girdle  round  about  the  earth 
In  forty  minutes.  [Exit, 

Ob.  Having  once  this  juice, 
ril  watch  Titania  when  she  is  asleep, 
And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes  : 
The  next  thing  then  she  waking  looks  upon, 
(Be  it  on  lion,  bear,  or  wolf,  or  bull. 
On  meddling  monkey,  or  on  busy  ape,) 
She  shall  pursue  it  with  the  soul  of  love. 
And  ere  I  take  this  charm  off  from  her  sight, 
[As  I  can  take  it,  with  another  herb) 
I'll  make  her  render  up  her  page  to  me. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  I  am  invisible  f 
And  1  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helena  folloiscing  him. 

Dem.  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  pursue  me  not. 
Where  is  Lysander  and  fair  Hermia  ? 
The  one  I'll  slaj^  the  other  slayeth  me. 
Thou  told'st  me,  they  were  stoKn  into  this  wood, 
And  here  am  I,  and  wood^  within  this  wood. 
Because  I  cannot  meet  my  Hermia. 
Hence,  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 

Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  adamant ; 
But  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 

[2]  The  flower  or  violet,  commonly  called  pansies,  or  heart's  ease,  is  named 
love-in-idleness  in  Warwickshire,  and  in  Lyte's  Herbal.  There  is  a  reason  why 
Shakespeare  says  it  is  "  now  purple,  with  love's  wound,"  because  one  or  two  of  iti 
petals  are  of  a  purple  colour.     TOLLET. 

[3]  1  thought  proper  here  to  observe,  that,  as  Oberon  and  Puck  his  attendant 
may  be  frequently  observed  to  speak,  when  there  is  no  mention  of  their  entering; 
they  are  designed  by  the  poet  to  be  supposed  on  the  stage  during  the  jrreatest  pari 
of  the  remainder  of  the  play;  and  Uj  mix,  as  they  please,  as  spirits,  with  the  other 
actnrs  ;  and  embroil  the  plot,  by  their  interposition,  without  being  seen,  or  heard, 
but  when  to  their  own  purpose.      THEOBALD. 

C41  W'ood,  or  mod,  wild,  raving-     POPE. 


ACT  II.  midsummer-night's  DREAM.  29 

Is  true  as  steel :  Leave  you  your  power  to  draw, 
And  I  shall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dem.   Do  1  entice  you  ?  Do  I  speak  you  fair  ? 
Or,  rather,  do  I  not  in  plainest  truth 
Tell  you — I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  ? 

Hel.  And  even  for  that  do  1  love  you  the  more. 
I  am  your  spaniel  ;  and,  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  1  will  fawn  on  you  : 
Use  me  but  as  your  spaniel,  spurn  me,  strike  me, 
Neglect  me,  lose  me  ;  only  give  me  leave, 
Unworthy  as  1  am,  to  follow^  you. 
What  worser  place  can  I  beg  in  your  love, 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  respect  with  me) 
Than  to  be  used  as  you  use  your  dog  ? 

Dem.  Tempt  not  so  much  the  hatred  of  my  spirit  j 
For  I  am  sick,  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

Hel.  And  I  am  sick,  when  I  look  not  on  you. 

Dem.  You  do  impeach  your  modesty  too  mucb^     ^ 
To  leave  the  city,  and  commit  yourself 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  not ; 
To  trust  the  opportunity  of  night, 
And  the  ill  counsel  of  a  desert  place, 
^V^ith  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

Hel.  Your  virtue  is  my  privilege  for  that. 
It  is  not  night,  when  I  do  see  your  face, 
Therefore  1  think  I  am  not  in  the  night  :* 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company  ; 
For  you,  in  my  respect,  are  all  the  world : 
Then  how  can  it  be  said,  I  am  alone, 
When  all  the  world  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

Dem.   I'll  run  from  thee,  and  hide  me  in  the  brakeS; 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  wild  beasts. 

Hel.   The  wildest  hath  not  such  a  heart  as  you. 
Run  when  you  will,  the  story  shall  be  chang'd ; 
Apollo  flies,  and  Daphne  holds  the  chase  ; 
The  dove  pursu^  the  griffin  ;  the  mild  hind 
Makes  speed  to  catch  the  tiger  :   Bootless  speed  I 
When  cowardice  pursues,  and  valour  flies. 

[5]  This  passage  is  paraphrased  from  two  lines  of  an  ancient  poet  (TibuUus) 

" Tu  nocte  vel  atra 

"  Lumen,  et  in  ?olJs  tu  mihi  turba  locis ."        JOHNSON. 
As  the  works  of  King  David  might  be  more  familiar  to  Shakespeare  than  Roman 
poetry,  perhaps,  on  the  present  occa-sion,  the  11th  verse  of  the  139th  Psalm  was  in 
his  thoughts ;  "  Yea,  the  darkness  is  no  darkness  with  thee,  butthenightis  as  clear 
as  the  day."        STEEVEJVS. 


So  MIDSUMMnn-XIGIIx's  DKEA>r.  ACT  II. 

Dtin.  I  will  not  stay  thy  questions  ;  let  me  go  : 
Or,  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  believe 
But  I  shall  do  thee  mischief  in  the  wood. 

Hel.  Ay,  in  the  temple,  in  the  town,  the  field, 
You  do  me  mischief.     Fye,  Demetrius! 
Your  wTongs  do  set  a  scandal  on  my  sex  : 
We  cannot  light  for  love,  as  many  men  do  ; 
We  should  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo. 
I'll  follow  thee,  and  make  a  heaven  of  hell, 
To  die  upon  the  hand  I  love  so  well. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Hel. 

Ob.  Fare  thee   well,    nymph  :    ere   he  do  leave  th' 
grove, 
Thou  shalt  fly  him,  and  he  shall  seek  thy  love. — 

Re-enter  Puck. 
Hast  thou  the  flower  there  ?  Welcome,  wanderer. 
^    Puck.  Ay,  there  it  is. 

Ob.   I  pray  thee,  give  it  me. 
I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows, 
Where  ox-lips*  and  the  nodding  violet  growls  ; 
Quite  over-canopied  with  lush  woodbine, 
With  sweet  musk-roses,  and  with  eglantine  : 
There  sleeps  Titania,  some  time  of  the  night, 
LuU'd  in  these  flowers  with  dances  and  delight ; 
And  there  the  snake  throws  her  enamell'd  skin, 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  fairy  in  : 
And  with  the  juice  of  this  I'll  streak  her  eye?. 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  fantasies. 
Take  thou  some  of  it,  and  seek  through  this  CTOve  : 
A  sweet  Athenian  lady  is  in  love 
With  a  disdainful  youth  :   anoint  hi.^  eyes  ; 
But  do  it,  when  the  next  thing  he  espies 
May  be  the  lady  :   Thou  shult  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on.'' 
Effect  it  with  some  care  ;   that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  on  her,  than  she  upon  her  love  : 
And  look  thou  meet  me  ere  the  brst  cockcrow. 

Puck.  Fear  not,  n)y  lord,  your  servant  shall  do  so. 

[bZxcunt. 

[aj  Tiie  uxllp  is  the  greater  cowslip.        STEEVLAS. 

lc,]—the  maii--/(a(i  on.]  I  desire  no  surer  evidence  to  prove  that  the  broad 
Scutch  pronimciHt  on  oiice  prfvailed  in  EniMniitl,  tk:iu  such  a  rhyme  as  the  first  of 
these  worJs  ati'or'Js  to  the  socoud.        b'l" f'E  V K,\ h". 


ACT  II.  MIDSI'.MMER-NICIIT  S   L'REAM.  ol 

SCENE  HI. 
Another  pari  of  the  zaood.     Enter  Titania,  tt>/r/i  her  Train. 

Tita.  Come,  now  a  roundel.'  and  a  fairy  song  ; 
Thenj  for  the  third  part  of  a  minute,  hence  ;^ 
Some,  to  kill  cankers  in  the  musk-rose  buds  ; 
Some,  war  with  rear-mice  for  their  leathern  wings,^ 
To  make  my  small  elves  coats  ;  and  some,  keep  back 
The  clamorous  owl,  that  nightly  hoots,  and  wonders 
At  our  quaint  spirits :  Sing  me  now  asleep  ; 
Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  rest. 

SONG. 
I. 

1  Fai.    You  spotted  snakes^  irith  double  to7igU€j\ 

Thorny  hedge-hogs,  be  not  seen  ; 
SVezi)ts,  and  blind.-xt'orms,  do  no  wrong;* 
Come  not  near  our  fairy  queen: 
Chorus.  Philomel,  with  melody. 

Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby  ; 
Lulla,  lulla,  lullahy ;  bulla,  lulla,  lullaby: 
Never  harm,  nor  spell  nor  charm. 
Come  our  lovely  lady  nigh  ; 
So,  good  night,  with  lullaby. 

II. 

2  Fai.   Wearing  spiders,  come  not  here  ; 

Hence,  you  long-legged  spinners,  hence  : 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near  ; 
Worm,  nor  snail,  do  no  offence. 
Chorus.  Philomel,  with  melody,  S,-c. 

[7]  A  rovndil  is  a  dance  in  a  rin:^.        GPiAY. 

[b]  Dr.  Warbiirton  reads  -.—^for  the  third  part  of  the  midnight. — But  the  persons 
employed  are/airjVj-,  to  v;]inm  the  third  part  of  a  vrinute  might  not  be  a  very  short 
time  to  do  such  work  in.  The  critic  might  as  wejl  have  objected  to  the  epithet 
/a//,  which  t!;efa;ry  bestows  OD  the  ccn-sllp.  But  S'lrdkespeare,  through  the  play, 
has  pre5erve<i  the  proportion  of  other  things  in  respect  of  these  tiny  beings,  com- 
pareil  with  "■•^  hose  size,  a  cowslip  might  be  tall,  and  to  whose  po%vera  of  execution, 
a  minute  might  be  equivalent  to  an  age.        STEEVEj\  S. 

r9]  A  riTe-moiae  is  a  bat,  a  mouse  that  raises  itself  from  the  ground  by  the  aid  of 
vihgs.        t^TEEVE^^S. 

[1]  By  both  these  ternj?,  I  supj^ose,  our  author  xne^ns— forked  ;  as  the  tongues 
of  snakes  are  sometimes  represemed  in  ancient  tapestry  and  paintings,  and,  it  may 
be  added,  are  so  in  nature.        STEEVEIsS. 

[2]  The  nervt  is  the  eft,  the  blind-rvorm  is  the  Cffcxlia  or  sloTV-norm.  They  are 
both  ingrediectE  in  the  caulJroa  of  Macbeth.    See  Macbeth  Act  IV.  sc  i. 

...    -  STEEVE^S. 
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1  Fai.  Hence,  away  ;  now  all  is  well : 
One,  aloof,  stand  centinel. 

[Exe^int  Fairies.     Titania  sleeps 

Enter  Oberox. 
Obe.  What  thou  seest,  when  thou  dost  awake, 

[Squeezes  thejlozver  on  Tit\nia's  eye-lid$% 
Do  it  for  thy  true  love  take  ; 
Love,  and  languish  for  his  sake  : 
Be  it  ounce,*  or  cat,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  bristled  hair, 
In  thy  eye  that  shall  appear 
When  thou  wak'st,  it  is  thy  dear ; 
Wake,  when  some  vile  thing  is  near,  [Exit. 

Enter  Lysander  and  Hermia. 

Lys.  Fair  love,  you  faint  with  wandering  in  the  wood ; 

And  to  speak  troth,  1  have  forgot  our  way  ; 
We'll  rest  us,  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  good, 

And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her.  Be  it  so,  Lysander  :  find  you  out  a  bed, 
For  I  upon  this  jjank  will  rest  my  head. 

Lys.  One  turf  shall  serve  as  pillow  for  us  both  ; 
One  heart,  one  bed,  two  bosoms,  and  one  troth. 

Her.  Nay,  good  Lysander;  for  my  sake,  my  dear. 
Lie  further  offyet,  do  not  lie  so  near. 

Lys.  O,  take  the  sense,  sweet,  of  my  innocence  • 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  in  love's  conference.' 
'S  mean,  that  my  heart  unto  yours  is  knit ; 
So  that  but  one  heart  can  we  make  of  it : 
Two  bosoms  interchained  witii  an  oath  ; 
So  then,  two  bosoms,  and  a  single  troth. 
Then,  by  your  side  no  bed-room  me  deny  ; 
For,  lying  so,  Hermia,  I  do  not  lie. 

Her.   Lysander  riddles  very  prettily  : — 
Now  much  beshrew*  my  manners,  and  my  pride, 
If  Hermia  meant  to  say,  Lysander  lied. 

[2]  Tae  ounce  is  a  small  tiser,  or  ti;:er-cat.        JOHNSON. 

[n]  The  idea  is  exactly  similar  to  that  of  St.  Paul  :  "  I-ove  tliiLketh  no  evil." 

HENLEY. 

f.i]  This  word,  of  which  the  etymology  is  not  cx;ictly  known,  implies  a  sinister 
wish,  and  means  the  same  as  if  she  had  said  "  now  HI  btfali  my  mannrre,"  kc. 

^•TKEVKNP. 

See  iMinsheu's  etymology  of  it,  which  seems  to  be  an  imprecaHon  <ir  wish  of 
such  evil  to  oae,  as  the  venomous  biting  of  the  shrew-mouse.        TOLLET 
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But,  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  courtesy, 
Lie  further  off;  in  human  modesty 
Such  separation,  as,  may  well  be  said. 
Becomes  a  virtuous  bachelor,  and  a  maid  : 
So  far  be  distant ;  and  good  night,  sweet  friend  : 
Thy  love  ne'er  alter,  till  thy  sweet  life  end ! 

Lys.  Amen,  amen,  to  that  fair  prayer,  say  I  ; 
And  then  end  life,  when  1  end  loyalty  ! 
Here  is  my  bed :  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  rest ! 

Her.  With  half  that  wish  the  wisher's  eyes  be  press'd  ! 

[They  sleep. 
Eater  Puck. 
^uck.  Through  the  forest  have  I  gone, 
But  Athenian  found  I  none, 
On  whose  eyes  I  might  approve 
This  flower's  force  in  stirring  love. 
Night  and  silence  !  who  is  here  ? 
"Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear  ; 
This  is  he,  my  master  said, 
Despised  the  Athenian  maid  ; 
And  here  the  maiden,  sleeping  sound. 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  ground. 
Pretty  soul !  she  durst  not  lie 
Near  this  lack-love,  kill-courtesy. 
Churl,  upon  thy  eyes  I  throw 
All  the  power  this  charm  doth  owe  : 
When  thou  wak'st,  let  love  forbid 
Sleep  his  seat  on  thy  eye-lid. 
So  wake,  when  I  am  gone  ; 
For  I  must  now  to  Oberon.  [Exit, 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Helena,  running. 
Hel.  Stay,  though  thou  kill  me,  sweet  Demetrius. 
Dem.  I  charge  thee,  hence,  and  do  not  haunt  me  thus. 
Hel.  O,  wilt  thou  darkling  leave  me  ?  do  not  so. 
Dem.  Stay,  on  thy  peril ;  I  alone  will  go.  [Exit. 

Hel.  O,  I  am  out  of  breath  in  this  fond  chace  ! 
The  more  my  prayer,  the  lesser  is  my  grace. 
Happy  is  Hermia,  wheresoe'er  she  lies ; 
For  she  hath  blessed  and  attractive  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  so  bright  ?  Not  with  salt  tears  : 
If  so,  my  eyes  are  oft'ner  wash'd  than  hers. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  bear ; 
For  beasts,  that  meet  me,  run  away  for  fear: 

3  Vol.  HI.  B  2 
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Therefore,  no  marvel,  though  Demetrius 
Do,  as  a  mon^^ter,  tly  my  presence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  dissemhUng  glass  of  mine 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermia's  sphery  eyne  ? 
— Jjut  who  is  here  ? — Lysander  !  on  the  ground  1 
Dead  ?  or  asleep  ?  I  see  no  blood,  no  wound  : — 
Lysander,  if  you  live,  good  sir,  awake. 

Lys.  And  run  through  fire  I  will,  for  thy  sweet  sake. 

[Waking. 
Transparent  Helena !  Nature  here  shows  art, 
That  through  thy  bosom  makes  me  see  thy  heart. 
Where  is  Demetrius  ?  O,  how  fit  a  word 
Is  that  vile  name,  to  perish  on  my  sword  ! 

Hel.   Do  not  say  so,  Lysander  ;  say  not  so  : 
What  though  he  love  your  Hermia  ?  Lord,  what  though  ? 
Yet  Hermia  still  loves  you  :  tlicn  be  content. 

Lijs.  Content  with  Hermia  ?  No  :  I  do  repent 
The  tedious  minutes  I  with  her  have  spent. 
Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  now  I  love  : 
W^ho  will  not  change  a  raven  for  a  dove  ? 
The  will  of  man  is  by  his  reason  sway'd  ; 
And  reason  says,  you  are  the  %vorthier  maid. 
Things  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  season  : 
So  I,  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reason  ; 
And  touching  now  the  point  of  human  skill, 
Reason  becomes  the  marshal  to  my  will.' 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes  ;  where  I  overlook 
Love's  stories,  written  in  love's  richest  book. 

HeL   Wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  mockery  born  ^ 
When,  at  your  hands,  did  I  deserve  this  scorn  ? 
Is't  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,  young  man, 
That  I  did  never,  no,  nor  never  can, 
Deserve  a  sweet  look  from  Demetrius'  eye, 
But  you  must  flout  my  insufficiency  ? 
Good  troth,  you  do  me  wrong,  good  sooth,  you  do, 
In  such  disdainful  manner  me  to  woo. 
But  fare  you  well  :  perforce  I  must  confess, 
1  thought  you  lord  of  more  true  gentleness.^ 
O,  that  a  lady,  of  one  man  refus'd, 
Should,  of  another,  therefore  be  abus'd !  [Exit. 

Lijft.  She  sees  not  Hermia  : — Hermia,  sleep  thou  there  ; 

[5]  Ttiat  is,  My  will  now  follows  reason.        JOHNSON. 

[6]  Uenthnr.ss  is  etniivaleut  to  what,  in  modern  laoguage,  we  should  call  i)\i  spirit 
i/agcnlUman.     PEKCY.  >^,      . 
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And  never  may'st  thou  come  Lysander  near  j 
For,  as  a  surfeit  of  the  sweetest  things 
The  deepest  loathing  to  the  stomach  brings  ; 
Or,  as  the  heresies,  that  men  do  leave. 
Are  hated  most  of  those  they  did  deceive  ; 
So  thou,  my  surfeit,  and  my  heresy. 
Of  all  be  hated  ;  bat  the  most  of  me  ! 
And  all  my  powers,  address  your  love  and  might, 
To  hoi\our  Helen,  and  to  be  her  knight !  [Exit. 

Her.   [sta-rting.]    Help  me,  Lysander,  help  me  '  do  thy 
best, 
To  pluck  this  crawling  serpent  trom  my  breast! 

Ah  me,  for  pity  ! what  a  dream  was  here  ? 

Lysander,  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear: 

Methought  a  serpent  eat  my  heart  away, 

And  3'ou  sat  smiling  at  his  cruel  prey  : — 

Lysander  I  what,  remov'd  /  Lysander  !  lord  ! 

What,  out  of  hearing  ?  gone  ?  no  sound,  no  word? 

Alack,  where  are  you  !  speak,  an-if  you  hear; 

Speak,  of  all  loves  ;  I  swoon  almost  with  fear. 

No  ? — then  I  well  perceive  3  ou  are  not  nigh  : 

Either  death,  or  you.  Til  tind  immediately.  lExit, 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  L — The  same.      The  Queen  of  Fairies  lying  asleep. 

Enter  Quince,    Sxug,    Bottom,    Flute,    Snout,    and 

Starveling.'^ 

Bottom. 

Are  we  all  met  ? 

Qidn.  Pat,  pat ;  and  here's  a  marvellous  convenient 
place  for  our  rehearsal :  This  green  plot  shall  be  our 
stage,  this  hawthorn  brake  our  ty ring-house  ;  and  we 
will  do  it  in  action,  as  we  will  do  it  before  the  duke. 

Bot.  Peter  Q,uince,- — 

Qmiw.  What  say'st  thou,  bully  Bottom  ? 

[7]  In  the  time  cf  Shakespeare  there  were  many  companies  of  players,  some- 
times live  at  the  same  time,  contending  for  the  iavour  of  the  public.  Of  these 
some  were  undoubtedly  very  unskilful  and  very  y.oor,  and  it  is  probable  thai  tije 
design  of  this  scene  ivas  to  ridicule  their  isnorance,  and  the  odd  expedients  to 
which  they  mi^ht  be  driven  by  the  v.  ant  of  proper  decorations.  Bottom  vas  per- 
haps the  head  of  a  rival  house,  and  is  therefore  honoured  with  au  ass's  head. 

JOH^'SOX. 
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Bot.  There  are  things  in  this  comedy  of  Pyramus  and 
TJiisby,  that  will  never  please.  First,  Pyramus  must 
drav/  a  sword  to  kill  himself;  which  the  ladies  cannot 
ahidc.     How  answer  you  that  I 

Snout.  ByTlakin,  a  parlous  fear.^ 

Star.  I  believe,  we  must  leave  the  killing  out,  when 
all  is  done. 

Bot.  Not  a  whit ;  I  have  a  device  to  make  all  well. 
Write  me  a  prologue  :  and  let  the  prologue  seem  to  say, 
we  will  do  no  harm  with  our  swords  ;  and  that  Pyramus 
is  not  killed,  indeed  :  and,  for  the  more  better  assurance, 
tell  them,  that  I  Pyramus  am  not  Pyramus,  but  Bottom 
the  weaver  :  This  will  put  them  out  of  fear. 

Q^uin.  Well,  we  will  have  such  a  prologue  ;  and  it 
shall  be  written  in  eight  and  six. 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more  ;  let  it  be  written  in  eight 
and  eight. 

Snout.  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afcard  of  the  lion  ? 

Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promise  you. 

Bot.  Masters,  you  ought  to  consider  with  yourselves  : 
to  bring  in,  God  shield  us  !  a  lion  among  ladies,  is  a  most 
dreadful  thing  :  for  there  is  not  a  more  fearful  wild-fowl 
than  your  lion,  living  ;  and  we  ought  to  look  to  it. 

Snout.  Therefore,  another  prologue  must  tell,  he  is 
not  a  lion. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  must  name  his  name,  and  half  his  face 
must  be  seen  through  the  lion's  neck  ;  and  he  himself 
must  speak  through,  saying  thus,  or  to  the  same  defect, — 
Ladies,  or  fair  ladies,  1  would  wish  you,  or,  I  would  re- 
quest you,  or,  I  would  entreat  you,  not  to  fear,  not  to 
tremble  :  my  life  for  yours.  If  you  think  I  come  hither 
as  a  lion,  it  were  pity  of  my  liie  :  No,  I  am  no  such 
thing  ;  I  am  a  man  as  other  men  are  : — and  there,  indeed, 
let  him  name  his  name  ;  and  tell  them  plainly,  he  is 
Snug  the  joiner.^ 

[8]  By  our  lady-kin,  or  litlh  lady;  as  if  akin  is  a  corruption  of  by  my  faith. 
Parlous,  a  word  corrupted  from  perilous,  i.  e   dangerous.         STEEVENS. 

(9]  There  are  probably  many  temporary  allusions  to  particular  incidents  and 
characters  scattered  through  our  author's  plays,  which  gave  a  poignancy  to  certain 
passages,  while  the  events  were  recent,  and  the  persons  pointed  at  yet  living. — In 
the  speech  now  before  us,  I  think  it  not  improbable  that  he  meant  to  allude  to  a 
fact  which  happened  in  his  time,  at  an  entertainment  exhibited  before  Queen 
Elizabeth.  It  is  recorded  in  a  maiiuscri|)t  collection  of  anecdotes,  stories,  &c. 
entitled,  Merry  Passages  and  Jeasls,  MS.  Hnrl.  C395  :  "There  wasa  spectacle 
presented  to  Queen  Elizabeth  upon  the  water,  and  among  others  Harry  Golding- 
'/tamiraa  to  repres«Qtj!{ rion  iipou  the  dolphin's  backe  ;  but  Uadin^  bis  voice  to  be 
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Quin.  Well,  it  shall  be  so.  But  there  is  two  hard 
things  ;  that  is,  to  bring  the  moon-light  into  a  chamber : 
lor  you  know,  Pyramus  and  Thisby  meet  by  moon-light. 

Snug.   Doth  the  moon  shine,  that  night  we  play  our  play? 

Bot.  A  calendar,  a  calendar  !  look  in  the  almanac  ;  find 
out  moon-shine,  find  out  moon-shine. 

Quin.  Yes,  it  doth  shine  that  night. 

Bot.  Why,  tlien  you  may  leave  a  casement  of  the  great 
chamber  window,  where  we  play,  open  ;  and  the  moon 
may  shine  in  at  the  casement. 

Q;uin.  Ay  ;  or  else  one  must  come  in  with  a  bush  of 
thorns  and  a  lanthorn,  and  say,  he  comes  to  distigure,  or 
to  present,  the  person  of  moon-shine.  Then,  there  is 
another  thing  :  we  must  have  a  wall  in  the  great  cham- 
ber ;  for  Pyramus  and  Thisby,  says  the  story,  did  talk 
through  the  chink  of  a  wall. 

Snug.  You  never  can  bring  in  a  wall. — What  say  you, 
Bottom? 

Bot.  Some  man  or  other  must  present  wall :  and  let 
him  have  some  plaster,  or  some  lome,  or  some  rough- 
cast, about  him,  to  signify  wall ;  or  let  him  hold  his  lin- 
gers thus,  and  through  that  cranny  shall  Pyramus  and 
Thisby  whisper. 

Quin.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come,  sit 
down,  every  mother's  son,  and  rehearse  your  parts. 
Pyramus,  you  begin  :  when  you  have  spoken  your  speech, 
enter  into  that  brake  ;'  and  so  every  one  according  to  his 
cue. 

Enter  Puck  behind. 

Puck.  What  hempen  home-spuns  have  we  swaggering 
here, 
So  near  the  cradle  of  the  fairy  queen  ? 
What,  a  play  toward  ?  Til  be  an  auditor  ; 
An  actor  too,  perhaps,  if  I  see  cause. 

Quin.  Speak,  Pyramus  : — Thisby,  stand  forth. 

Pyr.   TTiisby,  thejioix'ers  of  odious  savours  s^vceet^ — 

Quin.  Odours,  odours. 

verye  hoarse  and  unpleasant,  when  he  came  to  perform  it,  he  tears  off  his  dis- 
guise, and  swears  he  was  none  of  Arion,  not  he,  but  even  honest  Harry  Goldingham ; 
which  blunt  discoverie  pleased  the  queene  better  than  if  it  had  gone  through  in  the 
right  way,"  &c.        MALOA'E. 

[1]  Brake  m  the  west  of  England  is  used  to  express  a  large  extent  of  ground 
overgrown  with  furze,  and  appears  both  here  aad  iu  the  next  scene  to  coavey  the 
same  idea.       HENLEY. 
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P>/r. odours  savoin's  sneet: 

So  doih  thy  breath,  my  dearest  Thisby  dear. — 
But,  hark,  a  xoice  !  stay  thou  but  here  a  Zihile, 

And  by  and  by  I  icill  to  thee  appear.  [Exit  Pyr. 

Puck.  A  stranger  Pyramus  than  e'er  pUyM  liere  ! 

[Jside.     Exit. 

This.  Z»Ius>t  I  speak  now  ? 

Qnin.  Ay,  marry,  must  you  :  for  you  must  understand, 
he  goes  but  to  see  a  noiie  that  he  heard,  and  is  to  come 
again. 

This.  J\Iost  radiant  Pyranius,  most  lily-n'hiie  ofhue^ 

Of  colour  like  the  red  rose  on  triumphant  bricr^ 
Most  brisky- Juvenal,  and  eke  most  lovely  Jew, 

As  true  as  truest  horse,  that  yet  Ziould  never  tire, 
I'll  meet  thee,  Pyranius,  at  JVinny's  tomb. 

Qw/zi.  Ninus'  tomb,  man  :  Why  you  must  not  spea) 
that  yet ;  that  you  answer  to  Pyramus  :  you  speak  al> 
your  part  at  once,  cues  and  all. — Pyramus,  enter  ;  your 
cue  is  past ;-  it  is,  never  tire. 

Re-enter  Puck,  and  Bottom  zvilh  an  ass^s  head. 

This.  O, — as  true  as  truest  horse,   that  yet  would  neve,'* 
tire. 

Pyr.   If  I  'uic  re  fair,  Thisby,  I  n'ere  only  thine: — 

Cliiin.  O  monstrous !  O  strange !  we  are  haunted 
Pray,  masters  !  lly,  masters  !  help  !  [Exe.  Clowns^ 

Puck.   V\\  follow  you,  Pll  lead  you  about  a  round. 

Through  bog,  thro'jgh  bush,  through  brake,  throug ; 
brier  ; 
Sometime  a  horse  Pll  be,  sometime  a  hound, 

A  hog,  a  headless  bear,  sometime  a  lire  ; 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  roar,  and  burn, 
Like  horse,  hound,  hog,  bear,  tire,  at  every  turn.     [Exit. 

Bot.  Why  do  they  run  away  ?  this  is  a  knavery  of 
them,  to  make  me  afeard.^ 

Re-enter  SiVOUT. 

Snout.  O  Bottom  !  thou  art  changed  !  what  do  I  see 
on  thee  ? 

Bot.  What  do  you  see  ?  you  see  an  ass's  head  of  your 
own  ;   Do  you  ? 

'    [2]  A  cuf,  in  stage  cant,  is  the  last  words  of  the  preceding  speech,  and  serves  as  a 
hint  to  him  wJ,o  is  10  speak  next.     STKKVKiXS. 

[3]  A/ear  is  from  to  fear,  t)y  the  old  lortn  of  the  lauguage,  as  an  tivngtrtdt  UOVU 
IpAuB^rr.    io  a  dry  ioT  thiTst\j.    JOHJNbON. 
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Re-enter  Quince. 

Qiiin.  Bless  thee,  Bottom!  bless  thee  !  thou  art  trans- 
lated. [Exit. 

Bot.  I  see  their  knavery  :  this  is  to  make  an  ass  of  me  ; 
to  fright  me,  if  they  coiiiJ.  But  I  will  not  stir  from  this 
place,  do  what  they  can  :  I  will  walic  up  and  down  here, 
and  I  will  sing,  that  they  shall  hear  I  am  not  afraid. 

T.lie  ousel-cock,^  so  black  of  hue j 

With  oratige-tawny  bill, 
The  throstle  Zi:ith  his  note  so  true, 

The  UTCii  ■zciih  little  quill ; 

Tita.  What  ani^cl  wakes  me  from  my  llowerv  bed  ? 

"  [Waking. 
Bot.  Thef.nch,  the  sparrozv,  and  the  lark, 
The  plain-song  cuckoo  gray,^ 
Jl'liose  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark, 
And  dares  not  answer  nay  ; — 

for,  indeed,  who  would  set  his  wit  to  so  foolish  a  bird  ? 
who  would  give  a  bird  the  lie,  though  he  cry,  cuckoo, 
never  so  ? 

Tita.   I  pray  thee,  gentle  mortal,  sing  again  : 
Mine  ear  is  much  enaniour'd  of  thy  note, 
So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  shape  ; 
And  thy  fair  virtue's  force  perforce  doth  move  me, 
On  the  lirst  view,  to  say,  to  swear,  I  love  thee. 

Bot.  Methinks,  mistress,  you  should  have  little  reason 
for  that  :  And  yet,  to  say  the  truth,  reason  and  love  keep 
little  company  together  now-a-days  :  The  more  the  pity, 
that  some  honest  neighbours  will  not  make  them  friends. 
Nay,  I  can  gleek,^  upon  occasion. 

[4]  The  ouzel  cock  is  generally  understood  to  be  the  cock  black-bird. 

STELVENS. 

The  Ousel  differs  from  the  Black-bird  by  having  a  white  crescent  upon  his  breast, 
and  is  besides  rather  larger.     ^eeLev;uVs  Englis^  Biids.     DOUCE. 

[5]  That  is,  the  cufkoo,  v  ho,  having  no  variety  of  strains,  sings  in  plain  song,  or 
in  piano  cant u  ;  by  vrhich  expression  the  uniform  nnodulation  or  simplicity  of  the 
chuvnt  was  anciently  distinguished,  in  opposition  to  prick-sung,  or  variegated  musi«* 
sung  by  note.  Skelton  introduces  the  birds  singing  the  different  parts  of  the  6'.- 
vjce  of  the  funeral  of  his  favourite  sparrow  :  amocg  the  rest  is  the  cuckoo. 

T.  WARTON. 

[6]  Gleek  was  originally  a  game  at  cards.  The  word  is  often  used  by  other  an- 
cient comic  writers^  in  the  same  sense  as  by  our  author.  Mr.  Lambe  observes  ia 
his  notes  on  the  ancient  metrical  history  of  Tkt  BaUle  of  Flodden,  that,  in  the 
North,  to  gleck  is  to  dtceivt  or  beguile  ;  and  that  the  reply  made  by  the  queeaof  the 
fairies,  proves  this  to  be  the  meaaiDg  of  it.    STEEVE^'.S. • 
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T'Ua.  Thou  art  as  wise  as  thou  art  beautiful. 

Hot.  Not  so,  neither  :   but  if  I  had  wit  enough  to  get 
out  of  this  wood,  1  have  enough  to  serve  mine  own  turn. 

Tita.  Out  of  this  wood  do  not  desire  to  go  ; 
Thou  shalt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no. 
1  am  a  spirit,  of  no  common  rate  ; 
The  summer  still  doth  tend  upon  my  state, 
And  I  do  love  thee  :  therefore,  go  with  me  ; 
I'll  give  thee  fairies  to  attend  on  thee  ; 
And  tliey  shall  fetch  thee  jewels  from  the  deep, 
And  sing,  while  thou  on  pressed  flowers  dost  sleep  : 
And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  grossness  so, 
That  thou  shalt  like  an  airy  spirit  go. 
— Peas -blossom  !  Cobweb  I  Moth  !  and  Mustard-seed! 

Enter  four  Fairies. 

1  Fai.  Ready. 

2  Fai.  And  1. 

3  Fai.  And  I. 

4  Fai.  Where  shall  v,'e  go  ? 

Tiia.  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gentleman; 
Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes  ; 
Feed  him  with  apricocks,  and  dewberries,^ 
With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mulberries ; 
I'hc  honey  bags  steal  from  the  humble-bees, 
And,  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs, 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worm's  eyes,^ 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arise  ; 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies, 
To  fan  the  moon-beams  from  his  sleeping  eyes  : 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him  courtesies. 

[7]  Den  berries  are  gooseberries,  which  are  still  so  called  ia  several  parts  of  the 
kitjgiloQi.    HEisLKY. 

[8]  1  know  not  how  Shakespeare,  who  commonly  derived  his  knowledge  of  na- 
ture from  his  own  observatioti,  happened  to  place  the  glow-worm's  light  in  his  eyes, 
which  is  only  in  his  tail.     JOHNSON. 

The  blunder  is  not  in  Shakespeare,  but  in  those  who  have  construed  too  literally 
a  poetical  expression.  It  a|»pears  from  every  line  of  his  writings  that  he  had  stu- 
died with  attention  the  book  of  nature,  and  was  an  accurate  observer  of  any  object 
that  fell  within  his  notice.  He  must  have  known  that  the  light  of  the  glow-worm 
was  seated  in  the  tail;  but  surely  a  poet  is  justified  in  calling  the  luminous  part  of 
a  glow- worm  the  eye.  It  is  a  liberty  we  take  in  plain  prose;  for  the  point  of  great- 
est brightness  in  a  furnace  is  commonly  called  the  eye  of  it. 

I)r  Johnson  might  have  arraigned  him  with  e(4ual  propriety  for  sending  his 
fairies  to  lighl  their  tapei-3  at  the  fire  of  the  glow-worm,  which  in  Hamlet  he  terms 
unefftctual : 

"  The  glow-worm  shews  the  matin  to  be  near, 
■    <  ■,        "  Ac'J  'gins  to  pale  Lis  uoeffectual  fire."_  M.  MASOX. 
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1  Fai.  Hail,  mortal ! 

2  Fai.  Hail  ! 

3  Fai.  Hail  ! 

4  Fai.  Hail ! 

Bot.  I  cry  your  worship's  mercy,  heartily. — I  beseech, 
3'our  worship's  name. 

Cob.  Cobweb. 

Bot.  i  shall  desire  you  of  more  acquaintance,  good 
master  Cobweb  :  If  1  cut  my  finger,  I  shall  make  bold 
with  you. — Your  name,  honest  gentleman  ? 

Peas.  Peas-blossom. 

Bot.  I  pray  you,  commend  me  to  mistress  Squash, 
your  mother,  and  to  master  Peascod,  your  father.  Good 
master  Peas-blossom,  I  shall  desire  you  of  more  ac- 
quaintance too. — Your  name,  I  beseech  you,  sir  ? 

J\lus.  Mustard-seed. 

Bot.  Good  master  Mustard-seed,  I  know  your  pa- 
tience well  :^  that  same  cowardly,  giant-like  ox-beef 
hath  devoured  many  a  gentleman  of  your  house  :  I 
promise  you,  your  kindred  hath  made  my  eyes  water 
ere  now.  1  desire  you  more  acquaintance,  good  master 
Mustard-seed. 

Tita.  Come,  wait  upon  him ;  lead  him  to  my  bower. 

The  moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watery  eye  ; 
And  when  she  weeps,  weeps  every  little  flower. 

Lamenting  some  enforced  chastity. 

Tie  up  my  love's  tongue,  bring  him  silently.         [Exe. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Part  of  the  Wood.     Enter  Obero??. 

06.  I  wonder,  if  Titania  be  awak'd  ; 
Then,  what  it  v.^as  that  next  came  in  her  eye, 
Which  she  must  dote  on  in  extremity. 

Eater  Puck. 

Here  comes  my  messenger. — How  now,  mad  spirit  ? 
What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  grove  ? 
Puck.  My  mistress  with  a  monster  is  in  love. 
Near  to  her  close  and  consecrated  bovver. 
While  she  was  in  her  dull  and  sleeping  hour, 

[9]  These  words  ?.re  spoken  ironically.     AccordJn'T  to  the  opinion  preTaiUng  in 
our  author's  time,  mubtard  was  supposed  to  excite  choler.        REED. 
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A  crew  ofpalcLes,'  rude  mechanicals, 

That  \voi-k  for  bread  upon  Athenian  stall;?, 

Were  met  togetiier  to  rehearse  a  play, 

IiitiMuled  for  great  Theseus'  nuj:tial  da}^ 

The  shallowest  thick-^kin  of  that  barren  sort, 

Who  Py ramus  presented,  in  their  S])ort 

Forsook  his  scene,  and  enter'd  in  a  brake  : 

When  1  did  him  at  this  advantage  take, 

An  ass's  novvl  i  fixed  on  his  head  ; 

Anon,  his  Thisby  must  be  answered, 

And  forth  m}^  mimic  comes  :   When  they  him  spy, 

As  wild  geese  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye, 

Or  russet  pated  choaghs'-^  many  in  sort, 

Rising-  and  cawinsj  at  the  gun's  report 

Sever  themselves,  and  madly  sweep  the  sky  ; 

iSo,  at  his  siglit,  away  his  fellows  fly : 

And,  at  our  stamp,^  here  o'er  and  o'er  one  falls  ; 

He  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls. 

Their  sense,  thus  weak,  lost  with  their  fears,  thus  strong, 

Made  senseless  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong  : 

For  briers  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  snatch  ; 

Some,  sleeves  ;  some,  hats  :  from  yielders  all  things  catch. 

I  led  them  on  in  this  distracted  fear. 


f]]  Patch  was  in  old  language  used  as  a  term  of  opprobry  ;  perhaps  with  much 
the  bhine  import  as  we  use  raggamujfin,  or  tatterdemalion.        JOIIjS'SON. 

1  should  suppose  pa^c4  to  be  merely  a  corruption  of  the  Italian  pazzo,  which 
£l;!nitics  properly  afuol.         TYRWJIITT. 

[2]  The  chough  is  a  bird  of  the  daw  kind.        STEE  YENS. 

[3]  Tiiis  seems  to  be  a  vicious  reading.  Fairies  are  never  repreRCnted  stamping, 
or  of  abize  that  should  give  forre  to  a  stamp,  nor  could  they  have  distinguished  the 
stamp  of  Puck  from  those  of  their  ov.n  companions.*  I  read:  And  at  a  stvmp  here 
o'er  and  o'er  cue  falls.        JOHNSON 

I  adhere  to  the  old  reading.  The  stamp  of  a  fairy  might  be  efficacious  though 
iot  loud;  neither  is  it  necessary  to  suppose,  when  supernatural  beings  are  spoken 
of  that  the  si^e  of  the  agent  determines  the  force  of  the  action.  Tliat  fairies  did 
stamp  to  some  purpose,  may  be  known  frointlje  following  [tassage  in  Olaus  Magnvs 
dt  GcTtibvs  Septevlrionalibns  :—'■''  Vero  saMum  adeo  pre  fundi:  in  terram  impresserant, 
ut  locus  iusigni  adore  orbiculariter  per.sus,  non  parit  arenti  redivivum  cespite 
pramcn."  Shakespeare's  own  authority,  however,  is  most  decisive,  fcjee  the  con- 
clutiou  of  the  first  scene  of  the  fourth  Act : 

"  Come,  my  queen,  take  hand  with  me, 

"  Anrj  rock  the  ground  whereon  these  sleepers  be."        STEEVENS. 

TIone=t  Reginald  Scott,  says:  *'  Our  grandams  maids  were  want  to  seta  boll  of 
miii.e  before  Incubus,  and  his  cousin  Robin  ("icod-fellow,  for  grinding  of  malt  or 
liiusfard,  and  sKepjdng  the  house  at  midnijrht :  and— that  he  would  chafe  ex- 
ceedingly, if  the  maid  or  good  wife  of  the  house,  having  compassion  of  his 
i.akedness,  laid  aide  clothes  for  him  beesi(!es  his  raesse  of  while  bread  and  milke, 
V  hiph  was  his  standing  f*»p.  for  in  that  case  he  saith.  What  have  we  here? 
n»Tntnn,  hamten,  here  will  I  never  more  tread  aor  stair  pen."  Disiovtrie  ef 
il  il:hc.'\rt.  1518.  i>  hb.        RlTiiON. 
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And  left  sweet  Pyramiis  translated  there  : 
When  in  that  moment  (so  it  came  to  pass) 
Titania  wak'd,  and  straightway  lov'd  an  ass. 

Ob.  This  falls  out  better  than  I  could  devise. 
But  hast  thou  yet  latch'd*  the  Athenian's  eyes 
With  the  love-juice,  as  1  bid  thee  do  ? 

Puck.  1  took  him  sleejung', — that  is  tmish'd  too, — 
And  the  Athenian  woman  by  his  side  ; 
That,  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  she  must  be  eyM. 
Fitter  Demetrius  and  Hermia. 

Ob.   Stand  close  ;  this  is  the  same  Athenian. 

Puck.  This  is  the  ^oman,  but  not  this  the  man. 

Dem.   O,  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you  so  ? 
Lay  breath  so  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 

Her.  Now  1  but  chide,  but  I  should  use  thee  worse  ; 
For  thou,  I  fear,  hast  given  me  cause  to  cuthq. 
If  thou  hast  slain  Lysander  in  his  sleep, 
Being  o'er  shoes  in  blood,  plunge  in  the  deep, 
And  kill  me  too. 

The  sun  was  not  so  true  unto  the  day, 
As  he  to  me  :   Vv^ould  he  have  stol'n  away 
From  sleeping  Hermia  ?  I'll  believe  as  soon, 
This  whole  earth  may  be  bor'd  ;  and  that  the  moon 
May  through  the  center  creep,  and  so  displease 
Her  brother's  noon-tide  with  the  antipodes. 
It  cannot  be,  but  thou  hast  murder'd  him  ; 
So  should  a  murderer  look  ;  so  dead,  so  grim. 

Dem.  So  should  the  murder'd  look  ;  and  so  should  I, 
Pierc'd  through  tlje  heart  with  your  stern  cruelty  : 
Yet  you,  the  murderer,  look  as  bright,  as  clear. 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  sphere. 

Her.  What's  this  to  my  Ly&ander  ?  whore  is  he  ? 
Ah,  good  Demetrius,  wilt  tliou  give  him  me  ? 

Vein.   I  had  rather  give  his  carcase  to  my  hounds. 

Her.  Out,  dog  !  out,  cur  !  thou  driv'st  me  past  the  bounds 
Of  maiden's  patience.     Hast  thou  slain  him  then  ? 
Hencelorth  be  never  number'd  among  men  ! 
O  !  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for  my  sake  ; 
Durst  thou  have  looked  upcn  him,  being  awake  ? 
And  hast  thou  kili'd  him  sleeping  ?  O  brave  touch  I^ 

[4]  Latch-d,  or  leich'.!,  lick'd  over,  hckcr,  to  lick,  Fre::c;h.     HAX.'MER. 
1  f)  the  North,  it  signifies  to  ipcl.     FTEE  VEXS. 

(5]  Touch  in  Shakespeare's  time  ?vas  tlie  same  with  cur  fxvloit,  or  rather  strokf. 
A  bi  aVc  t^^u(;ll,  a  uobie  iLroke,  un  grand  coup.    JOH.X^'O^t. 
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Couli!  not  a  worm,  an  adder,  do  so  much  ? 
An  adder  did  it  ;  tor  v.ith  doiilder  tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  stung. 

Dem.  You  spend  your  passion  on  a  mispris'd  mood  :^ 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Lysander's  blood  ; 
Nor  is  he  dead,  for  aught  that  I  can  tell. 

Her.   I  pray  thee,  lell  liie  then  that  he  is  well. 

Dem.  An  if"  I  could,  what  should  I  get  therefore  ? 

Her.  A  privilege,  never  to  see  me  more. — 
And  from  thy  hated  presence  part  I  so: 
See  me  no  more,  whether  he  be  dead,  or  no.  [Exit, 

Dem.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  vein  : 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 
So  sorrow's  heaviness  doth  heavier  grow 
For  debt  that  bankrupt  sleep  doth  sorrow  owe  ; 
Which  now,  in  some  slight  measure  it  will  pay, 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  some  stay.  [Lies  down. 

Ob.  What  hast  thou  done  ?  thou  hast  mistaken  quite, 
And  laid  the  love-juice  on  some  true-love's  sight : 
Of  thy  misprision  must  perforce  ensue 
Some  true-love  turn'd,  and  not  a  false  turn'd  true. 

Fuck.  Then    fate    o'er-rules ;     that,  one  man  holding 
trotli, 
A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Ob.  About  the  wood  go  swifter  than  the  wind, 
And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  fmd  : 
All  fancy-sick  she  is,  and  ])ale  of  cheer^ 
Vv'ith  sighs  of  love,  that  cost  the  fresh  blood  dear:® 
By  some  illusion  see  thou  bring  her  here  ; 
ril  charm  his  eyes,  against  she  do  appear. 

Pack.   1  go,  I  go  ;  look,  hpw  I  go  ; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow.  [Exit. 

[C]  i.  c.  Mistaken;  so  below  wn'5pr/;;io«  is  mistake.     JOHNSON. 

I  rather  conceive  tiiat — "  on  a  mif prised  mnod"  is  put  for — "  in  a  mispris'd 
Tiond  ;"  i.  e.  "  in  a  vtistalcen  mnnntr."  Tiie  preposition — on,  is  licentiously 
used  by  ancient  autliors.  Wheu  Mark  Antony  says  tiiat  Augustus  Caejar  "dealt 
on  lieutoiiantry,"  lie  docs  not  mean  that  he  '•  dealt  his  blows  on  lieutenant?," 
but  that  he  "  dealt  in  them  ;"  i.  e.  achieved  his  victories  by  their  conduct. 

STEEVENS. 

[7]  Chen  from  the  Italian  cara,  is  frequenUy  used  by  the  old  English  writers  for 
countenance.     Even  Dryden  says — 

*'  Tale  at  the  sudden  big,ht,  she  chang'd  her  clicer."    Edin.  Magazine. 

STEEVENS. 

ffi]  So,  in  King  Henry  VI.  we  have  "  blood-consuming,"  "  blood-drinking,"  and 
"  blood-suckins  sighs."  All  alluding  to  the  auoient  supposition  that  every  sigh  was 
irdulgeJ  at  the  cxjiense  of  a  droji  of  blood.        ^TEE  VENS. 
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Oh.  Flower  of  this  purple  dye, 
Hit  with  Cupid's  archery,^ 
Sink  in  apple  of  his  eye  ! 
When  his  love  he  doth  espy, 
Let  her  shine  as  gloriously" 
As  the  V^enus  of  the  sky. — 
When  thou  wak'st,  if  she  be  by, 
Beg  of  her  for  remed^^ 

Re-enter  Puck. 
Puck.  Captain  of  our  fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand  ; 
And  the  youth,  mistook  by  me, 
Pleading  for  a  lover's  fee  ; 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  see  ? 
Lord,  what  fools  these  mortals  be  ! 

Ob.   Stand  aside  :  the  noise  they  make 
Will  cause  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puck.  Then  will  two  at  once,  woo  one  ; 
That  must  needs  be  sport  alone ; 
And  those  things  do  best  please  me, 
That  befj]  preuost'rously. 

Enter  Lysa\der  and  Helexa. 
Lys.  Why  should  you  think,  that  I  should  woo  in  scorn? 
Scorn  and  derision  never  come  in  tears  : 
Look,  when  I  vow,  I  weep  ;  and  vows  so  born, 

In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  these  things  in  me  seem  scorn  to  you. 
Bearing  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true  ? 

Hel.   You  do  advance  your  cunning  more  and  more. 
When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devilish-holy  fray  ! 
These  vows  are  Hermia's  ;   Will  you  give  her  o'er? 
Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you  will  nothing  weigh  : 
Your  vows,  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  scales, 
Will  even  weigh  ;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 
Lys.   I  had  no  judgment,  when  to  her  I  swore. 
Hel.   Nor  none,  in  my  mind,  now  you  give  her  o'er. 
Lys.   Demetrius  loves  her,  and  he  loves  not  you. 
Dem.  [a-waking.]   O  Helen,  goddess,  nymph,   perfect^ 


divine 


[9]  This  alhifie'  to  what  was  gaii  Kefore  • 
"  -— f  >e  bnlf  .y  CupM  feli  : 
W  n  f**"  "^''"  ''  '  "'''  *^''ern  lower, 
Belore  milk-wlnte,  now  purple  with  love's  wound."    STEEVENS. 
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To  what,  my  love,  shall  1  compare  thine  cyne  ? 
Crystal  is  muddy.     O,  how  ripe  in  show 
Tliy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  grow  ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taunis'  snow,' 
Faun'd  with  the  eastern  wind,  turns  to  a  crow, 
When  thou  hold'st  up  thy  hand  :   O  let  me  kiss 
This  princess  of  p-ure  white,  this  seal  of  hliss  !' 

Hel.  O  spite  !  O  hoU  !  I  see  you  all  are  bent 
To  set  against  me,  for  your  merriment. 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtesy, 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  do, 
13ut  you  must  join,  in  souls,  to  mock  me  too  ? 
If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  show, 
You  would  not  use  a  gentle  lady  so  ; 
To  vow,  and  swear,  and  superpraise  my  parts, 
When,  I  am  sure,  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 
You  both  are  rivals,  and  love  ffermia  ; 
And  now  both  rivals,  to  mock  Helena : 
A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprise, 
To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maid's  eyes, 
AVith  your  derision!  none,  of  noble  sort, 
Would  so  offend  a  virgin  ;  and  extort' 
A  poor  souFs  patience,  all  to  make  you  sport. 

Lys.   You  are  unkind,  Demetrius  ;  be  not  so  ; 
For  you  love  Hermia  ;  tiiis,  you  know,  I  know  : 
And  here,  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart, 
In  Hermia's  love  1  yield  you  up  my  part ; 
And  yours  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath. 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

Hel.  Never  did  mockers  waste  more  idle  breath. 

Dem.   Lysander,  keep  thy  Hermia  ;   I  will  none  : 
If  e'er  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  love  is  gone. 
My  heart  with  her  but,  as  guest-wise,  sojourn'd  ; 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  return'd, 
There  to  remain. 

Lys.  Helen,  it  is  not  so. 

Dem.   Disparage  not  the  faith  thou  dost  not  know, 
Lest,  to  thy  peril,  thou  aby  it  dear. 
— Look,  where  thy  love  comes  ;  yonder  is  thy  Hear. 

f  1]  Taurus  is  the  nanio  ol  a  i.ii.^e  o    mountain-,  ii;  Asia.     JOHi^SON. 
[2J  He  ha?  in  Measure  for  Measure,  (be  same  image: 

*'  But  my  kl<8es  brii  p:  ajrain, 

"  Seals  of  lovt,  but  seal'd  in  vain.    JOHI^SOIf. 
C3]  Harass,  torment.     JOHNSON. 
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Enter  riruMiA. 

llcr.  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function  takes. 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes  ; 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  seeing  sense, 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompense  : — 
Thoa  art  not  b}-  mine  eye,  Lysander,  found  ; 
Mine  ear,  I  tliank  it,  brought  me  to  thy  sound. 
But  why  unkindly  didst  thou  leave  me  so  ? 

Lys.   Why  should  he  stay,  whom  lo^e  doth  press  to  go? 

Her.   What  love  could  press  Lysander  from  my  side  ? 

Lya.  L^'sander's  love,  that  would  not  let  him  'bide, 
Fair  Helena  ;  who  more  engilds  the  night 
Than  all  yon  liery  oes  and  eyes  of  light."* 
Why  seek'st  thou  me  ?  could  not  this  make  thee  know.    ' 
The  hate  1  bear  thee  made  me  leave  thee  so? 

Her.   You  speak  not  as  you  think ;  it  cannot  be. 

Hel.  Lo,  she  is  one  of  this  confederacy  ! 
Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoined,  all  three, 
To  fashion  this  false  sport  in  spite  of  me. — 
Injurious  Hermia  !   most  ungrateful  maid  ! 
Have  you  cons})ir'd,  have  you  with  these  contriv'd 
To  bait  roe  with  this  foul  derision  ? 
Is  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  have  shar'd, 
The  sisters'  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  spent, 
When  we  have  chid  the  hasty-footed  time 
For  parting  us, — O,  and  is  all  fjrgot  ?^ 
All  school-days'  friendship,  childhood  innocence  ? 
We,  Hermia,  like  two  artitlcial  gods. 
Have  with  our  neelds  created  both  one  flower  f 
Both  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion, 

Pi]  Shakespeare  u.^es  O  for  a  circle.     STEE\'ENS. 

D'Ewes's  journal  of  Queen  Elisabeth's  Farliavients,  p.  650  mentions  a  patent  to 
make  span^iles  and  ofx  of  gol  : :  and  I  think  haberdashers  call  small  curtain  rings 
O's,  as  beinj  circular.     TOLLET 

[5]  Mr  Gibbon  observes,  tha:  in  a  poem  of  Gregory  Nazianzen  on  his  own  life, 
are  some  beautiful  lines  which  biirs'  from  ihe  heart,  arid  speak  the  pan?s  of  injured 
and  loit  friendship,  resemblinz  these.  He  a  :d8,  "  Siiakespeare  had  never  read  the 
poems  of  Gregory  Nazianzen  :  he  was  iicnorant  of  the  Greek^anguaee  ;  but  his  mo- 
ther toneiie,  the  lan?ua:e  of  nature,  is  the  same  in  Cappadocia  and  in  Britain." 
Gibbon's  Hiit.  Vol.  III.  p.  15      REED. 

[S]  .Most  of  o'jr  modern  editors,  with  the  old  copies,  have— nffd/fj  ;  but  the 
word  was  probably  written  by  Shakespeare  nceWi,  (a  common  contraction  in  the 
inland  counties  at  this  day,)  otherwi-ie  the  verse  would  be  inharmonious  In  the 
age  of  Shakespeare  many  contra  -tions  were  used.  Of  the  evisceration  and 
extension  of  wor's,  ho -ever,  T.  Churchxr  i  a.lbrds  the  most  numerous  and 
glarin:;  instance?;  for  he  has  not  scrupled  e\eu  to  cive  u=  rn.ie  ir;<tead  of  ruin, 
«ad  mitst  instead  of  mUt,  when  he  wauts  rhymes  to  soon  and  critst. 

STEEVEiTS. 


48  MiDSUMMER-NIGHT  S  DREAM.  ACT  III. 

Both  warbling  of  one  song,  both  in  one  key ; 
As  if  our  hands,  our  sides,  voices,  and  minds, 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together, 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted  ; 
But  yet  a  union  in  partition, 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem  : 
So,  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart ; 
Two  of  the  first,  like  coats  in  heraldry,^ 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  crest. 
And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  love  asunder, 
To  join  with  men  in  scorning  your  poor  friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly  : 
Our  sex,  as  well  as  I,  may  cliuYe  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the.  injury. 

Her.   1  am  amazed  at  your  passionate  words  : 
I  scorn  you  not ;  it  seems  that  you  scorn  me. 

Hel.  Have  yon  not  set  Lysander,  as  in  scorn, 
To  follow  me,  and  praise  my  eyes  and  face  ? 
And  made  your  other  love,  Demetrius, 
rVVho  even  but  now  did  spurn  me  with  his  foot,) 
To  call  me  goddess,  nymph,  (Hvine,  and  rare, 
Precious,  celestial  I   Wherefore  speaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  '  and  wherefore  doth  Lysander 
Deny  your  love,  so  rich  within  his  soul, 
And  tender  me,  forsooth,  aflection  ; 
But  by  your  setting  on,  by  your  consent? 
What  though  i  be  not  so  in  grace  as  you, 
So  hung  upon  with  love,  so  fortunate  ; 
But  miserable  most,  to  love  unlov'd  ? 
This  you  should  pity,  rather  than  despise. 

Her.   I  understand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 

Hcl.   Ay,  do,  persever,  counterfeit  sad  looks. 
Make  mouths  upon  me,  when  I  turn  my  back; 
Wink  at  each  other  ;  hold  the  sweet  jest  up  : 
Thi^  sport,  well  carried,  shall  be  chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners, 
You  would  not  make  me  such  an  argument. 
But,  fare  ye  well :  'tis  partly  mine  own  fault; 
Which  death,  or  absence,  soon  shall  remedy. 


[7 1  Th'-sp  arc,  as  Tneobald  nl)!:erves,  terms  peculiar  to  heraldry  ;  but  that  obser- 
vatij  .!  <  "(js  pot  hel,)  toe>j>h:r'  !h»iri  — Lvcry  braJK  h  of  a  family  is  called  a  house; 
and  nniir  '„  r  f.k-  /iitl  ot  tiie  Jirst  housf  ■  an  » «ar  the  arms  of  the  family,  without 
some  di.s<iia!ir)i'.'  Two  of  thi  fir  it,  therefoii',  means  tno  coatt  of  the  Jirtt  hov$e, 
wbicb  are  properly  due  but  to  one.    M.  IVlAiSON. 


ACT  III.  iiiD5u:.i.'.:j:n-xrGHT's  drsam.  4.9 

Lys.  Stay,  gentle  Helena  ;  hear  a\y  excuse  ; 
My  love,  m\  life,  my  eoiil,  fiir  Helena  ! 
Hel.   O  excellent  \ 
Her.  Sweet,  do  not  scorn  her  so. 
Dan.  i^  she  cannot  entreat,  1  can  compel. 
Lys.  Thou  canst  compel  no  more  than  she  entreat ; 
Thy   threats    have    no    more  strength,  than    her   weak 

prayers.— 
Helen,  I  love  thee  ;  by  my  life,  I  do  ; 
I  swear  by  that  which  1  will  lose  for  thee, 
To  prove  hira  false,  that  says  I  love  thee  not. 
Dcm.   I  say,  I  love  thee  mere  tJian  he  can  ^o, 
Lys.  If  thou  say  so,  withdraw,  and  prove  it  too. 
Dem.  Quick,  come, — 
Her.  Ly Sander,  whereto  tends  ail  this  ? 
Lys.  Away,  j^ou  Ethiop  ! 
Dem.   No,  no,  sir  : — he  will 
Seem  to  break  loose  ;  take  on,  as  you  would  follow  ; 
But  yet  come  not :   You  are  a  tame  man,  go  ! 

Lys.  Hang    off,  thou    cat,  thou    burr  :   vile    thing   let 
loose  ; 
Or  I  will  shake  thee  from  me,  like  a  serpent. 

Her.  Why  are  you  grown  so  rude  ?  what  change  is  this, 
Sweet  love  ? 

Lys.  Thy  love  ?  out,  tawny  Tartar,  out ! 
Out,  loathed  medicine  !  hated  potion,  hence  1 
Her.  Do  you  not  jest  ? 
Hel.   Yes,  'sooth  ;  and  so  do  you. 
Lys.  Demetrius,  1  will  keep  my  word  with  thee. 
Dem.   I  would,  I  had  your  bond ;  for,  I  perceive, 
A  weak  bond  holds  you  ;  I'll  not  trust  j  our  word. 

Lys.  What,  should  I  hurt  her,  strike  her,  kill  her  dead? 
Although  I  hate  her,  Pll  not  harm  her  so. 

Her.  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm,  than  hate  ? 
Hate  m.e  !   wherefore  I  O  me  !  what  news,  my  love  ? 
Am  not  I  Hermia  ?  Are  not  you  Lysauder  ? 
I  am  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  erewhile. 
Since  night,  you  lov'd  me  ;  yet,  since  night  you  left  me  : 
Why,  then  you  left  me, — O,  the  gods  forbid  ! — 
In  earnest,  shall  I  say  ? 
Lys.   Ay,  by  my  life  ; 
And  never  did  desire  to  see  thee  more. 
Therefore,  be  out  of  hope,  of  question,  doubt, 

4  Vol.  III.  C 


oU  MIDSUMMER-N'iailT  S   DREAM.  ACT  111. 

Bo  cerlain,  Dothing  truer ;  'tis  no  jest, 
That  I  do  hate  thee,  antl  love  Helena. 

Ilcr.  O  me  !  3'ou  juggler!  you  canker-blossom!* 
Yon  thief  of  love  !  what,  have  you  come  by  night, 
And  stoFn  my  love's  heart  from  him  ? 

Ihl.  Fine,  i'  fliith  ! 
Have  you  no  modesty,  no  mnlden  shame, 
No  touch  of  baslifulness  ?  ^Vhat,  will  you  tear 
Impatient  answers  from  my  gentle  tongue  ? 
Fyo,  fye  !  you  counterfeit,  you  puppet  you  ! 

Her.  Puppet !  wh}'  eo  ?  Ay,  that  way  goes  the  game. 
Now  I  perceive  thr/i  she-  Imtl)  made  compare 
Between  cur  statures,  slie  halh  Tirg'd  her  height  : 
And  v.'ith  her  personage,  her  tall  personage, 
Her  height,  forsooth,  she  hath  prcvail'd  with  him. — 
And  are  you  grown  so  high  in  his  esteem, 
Because  i  am  so  dwarfish,  and  so  low  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  may-pole  ?  r-peak  ■ 
How  low  am  1  ?  I  am  not  yet  so  low, 
But  that  ray  nails  can  reach  unto  thine  eyc.^. 

Hel.  I  pray  ycu,  though  you  mock  me,  gentlemen. 
Let  her  not  hurt  me  :   I  v/as  never  curst ; 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  shrewdness  ; 
I  am  a  right  maid  for  m}'  cowardice  ; 
Let  her  not  strike  me  :   You,  perhapj^.  may  think. 
Because  she's  something  lower  tlian  myself, 

That  I  can  match  her. 

,     Iler.  Lower  !  hark,  again. 

Ilel.  Good  Her.Tiia,  do  not  be  so  bitter  with  mt. 

.1  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia, 

Did  ever  keep  your  counsels,  never  wrong'd  you 

Save  that,  in  love  unto  Demetrius, 

I  told  him  of  your  stealth  unto  this  v/ood  : 

He  follow'd  you  ;  for  love,  I  foliow'd  him. 

But  he  hath  chid  me  hence  ;  and  tlireaten'd  mc 

To  strike  me,  spurn  me,  nay,  to  kill  me  too  : 

And  now,  so  you  will  let  me  quiet  go, 

To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back. 

And  follow  you  no  further  :  Let  me  gr 

[B]  The  canker-blossom  i-  not  in  this  place  the  blossom  nfthe  canker  or  wild  roi  , 
whirh  our  autljor  alludes  to  in  Muck  Ado  nbout  NutMn^,  Act  I.  ?c.  iii.  but  a  T\'orm 
that  preys  on  the  leaves  or  LuiJ-i  of  flowers,  always  bcginiiins  in  the  raidrile.  So  in 
•'be  famous  passage, 

"  Like  a  vorm  i'  thr,  bitd, 

fnd  onhfrdamaik  chrrk."    STEEVLNS. 


ACT  i:r.  MiDSUM-.iEn-NiGirr's  Dnr.Aii.  51 

You  see  how  simple  and  how  fond  I  am. 

Her.  Why,  g'et  yon  gone  :  Who  isH  that  hinders  you  "* 

Ilel.  A  foolish  heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind. 

Her.  What,  with  Lysander  ? 

Hel.  With  Demetrius. 

Lys.  Be  not  afraid  :  she  shall  not  harm  thee,  Helena. 

Dem.  No,  sir  ;  she  shall  not,  though  you  take  her  part. 

Hel.  O,  when  she's  angry,  she  is  keen  and  shrewd : 
She  was  a  vixen,^  when  she  went  to  school ; 
And,  though  she  be  but  little,  she  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  again  ?  nothing  but  low  and  little  ? — 
W^hy  will  you  suiTcr  her  to  flout  me  thus  ? 
Let  me  come  to  her. 

Lys.  Get  you  gone,  you  dwarf; 
You  minimus,  of  hind'ring  loiot-grass  made  ;* 
You  bead,  you  acorn. 

Dem.  You  ere  too  officious, 
In  her  behalf  that  scorns  your  services. 
Let  her  tlone  ;  speak  not  of  Helena  ; 
Take  net  her  part:   for  if  thou  dost  intenc 
Never  so  little  show  of  love  to  her, 
Thou  shalt  aby  it.* 

Lys.  Now  she  holds  me  not  ; 
Now  follow,  if  thou  dar'st ;  to  tr^-  whose  right, 
Or  thine  or  mine,  is  most  in  Helena. 

Dem.  Follow?  nay,  I'll   go  with  thee,  cheek  by  jole. 

[Exe.  Lysan.  and  Dem. 

Iler.  You,  mistress,  all  this  coil  is  'long  of  you  : 
Kay,  go  not  back. 

Hel.   I  vvill  not  trust  you,  I  ; 
Nor  longer  stay  in  3'our  curst  company. 
Your  hands,  than  mine,  are  quicker  for  a  fray  ; 
My  legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away.  [Exit. 

Her,  I  am  amaz'd,  and  know  not  what  to  say. 

[Exit,  pursuing  Helena. 

fSj  FiTen,  or  firen,  primiti\.'ely  signifed  a/cffia.V/bx.     STEEVEN9. 
IJ  It  appears  that  i•no^^/•aiJ  was  anciently  supposed  to  preveut  the  growth  of 
any  animal  or  child      Daisy-roots  were  supposed  to  have  the  same  effect. 

That  prince  of  verbose  and  pedadtic  coxcombs,  Richard  Tomlinson,  apothecarj', 
in  hib  translation  of  Renodcus  his  Dispensalort/,  1637,  informs  us  that  knot-grass 
**  is  a  low  reptaut  herb,  with  exile,  copious,  nodose,  and  geniculated  branches." 
Peri.aps  no  hypotondriac  is  to  be  found,  who  mi^ht  not  derive  his  cure  from  the  pe- 
rusal of  any  single  chapter  in  this  work.     STEEVENS. 

[Sj  Aby  it,  is  abide  by  it;  i.  e.  stand  to  it,  answer  to  it.  So,  in  Psalm  cxxx.  ▼. 
3,  m  Ccrpi/inn  Prayer  •  "  If  th.)u.  Lord,  viit  be  extreme  to  mark  what  is  done 
amiss:  O  Lord,  who  may  cbtdc  it?"    HARRIS. 


v5i  IIIDSUMMLR-NIGIIT  S   DREAM.  ACT  HI. 

Ob.  Thi^  1^  thy  ncglig-ence  :  still  thou  mistak'st, 
Or  else  committ'st  thy  knaveries  wilfully. 

Puck.  Believe  mc,  kini;  of  shadows,  1  mistook. 
Did  3'ou  not  tell  me,  I  should  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  ga^ment^i  he  had  on  ? 
And  so  far  blameless  proves  my  enterprize, 
That  I  have  'nointcd  an  Athenian's  eyes : 
And  so  far  am  I  glad  it  so  did  sort, 
As  this  their  jangling  I  esteem  a  sport. 

Ob.  Thou  seest,  these  lovers  seek  a  place  to  fight: 
Hie  therefore,  Kobin,  overcast  the  night; 
The  starry  welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  dropping  {og,  as  bkick  as  Acheron  ; 
And  lead  these  testy  rivals  so  astray, 
As  one  come  not  witliin  another's  waj'. 
Like  to  Ly Sander  sometime  frame  thy  tongue, 
Then  stir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wrong ; 
And  sometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius  ; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus. 
Till  o'er  their  brows  death-counterfeiting  sleep 
Vv'ith  leaden  legs  and  batty  wings  dcth  creep  : 
Then  crush  this  herb  into  Lyc-andcr's  eye  ; 
^Vhose  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  ]iroperty,^ 
To  take  from  thence  all  error,  with  his  might. 
And  make  his  eye-balls  roll  with  wonted  sight. 
^Vhen  they  next  wake,  all  this  derision 
Srhall  seem  a  dream,  and  fruitless  vision ; 
And  back  to  Athens  shall  the  lovers  wend, 
With  league,  whose  date  till  death  shall  never  end. 
Whiles  1  in  this  affair  do  thee  employ, 
I'll  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  hoy  ; 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  eye  release 
From  monster's  view,  and  all  things  shall  be  peace. 

Puck.   My  fairy  lord,  this  must  be  done  with  hasle  ; 
For  night's  swift  drajj^ons  cut  the  clouds  full  fast, 
And  yonder  shines  Aurora's  harbing(>r  ; 
At  whose  approach,  ghosts,  wandering  here  and  there. 
Troop  home  to  church-yards  :  damned  spirits  all,* 

I    13]  Salutiferous.     So  he  calls,   in  The  Tempest,  poisonous  derr,  wicker!  dnr. 

JOHNSON. 

[4]  The  ghosts  of  self-murderrrs,  who  are  biiricrt  in  rross-roads ;  and  of  tlio.^e 

who  being  drownei),  were  condemned  (according  to  the  opinion  of  the  ancienfH) 

to  wander  for  a  humired  years,  as  the  rites  of  sepulture  hul  never  bren  resuiarly 

Bestowed  on  tl»Cir  bodies.    That  the  waters  were  botnctinxis  the  place  of  resi'-lence 


ACT  in.  5:ii)SLi.''iyic:i-Niu;KT*s  i:iv^am^  bli 

That  in  cross-ways  and  floods  have  burial, 

Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  i^one  ; 

For  fear  lest  day  should  look  their  shames  upon. 

They  wilfully  exile  themselves  from  light, 

And  must  for  aye  consort  \vith  black-brow'd  night, 

Ob.  But  we  are  spirits  of  another  sort : 
I  'with  the  morning's  love  have  oft  made  sport  ;* 
And,  like  a  forester,  the  gToves  may  tread. 
Even  till  the  eastern  gate,  all  fiery-red, 
Opening  on  Neptune  v/ith  fair  blessed  beams, 
Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  salt-green  streams- 
Cut,  notwithstanding,  haste  ;  make  no  delay  : 
We  may  eifect  this  business  yet  ere  day.  [Exit  OjB." 

Puck.  Up  and  down,  up  and  down  j 
I  will  lead  them  up  and  down  ; 
1  am  fear'd  in  field  and  town ; 
Goblin,  lead  them  up  and  down. 
Here  comes  one. 

Enter  LysandeR. 
Lys.  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius?  speak  thou  now* 
Puck.  Here,  villain  ;  drawn  and  ready.  Where  art  thou  ? 
Lys.  1  will  be  with  thee  straight. 
Puck.  Follow  me  then 
To  plainer  ground.  [Exit  Lys.  as  following  the  voici^. 

Enter  Demetrius. 
Dem.  Lysander !  speak  again. 
Thou  runaway,  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled  ? 
Speak.     In  some  bush  ?  Where  dost  thou  hide  thy  head^ 

Flick.  Thou  coward,  art  thou  bragging  to  the  stars, 
Telling  the  bushes  that  thou  look'st  for  wars, 
And  wilt  not  come  ?  Come,  recreant  ;  come,  thou  child  J 
I'll  whip  thee  with  a  rod :  He  is  detil'd, 
That  draws  a  sword  on  thee. 
Dem.  Yea  ;  art  thou  there  ? 

Puck.  Follow  my  voice  ;  we'll  try  no  manhood  here. 

[Exeunt, 
Re-enter  Lysaxder. 
Lys.  He  goes  before  me,  and  still  dares  me  on  ; 

for  damned  spirits, ■v.e  leara  from  the  ancient  11,  1.  roffiance  of  Syr  Eglamowc  qf 
Artoys,  do  date  : 

♦'  Let  some  pree^t  a  gospel  savs, 
"  For  (loute  oifcndts  in  thejiode.''    STEEVENS. 
[5]  What  the  fairy  monarch  means  to  io^vTm  Fuck  of,   is  this.     That  hs  -was 
not  ccmpelleJ,  like  meaner  ?'irit?,  to  vaaJsh  at  the  firit  arivearauce  of  the  dawp. 

STEEVENS. 


•J-i  MlJ^sLMMLll-XIGHT'b   Di;::AM.  ACT  III. 

When  I  comj  w]}er»3  he  cr.lls,  tlion  he  is  gone. 

The  villain  is  mucii  lighter  heel'ci  than  I  : 

I  follo'.v'd  last,  hut  faster  he  did  ily  ; 

That  fallen  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way, 

Anil  here  will  rest  me.     Come,  thou  gentle  day ! 

[Lies  dozen. 
For  if  but  once  thou  show  me  thy  ^rey  light, 
I'll  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  spite.  [Sleeps. 

Rc-ciiicr  Puck  and  Demetrius. 
Puck.  Ho,  ho  !  ho,  ho  !  Coward,  why  comest  thou  not  ? 
Deni.   Abide  me,  if  thou  dar'st ;  for  well  I  wot, 
Thou  runn'st  before  me,  shifting  every  place  ; 
And  dar'st  not  stand,  nor  look  me  in  the  face. 
\Vhere  art  thou  ? 

Fuck.  Come  hither  ;  I  am  here. 

Dcm.  Nay,  then  thou  mock'st   me.     Thou   shalt  buy 
this  dear. 
If  ever  I  thy  face  hj  day-light  see  : 
Now,  go  thy  way.     Faintness  constraineth  me 
To  measure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed. — 
JRy  day's  approach  look  to  be  visited. 

[Lies  dozi'ii  and  sleeps. 
Enter  Helena. 
TIel.  O  weary  night,  O  long  and  tedious  night. 
Abate  thy  hours  :  shine,  comforts,  from  the  east  j 
That  I  ma}'  back  to  Athens,  by  day-light. 

From  these  that  my  poor  company  detest : — 
And,  sleep,  that  sometimes  shuts  up  sorrow's  eye, 
Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  company.  [Sleeps, 

Fuck.  Yet  but  three  ?  Come  one  more  ; 
Two  of  both  kinds  make  up  four. 
Here  she  comes,  curst  and  sad  : — 
Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad. 
Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Enter  Hf.rmia. 
Her.  Never  so  weary,  never  so  in  wo, 

Bedal)bled  with  the  dew,  and  torn  with  briers  ; 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go  ; 

My  les^s  can  keep  no  pace  v.ith  my  desires. 
Here  will  I  rest  me,  till  the  break  of  day. 
Heavens  shield  Lysander,  if  they  mean  a  fray  ! 

[Lies  doKiu 


ACT  IV.  5IIDSi;.MMER-:s-Iv:HT  d  DREA5I.  55 

Fiuk.  On  the  ground 

Sleep  sound : 

I'll  apply 

To  your  eye, 

Gentle  lover,  remedy. 
[Squeezing  the  juice  on  Lysai^jder's  eye* 

When  thou  wak'st, 

Thou  tak'st 

True  delight 

In  the  sight 
Of  thy  former  lady's  eye  : 
And  the  country  proverb  known, 
That  every  man  should  take  his  owDj 
Id  your  waking  shall  be  shown  : 

Jack  shall  have  Jill ; 

Nought  shall  go  ill ; 
The  man  shall  hare  his  mare  again,  and  all  shall  be  well. 
[En:/?  Puck. — Dem.  Hel.  ^'C.  sleep. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — The  same.     Enter  Titania  and  Bottom,  Fai- 
ries attending  ;  Oeeron  behind  unseen^ 
Titania. 
COME,  sit  thee  down  upon  this  flowery  bed, 

While  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  coy, 
And  stick  musk-roses  in  thy  sleek  smooth  head, 
And  kiss  thy  fair  large  ears,  my  gentle  joy. 

Bot.  Where's  Peas-blossom? 

Peas.  Ready. 

Bot.  Scratch  my  head,  Peas-blossom. — Where's  mon- 
sieur Cobweb  ? 

Coh.  Rcad3^ 

Bot.  Monsieur  Cobweb ;  good  monsieur,  get  your 
weapons  in  your  hajid,  and  kill  oie  a  red-hipped  humble- 
bee  on  the  top  of  a  thistle  ;  and,  good  monsieur,  bring 
me  the  hone3^-bag.  Do  not  fret  j^ourself  too  much  in  the 
action,  monsieur  ;  and,  good  monsieur,  have  a  care  the 
honey-bag  break  not  ;  I  would  be  loalh  to  have  you  over- 
flown with  a  hcney-bag,  signicr. — Where's  mousieur 
P-fustard-seed  ? 

^Ai'st.  Read3\ 


6l>  MIDCUJrMER-NIGIIT  S  DREAM.  ACT  IV, 

Bot.  Give  me  your  nief,*'  monsieur  Mustard-seed. 
Fray  you,  leave  your  courtesy,  good  monsieur. 

fflust.   VVJiat's  your  will  ? 

Bot.  Nothing-,  good  monsieur,  but  to  help  cavalero 
Cobweb  to  scratch.''  1  must  to  the  barber's,  monsieur  ; 
tor,  uiethiiiAS,  1  am  marvellous  hairy  about  the  lace  :  and 
I  am  such  a  tender  ass,  it"  my  hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I 
must  scratch. 

Tela.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  some  music,  my  sweet  love  ? 

Bot.  I  have  a  reasonable  good  ear  in  music  :  let  us 
have  the  tongs  and  the  bones.® 

Tita.  Or,  say,  sweet  love,  v/hat  thou  desirM  to  eat. 

Bot.  Truly,  a  peck  of  provender ;  I  could  munch  your 
good  dry  oats.  Methinks,  I  have  a  great  desire  to  a  bot- 
tle of  hay  :  good  hay,  sweet  hay,  hath  no  fellow. 

Tita.  1  have  a  venturous  fairy  that  shall  seek 
The  squirrel's  hoard,  and  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

Bot.  I  had  rather  have  a  handful,  or  two,  of  dried 
peas.  But,  I  pray  you,  let  none  of  your  people  stir  me  ; 
1  have  an  exposition  of  sleep  come  upon  me. 

Tita.  Sleep  thou,  and  1  will  wind  thee  in  my  arms. — 
Fairies,  be  gone,  and  be  all  ways  away. 
So  doth  the  woodbine,  the  sweet  honey-suckle, 
Gently  enUvist,^ — the  female  ivy'  so 
Enrings  the  barky  lingers  of  the  elm. 
0,  how  I  love  thee  !  ho.v  1  dote  on  thee  !         [They  sleep. 


[6]  i.  e.  fi;t.    GREY. 

[7]  Without  (Jo;i!)t  it  should  be  cavalero  Peas-bfossom :  as  for  cavalero  Cobntb,, 
Le  had  just  been  despatched  upon  a  perilous  adventure.     GHPIY. 

[8]  Tlie  old  rustic  music  of  the  tongs  and  key.  Thia  ro\igh  music  is  likewise 
mentioned  by  Marston^  in  an  address  ad  ritfimum  prefixed  to  the  second  Book  of  bia 
Satires,  13QS  : 

•'  Yce  wel-matchM  twins  (whose  like-tun'd  tongs  afifords 
"  Such  musical  delight,")  kc.  STKEVENS. 
[S]  What  Sii  ikfFfiearc  seems  to  mean,  is  this— ."lo  the  noodbine,  i.e.  Vi:  sweet 
/'.om\-:uc!cIi-,  dolli  gmfli/  eidwisl  Hie  barkij  fingers  (if' the  elvi,  ana  so  docs  the  female 
ivy  earing  the  saw  fiiistis.  It  id  not  unlYequcnt  in  the  poets,  as  well  as  other  wri- 
le'r.^,  to  explain  one  \.oid  by  another  which  h  better  known.  The  reason  why 
Srliitko'-pear';  thought  ivoudbUu  uantcd  illu-^tnition,  perhap.s  is  this.  In  Rome  C(>un- 
l!«^8,  by  wfjodbinc  or  novdbir.d  would  iiavc  been  geiierally  i:n<'erstood  tlie  ivy, 
V  hich  he  bad  occasion  to  nienlion  in  the  very  next  line.     ftlTEK  VENS. 

[1]  Hhak?s|,£are  calls  \lfcwale  ivy,  because  it  always  requires  some  support,; 
wtiicii  ii  poetically  called  its  husband.     So  Milton  : 

" li'd  the  vine 

"  To  w»d  hrr  elm  :  she  spous'il,  about  him  twines 

"  Her  marria,?ea!)le  arm.<." 

"  ITliiH)  conjuiiLta  maiito  "     Catu'.l.  ' 

*'  ria';:nu>.i'ie  cxhbs 

"Kvin..cluhi:cv'     IFur.     STEKVf:NS. 


ACT  IV.  xiiiD£r3;:,rcR-xicirf'6  rR^A!:.  57 

Oberon  advances.     Enter  Plck 

Gb.  Welcome,  good  Robin.  Sce'st  thou  this  s^vcct  sight  ? 
Her  dotage  row  i  do  begin  to  pity. 
Fur  meeting  her  of  late,  behind  the  wood, 
Seeking  sweet  suvours  for  txhis  hateful  fool, 
I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fail  out  wilh  her  : 
For  she  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded 
With  coronet  of  Iresh  and  fragrant  fiowerj  ; 
And  that  same  dew,  which  sometime  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to  swell,  like  round  and  orient  pearls, 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  fiowrets'  eyes,"^ 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  own  disgrace  bewail. 
Wlien  i  had,  at  my  pleasure,  taunted  her. 
And  she,  in  mild  terms,  begg'd  my  patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her  her  changeling  child  ; 
Wliich  straight  she  gave  me,  and  her  fairy  sent 
To  bear  him  to  my  bower  in  fairy  land. 
And  now  I  have  the  boy,  I  will  undo 
This  hateful  imperfection  of  her  eyes. 
And,  gentle  Puck,  take  this  transibrmed  scalp 
From  oil'  the  head  of  this  Athenian  swain  ; 
That  he  awaking  when  the  other  do, 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair  ; 
And  think  no  more  of  this  night's  accidents. 
But  as  the  tierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 
But  first  i  will  release  the  fairy  queen.— 
Be,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  be  ; 

[To2!.ching  her  eyes  Txith  an  herb,. 
See,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  see  : 
Dian's  bud^  o'er  Cupid's  flower 
Hath  such  force  and  blessed  power. 
N^ow,  my  Titania  ;  wake  you,  my  sweet  queen. 

Tita.  My  Oberon  !  what  visions  have  I  seen  ! 
Methought,  I  was  enamour'd  of  an  ass. 

Ob.   There  lies  your  love. 

Tita.  How  came  these  things  to  pass  ? 
O,  how  mine  eyes  do  loath  his  visage  now  ! 

06.  Silence  a  w^nile. — Robin,  take  off  this  head.— - 

[2]  The  eye  of  a  Sower  i^  the  technical  teraa  fur  its  centre.     STEEVE>  S. 

[3]  Dian''i  bvd.  is  the  bud  of  the  Agnus  CasVus,  or  Chaste  Tree  Thus,  in  "  Ma- 
ter^s  Htrball,  practys.'d  by  Doctor  Lyuacre,  Iranslaied  oui  of  Latcn  into  Engtyth.e,^' 
&c.  bl.  1  DO  date  :  "  Tue  vertue  of  thi?  herbe  is,  that  he  wyll  kepe  a  man  aud  wo- 
man chaste,"  ic.    Cupi4'sj!oner,  is  the  l^iola  tricclar,  or  Love  in  Idlfness. 

STEEVEXSv 

VoL.  II!.  e  2 


ulS  SiiDSUilMEn-NlUHT'S  DilEAii.  ACT  IV. 

Titania,  music  call  ;  and  strike  more  dead 
Than  common  sleep,  of  all  tfiese  five  the  sense. 
Tita.   Mut^ic,  ho  !  music  ;  such  as  charmeth  sleep. 
Vuck.  Now  when  thou   wak'st,  with  thine   own  fool's 

eyes  peep. 
Ob.  Sound,  music.   [Slill  music]  Come,  my  queen,  take 
hand  with  me, 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  these  sleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  i  are  new  in  amity  ; 
And  will,  to-morrow  midnight,  solemnly. 
Dance  in  duke  Tlieseus'  house  triumphantly. 
And  bless  it  to  all  fair  posterity  : 
There  shall  the  pairs  of  faithful  lovers  be 
Wedded,  with  Theseus,  all  in  jollity. 

Pvck.  Fairy  king,  attend,  and  mark  ; 
I  do  hear  the  morning  lark. 

Ob.  Then,  my  queen,  in  silence  sad^ 
Trip  we  after  the  night's  shade  : 
We  the  globe  can  compass  soon, 
Swifter  than  the  wand'ring  moon. 

Tita.  Come,  my  lord  ;  and  in  our  flight, 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  night, 
That  1  sleeping  here  was  found, 
With  these  mortals,  on  the  ground.  [Exeunt. 

[Horns  sound  within. 
Enter  Theseus,  IIippolyta,  Egeus,  and  train. 
The.  Go,  one  of  you,  find  out  the  forester; — 
For  now  our  observation  is  perform'd  :* 
And  since  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day,* 
My  love  shall  hear  the  music  of  my  hounds. 
— Uncouple  in  the  western  valley  ;  go : — 
Despatch,  I  say,  and  tind  tlie  forester. 
— We  will,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  mountain's  top, 
And  mark  the  musical  confusion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

{4]  The  honours  tine  to  the  mornin,!;  of  iWa;/.  I  know  not  v;\\y  Shakespeare  calls 
thii  |ilay,  A  Mi.d\un.vter-J\'ighVs  Dttam,  when  he  so  carefully  informs  ub  that  it 
happened  on  the  U'ght  preceding  May  day.     JOHAbOIv. 

1  imajrine  that  the  title  of  this  play  was  suggested  by  the  time  it  was  first  intro- 
duced on  tlie  stage,  vhich  vas  j>robably  at  Midsummir.  "  A  Dream  for  the  enter' 
tainment  of  a  Midsummer-niKht"  Tri'tlfth- Plight  and  The  IVitUtr^s  TaU  had  pro- 
bably their  titles  from  a  similar  circumstance.     .M  ALOWE. 

ard  is  conripoiinded  of  van  and  ward,  the  forepart.     In  Knolle's  History 
vrks,  the  word  vai/vod  is  used  Ja  the  same  sezisc.    Edin.  Magazine. 

bTEEVEK? 
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ACT   IV.  jn-DSLAIilLn-XiGHi's   DREAltf.  5^ 

Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules,  and  Cadmus,  once, 
When  in  a  wood  of  Crete  they  bay'd  the  bear 
With  hor,nds  of  Sparta  :  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding  ;  for,  besides  the  groves. 
The  skies,  the  fountains,  every  region  near 
iSeem'd  all  one  mutual  cry:   I  never  heard 
So  musical  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder. 

The.  iMy  hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan  kind, 
So  fievv'd,^  so  sanded  f  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  ears  tliat  sweep  away  the  morning  dew  ; 
Crook-knee'd,  and  dew-lap'd  like  Thessalian  bulls ; 
Slow  in  pursuit,  but  match'd  in  mouth  like  bells, 
Ea^h  under  eaclu     A  cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  holla'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn. 
In  Crete,  ia  Sparta,  nor  in  Thcssaly  : 
Judge,  when  you  hear. — But  soft ;  uhat  nymphs  are  theset 

E^e.  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  here  asleep  ; 
And  thi?.  Lj'sander;  this  Demetriiis  is  ; 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar's  Helena  : 
I  wonder  at  their  being  here  together. 

The.  No  doube,  they  rose  up  early,  to  observe 
The  rite  of  May  \^  and,  hearing  our  intent, 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  solemnity. — 
But,  speak,  Egeus  ;  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  should  give  ansv.er  of  her  choice  ? 

Ege.   It  is,  my  lord. 

The.  Go  bid  the  huntsmen  wake  them  with  their  horns. 

HGrns,  and  shovt  ziithln.^     Demetrius,  Lysander,  Hermu^ 
and  HcLE.\A,  Tvakc  and  start  vp. 
The.  Good-morrow,  friends.    Saint  Valentine  is  past ;' 
Begin  these  wood-birds  but  to  couple  now? 
Ijijs.  Pardon,  my  lord. 

[lie  and  the  rest  kneel  to  Theseus^, 
The.   I  rrsy  3'ou  all,  stand  up. 
I  know  30U  are  two  rival  enemies  ; 


[7]  Soflnr''d.'\  Sir  T.  Ilanmer  justly  remarks.  ihAt  flervs  are  the  large  chaps  of  a 
Jeep-mouth'd  hound     T.  WAR.TON. 

f8]  Siiided  cpans  of  a  sand V  colour,  wbich  is  one  of  the  true  clenoteTnents  of  a 
blood-hound.     STEEVENS.  ' 

"[9]  The  Til"  of  this  month  was  once  so  universally  observed,  thaf  even  a'ithcrs 
tbotig'i.t  *hat  (heir  '^orls  t<-oi;Id  obtain  a  more  (avum-aflp  rertpfion.  if  publhrie''-  on 
Jfa'-D/'      STEEVEXS. 

-  fl]  AnvJin?  to  the  old  sayinz.  that  birds  begin  to  couple  on  St.  VaIentiBe> 
Ay      STEEVENS. 


vO  MiD3i:ii::r:rc-:riGiiT':3  Dr^EAM.  act  iv 

How  comes  ihls  g-entle  concorJ  in  the  world, 

That  hatred  is  so  far  from  jealousy, 

To  sleep  hy  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity  ? 

Li's.  My  lord,  1  shall  reply  am:\zedl3% 
Half  'sleep,  half  waking  :   But  as  yet,  I  swear, 
I  cannot  truly  say  how  I  came  here  : 

But,  as  I  think  (lor  trul}'  would  I  speak, — 

And  now  I  do  betliink  me,  so  it  is  ;) 

I  came  with  IJermia  hither  :   our  intent 

Was,  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 

Without  the  peril  of  the  Athenian  law. 

Egc.  Enough,  enough,  my  lord  ;  j^ou  have  enough  : 
I  beg  the  law,  the  law,  upon  hi^^  head. — 
They  would  have  stol'n  away,  they  would,  Demetrius, 
Thereb}'^  to  have  defeated  you  and  mo  : 
You,  of  your  wife  ;  and  me,  of  my  consent; 
Of  my  consent  that  she  should  be  your  wife. 

Dem.  My  lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their  stealth, 
Of  this  their  purpose  hither,  to  this  wood  ; 
And  I  in  fury  hither  follow'd  them  ; 
Vair  Helena  in  fancy  following  me.' 
-But,  my  good  lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  power, 
(But  by  some  power  it  is,)  my  love  to  Hermia 
?rlelied  as  doth  the  snow,  seems  to  me  now 
As  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gawd, 
"Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  dote  upon  : 
And  all  the  faith,  the  virtue  of  niy  heart, 
The  object,  and  the  pleasure  of  mine  eye, 
Is  only  Helena.     To  her,  my  lord, 
"Was  1  betroth'd  ere  I  saw  Hermia : 
But,  like  in  sickness,  did  I  loath  this  food . 
But,  as  in  health,  come  to  my  natural  taste 
Now  do  I  wish  it,  love  it,  long  for  it, 
-And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it. 

The.  Fair  lovers,  you  are  fortunately  met  : 
Of  this  discourse  we  more  will  hear  anon. — 
Egcus,  I  will  overbear  your  will; 
For  in  the  temple,  by  and  by  with  us, 
These  couples  shall  eternally  be  knit.  *• 

And,  for  the  morning  now  is  something  worn, 

(2]  Fancy  is  here  taken  for  love  or  affection,  and  is  opposed  io  fury,  as  before  : 
"  J^ighs  and  tears,  poor  Fancy''s  followers." 
ISome  now  rail  that  wliichanuan  takes  particular  delight  in,  h\^  fancy,     yiower- 
fancitr,  for  a  florist,  aud  bird-fancier,  for  a.  lover  and  feeder  of  birds,  are  coUouulal 
Tfords.    JOHNbOU.  .... 
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Our  piirpos'd  hunting  <]irtll  be  set  aside. — 

Awav,  with  us,  to  Athens:  Three  and  three, 

"We'll  hold  a  feast  in  great  solemnity. — 

Come,  Hippolyta.  [Exc.  The.  Hip.  Ege.  a7id  train. 

Dem.  These  things  seem  small,  and  undistinguishablc, 
Like  far-off  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 

Her.  Methink?,  I  see  these  things  nith  parted  eye, 
When  every  thing  seems  double. 

Hcl.  So  me  thinks  : 
And  I  have  iound  Demetrius  like  a  jewel. 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own. 

Dem.   It  seems  to  me, 
That  yet  we  sleep,  we  dream. — Do  not  you  thmk, 
The  duke  v/as  here  and  bid  us  tbllow  him? 

Her.  Yea ;  and  my  lather. 

Hcl.   And  Jlippolyta. 

Lys.  An(yhe  did  bid  us  follow  to  the  temple. 

Deui.   Why  then,  we  are  avv-ake  :  let's  follow  him  ; 
And,  by  the  vv^ay,  let  us  recount  our  dreams.         [Exeimtt 

As  they  go  out.  Bottom  aii'nkes. 

Bot.  When  my  cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will  ansv/er  : 
— my  next  is,  Most  fair  Pyrarnus. — Hey,  ho  ! — Peter 
Q:!ince  !  Flute,  the  bellows-mender  !  Snout,  the  tinker  1 
Starveling !  God's  my  life  !  stolen  hence,  and  left  m« 
asleep !  1  have  had  a  most  rare  vision.  I  have  had  a 
dream, — past  the  wit  of  man  to  say  what  dream  it  was  : 
.Man  is  but  an  ass,  if  he  go  about  to  expound  this  dream. 
M -thought  I  was — there  is  no  man  can  tell  what.  Me- 
thonght  I  was,  and  methought  I  had, — But  man  is  but  a 
patched  fool,^  if  he  will  offer  to  say  what  methought  I 
had.  The  eye  of  man  hath  not  heard,  the  ear  of  man 
hith  not  seen  ;  man's  hand  is  not  able  to  taste,  his  tongue 
to  conceive,  nor  Lis  heart  to  report,  what  my  dream  was. 
I  will  get  Peter  Quince  to  write  a  baliad  of  this  dream:  it 
shall  be  called  Bottom's  Dream,  because  it  hath  no  bottom  ; 
and  I  will  sing  it  in  the  latter  end  of  a  play,  before  the 
duke  :  Perad venture,  to  make  it  the  more  gracious.,  I 
shall  sing  it  at  her  death."* 

[Exit, 

[3]  patched  f col,]  That  is.  a  fool  in  a  narticoioiirM  coat.     JOHNSON. 

[4j  He  means  thi  diaih  of  TMsbe,  which  hia  bead  is  at  present  full  of. 

STEEVEN3. 


"tj^  ^P^  i:;D3UMiIER-:,ICIlT'3  dream,  act  IV. 

SCENE  II. 

Athens.      A    Room   in    Quince's    House.      Enter  Quir^CEj 
Flute,  Skout,  and  Starveling. 

Quiii.  Have  you  sent  to  Bottom's  house  ?  is  he  come 
hoine  yet  ? 

Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt,  he  is 
transported. 

Flu.  If  ho  come  not,  then  tlio  play  is  marred  ;  it  goes 
not  Ibrwar.!,  doth  it  ? 

Quin.  It  is  not  possible  :  you  have  not  a  man  in  all 
Athens,  able  to  discharg-e  Pyramus,  but  he. 

Fin.  No  ;  he  hath  simply  the  best  wit  of  any  handy- 
craft  man  in  Athens. 

Ouvi.  Yea,  and  the  best  person  too  :  and  he  is  a  very 
paramour,  for  a  sweet  voice. 

Flu.  You  must  say,  paragon  :  a  paramour  is,  God 
bless  us,  a  thing  of  nought. 

Kiiier  Snug. 

Snug.  Masters,  the  duke  is  coming  from  the  temple, 
znd  there  is  two  or  three  lords  and  ladies  niore  married  : 
if  our  sport  had  gone  forward,  we  had  all  been  made  men. 

Fin.  O  sweet  bully  Bottom!  Thus  hath  he  lost  six  pence 
a-day  during  l.is  life  ;  he  could  not  have  'scaped  six  pence 
a-day  :  an  the  dnke  lirid  not  given  him  six  jjence  a-day 
lor  playing  Pyramus,  Til  be  hanged  ;  he  would  have  de- 
served it :  six  pence  a-^lay,  in  Pyramus,  or  nothing. 
Enter  Bottom. 

Bot.    Where  are  these  lads  ?  where  are   these  hearts? 

Quin.  Bottom! — O  most  courageous  day!  O  most 
happy  hour. 

JJot.  Masters,  I  am  to  discourse  wonders  :  but  ask  me 
Dot  what;  for,  if  1  tell  yon,  I  am  no  true  Athenian.  I 
will  tell  you  every  thing,  right  as  it  fell  out. 

Quin.  Let  us  hear,  sweet  Bottom. 

/ivr.  Not  a  Vi'ord  of  me.  All  that  1  will  tell  you,  is, 
that  the  duke  hath  dinod  :  Get  your  apparel  togetlier  ; 
good  strings  to  your  beards,*  new  ribbons  to  your  pumps  ; 
meet  presently  at  the  palace  ;  every  man  look  o'er  hia 
part  ;  for,  the  short  and  the  long  is,  our  play  is  pref.r- 
Ti"\       In    any    cas;^,  let    Thisby    have    clean  linen  :   and 

^J  L  e.  to  ureveat  the  false  bearils,  wbicli  Umy  wear,  from  falliut,  o-'^     ,„ 
*^  MAL0NJ3. 
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let  not  liim,  that  i-ia^s  the  lion,  pare  his  nails,  for  they 
shall  hang  out  lor  the  lion's  claws.  An«l,  most  dear  ac- 
tors, eat  no  onions,  nor  garlic,  for  we  are  to  utter  sweet 
breath  ;  and  i  do  not  doubt,  but  to  hear  them  say,  it  is  a 
sweet  comedy.     No  more  words  ;  away  ;  go,  awav. 

[KxeuiLt. 


ACT  y. 

SCENE  l.—Tfie   same.     An  Apartmeni   in  the    Palace   of 

Theseus.     Enter  Tkeseus,  Hippolyta,  Philostrate^ 

Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Hippolyta. 
'Tis  strange,  my  Theseus,  that  these  lovers  speak  of. 

The.   More  strang-e  than  true.     I  never  may  believe 
These  antique  fables,  nor  these  fairy  toys. 
Lovers,  and  nvadnien,  have  such  seething  brains, 
Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 
3Iore  than  cool  reason  ever  comprehends. 
The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet, 
Are  of  imagination  ail  compact  : 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vast  hell  can  hold  ; 
That  is,  the  madman  :  the  lover,  all  as  frantic, 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt : 
Tiie  poet's  eye,  in  a  tine  frenzy  rolling, 
Doth  glance  trom  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heaven.; 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Tjitrs  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation,  and  a  name. 
Siicii  tricks  hath  strong  imagination  ; 
Tiiat,  if  it  would  but  apprehend  some  joy, 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy  ; 
Or,  in  the  night,  imagining  some  fjar. 
How  easy  is  a  bush  suppos'd  a  bear  ? 

Hip.  But  all  the  story  of  the  night  told  over, 
An  !  all  their  minds  traristigur'd  so  together, 
More  witnesseth  than  fancy's  images, 
And  grows  to  something  of  great  constancy  ; 
But,  howsoever,  strange,  and  admirable. 

t  n*er  LvsAMjr;?.,  Dkmetrius,  Hermta,  and  Helena. 

Trte.  Here  come  the  lovers,  full  of  joy  and  mirtb. 
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— Joy,  «vnt]c  friends  !  joy,  and  fresh  da3's  of  lovo, 
Acroriipany  your  hearts! 

Lijs.  More  liian  to  us 
Wiiit  on  your  royal  walks,  yonr  board,  your  bed! 

7V'ie.Comc  now  ;  wliat  maj: !i:s,  what  dances  shall  we  hav(*. 
To  wear  av/ay  this  long*  age' of  three  hours, 
Between  onr  after-supper,  and  bed-time  ? 
Where  is  cu.r  usual  manng-er  of  mirth  ? 
'^Vhat  revcli  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  play, 
To  ease  the  ans^uish  of  a  torturing-  hour  ? 
Call  Phiicstrate': 

Fhil.  Here,  mighty  Theseus. 

Ths.  Say,  what  abridgment'^  have  you  for  this  evening  ? 
"What  mask  ?  what  music  ]  How  shall  we  beguile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  some  delight? 

Phil.  There  is  a  brief,'  how  many  sports  are  ripe  ; 
3Iake  choice  of  which  your  highness  will  see  first. 

[Giving  a  paper. 

Ths.   [reads.]   Tlie  baiilc    n-ith  the  Centaurs,  to  he  sun^ 
B;/  an  Aihenian  eunuch  to  the  harp. 
We'll  none  cf  that:  that  have  1  told  my  love, 
In  glory  of  my  kinsman  Hercules. 

The  riot  of  the  tipsy  Bacchanals, 

Tearing  the  Thraciaa  singer  in  their  rage. 
That  is  an  old  device  ;  and  it  was  play'd 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  last  a  conqueror. 

The  thrice  three  jMuses  mourning  for  the  death 

Of  learning,  late  deceas\l  in  beggary. 
That  is  some  satire,  keen  and  critical,*^ 
Not  sorting  with  a  nuptial  ceremony. 

A  tedious  brief  scene  of  young  FyramiiSy 
(■   And  his  love  Ihisbe  ;  very  tragical  mirth. 
M'Try  and  tragical  ?  Tedious  and  brief/ 
Tt'.at  is,  hot  ice,  and  won(h-oas  strange  snow. 
Bow  shall  we  find  the  concord  of  tliis  discord  ? 

Fhil.  A  play  there  is,  my  lord,  somv-*   ten  words  long  j 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  liave  known  a  play  ; 
B'U  by  t«-'n  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long  ; 
Which  makes  it  tedious  .  for  in  all  the  play 

[6]  }^y  abridi^nu.it  onr  a\ithor  may  m<^an  a  diamatic  yjerformacce,  TvLLch  clowJS 
the  ♦'vpntH  of  ye^r-^  inio  a  few  hnurM.     STKK^'^'^  fe". 
[7.  i.  f.  a  ^liort  acf.";in«  rr  fi-nriierafioti      STEKVENS. 
[tlj  Qriiical  hcrf  ineii-'  irUjiifinu,  cusvririg.     So.  in  Olhrllo  : 
•'  O,  1  acD  notuing  if  Lot  crilical.'^    STE£  VJflKS. 
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There  is  rot  one  word  apt,  ciie  {-'-'ycr  ilited. 
And  tragical,  my  r.oble  lord,  it  is  ; 
For  Pyrainus  thereiii  doth  kill  Liin^elf. 
"Which,  when  1  saw  rchears'd,  I  must  conies?, 
yidde  mine  eyes  water ;  but  more  merry  tears    . 
The  passion  of  loud  laughter  never  shed. 

The.  What  are  they  tl^at  do  play  it? 

FliH.  Hard-handed  men,  that  work  in  Athens  here., 
Which  never  laboar'd  in  their  minds  till  now  ; 
And  now  have  toiFd  their  unhreathM  memories' 
With  this  same  play,  against  your  nuptiai. 

The.  And  vvG  will  hear  it. 

Phil.  No,  my  noble  lord. 
It  is  not  lor  you  :   I  have  heard  it  over, 
And  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world  ; 
Unless  yon  can  find  sport  in  their  intents,' 
Extremely  stretched,  and  conn'd  with  cruel  pain. 
To  do  you  service. 

The.   1  will  hear  that  play  ; 
For  never  any  thing  can  be  amiss, 
When  simplcness  and  duty  tender  it. 
Go,  bring  them  in  ; — and  take  your  places,  ladies. 

[Exit  Pkix. 

Hip.   I  love  not  to  see  wretchedness  o'ercharg'd, 
And  duty  in  his  service  perishing. 

The.   Why,  gentle  sweet,  you  shall  see  no  such  thing. 

Hip.  He  says,  they  can  do  nothing  in  tliis  kind. 

The.   The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  thanks   for  nothing. 
Our  sport  shall  be,  to  take  what  they  mistake  : 
And  what  poor  duty  cannot  do. 
Noble  respect  takes  it  in  m.ight,  not  m.erit.' 
Where  I  have  come,  great  clerks  have  purposed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  welcomes  ; 
Where  I  have  seen  them  shiver  and  look  pale, 
Make  periods  in  the  midst  of  sentences, 

[1]  That  i<3,  linexercised,  unpractised  raeiiicries.     STEE  >'E>7S. 
[2]  To  intend  ^nd  to  al tend  ivere  anciently  synonymous,     /k/^.i/x  therefore  may 
be  put  for  the  object  of  their  atUnlion.     We  still  say  a  person  is  intent  on  his 

business.     STEEVEKS. 

[3]  And  what  dutifulness  tries  to  perform  without  ability,  resarrifui  generosity 
receives  with  complacent-y,  estimating  it  Lot  by  the  sctual  OTerii' ol' the  perform- 
ance, but  by  'Vhiit  it  migrd'hzxe  been,  were  tiie  abilities  of  the  perrorn:^.ers  equal  to 
their  zeal. — Such,  1  think,  is  the  true  interpretation  cf  this  passa^-e ;  for  wbicll 
tbe  reader  is  indebted  partly  to  Dr.  Johnson,  and  par'.lv  to  Mr.  .f  isevens. 

MALG27E. 

3  Vol.  III. 
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Throttle  th?ir  practis'd  accent  in  their  fears, 

And,  in  concia~ion,  Jumbly  have  broke  off, 

Not  payinj;^  me  a  welcome  :   Trust  me,  sweet, 

Out  ot'lhis  silence,  yet,  I  pick'd  a  welcome  ; 

And  in  the.  nuxlesty  of  I'iarful  duty 

I  read  as  much,  as  from  tiio  rattHng  tongue 

Of  savvey  and  audacious  eloquence. 

Love,  therefore,  and  tonj,nje-tied  simplicity, 

In  least,  speak  most,  to  my  capacity. 

Re-enter  Philostrate. 

Phil.  So  please  your  grace,  the  proloofue  is  addrest. 

The.  Let  him  approach.  [Flourish  of  trumpets. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Prol.   Jf  7VC  (ffend^  it  is  n-ith  our  good  ocill. 

Thai  you  should  thinks  tve  come  not  to  rjfend^ 
But  sinth  good  ta)///.      To  shew  our  simple  skilly 

That  is  the  true  begitining  of  our  end. 
Consider  then,  wc  come  but  in  despite. 

JVe  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  yoUj 
Our  true  intent  is.     All  for  your  delight ^ 

JVe  are  not  here.     That  you  should  here  repent  yottf 
The  actors  are  at  hand ;  and,  by  their  show^ 
You  shall  kno~ji)  all,  that  you  are  like  to  knozv. 

The.  This  fellow  doth  not  stand  upon  points. 

Lys.  He  hath  rid  his  prologue,  like  a  rougku  colt  ;  he 
knows  not  the  stop.  A  good  moral,  my  lord  ;  It  is  not 
enough  to  speak,  but  to  speak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  played  on  this  prologue,  like  a 
child  oii  a  recorder  ;^  a  sound,  but  not  in  government. 

The.   His  S[>eech  was  like  a  tangled  chain  ;  nothing  im- 
paired, but  all  disordered.     Who  is  next  ? 
Enter  Pvramus  and  Tmisbe,  Wall,  Moor;siri::i:,  and  Li* 
ON,  as  in  dumb  shozv. 

Prol.  '  Gentles,  perchance,  you  wonder  at  this  show  ; 

*  Fjut  wonder  on,  till  trutii  make  all  things  plain, 
*  This  man  is  Pyramus,  if  you  would  know  : 

'  This  beauteous  lady  Thisby  is,  certain.* 

[i.\-n^ni'.,T,—i.  kind  of  fliitf.  Phakfspeare  jntni<)i:ces  tl:e  samp  instrument  la 
Hamlri  ;  an. I  Milton  says  :— "  To  \\<m  sound  of  soft  rccordnr.'"     HTEEVKNS. 

[It I  A  burlesijiifr  wa->  litre  intpn'.lc'l  on  the  frequent  recurrence  of  "  certain"  as  a 
ftur'^linS  rliyiae  in  uoctry  iau:c  uaciett  thaa  the  age  of  Shakespeare. 
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'  Tl'.is  m:in,  w'nii  lime  and  rough-cast,  doth  present 

'  Wall,  tiiat  vile  wall  which  did  these  lovers  sunder  : 
^And  throncjh  walFs  chirik,  poor  souls,  they  are  content 

'  To  whir'pcr  ;  at  the  which  let  no  man  wonder. 
'  This  man,  with  lantern,  dog-,  and  bush  of  thorn, 

'  Prosenteth  mccn-shinG  :  for,  if  you  will  know^ 
'  Ey  moon-shine  did  these  lovers  think  no  scorn 

'  To  meet  at  Ninus'  tomb,  there,  there  to  woo, 

*  Tiiis  gri:  Iv  bea^t,  v/hich  by  name  lion  bight,^ 
'  The  trusty  Thisby,  coming  first  by  night, 

'  Did  soaro  away,  or  ratlier  did  affright : 
'  And,  as  she  tied,  her  niaatlo  she  did  fail ; 

'  Which  lion  vile  with  bloody  mouth  did  stain : 
'  Anon  comes  Pyrarp.us,  sweet  youth,  and  tall, 

'  And  iinds  }<i3  trusty  Thisby's  mantle  slain  : 
^  Whereat  wilii  blade,  with  bloody  blameful  blade,^ 

'  lie  ])rave]y  broach'd  his  boiling  bloody  breast ; 
'  And,  I'hisby  tarrying  in  mulberry  shade, 

'  His  dagger  drew,  and  died.     For  all  the  rest, 
'  Let  Lion,  3ioon-sbine,  Wall,  and  lovers  twain, 

'  At  large  discourse,  while  here  the}^  do  remain.* 

[Ex.  pROL.  This.  Liox,  c::d  MooN-sHixii. 

The.  I  wonder,  if  the  lion  be  to  speak. 

Dem.  No  ^vcnde^,  my  lord  :  one  lion  may,  when  many 
asses  do. 

Wall.  '  In  this  same  interlude,  it  doth  befall, 
'  I'hat  I,  one  Snout  by  name,  present  a  wall  : 
'  And  Siich  a  wall,  as  I  would  have  you  think, 

•  That  Lad  il  in  a  cranny'd  hole,  or  chink, 

[G]  Hi^ht,  in  ol  ]  Er.^lish,  si?n;fies— ir  cal'rd.  I  t:!-:ik  it  prcbable  that  a  lioe, 
fu:io-.riiJ5  the  .vt-iJ^— tj  night,  lias  breii  lost.     IVIALOI-CE. 

[7]  Mr.  Uoton  rigLtly  observes,  that  Sliake?peare  in  this  line  ru.'icisles  the  alTec- 
tsuSii  of  btj^innin;:  iria:iy  v.ordi  vilii  the  same  leUer.  He  Ci'giit  have  remarkei!  lr« 
sime  of~2Vic  r..?is;'  roj'ct.,  &c.  Cd<:coi?ne,  coateraporary  with  our  poet,  remarks 
and  blaines  t'lai  iair.a  allecfation.    J0H2\  sOIif. 

Tai5  u  lit-eraU-in  seems  to  have  reai  lie.i  the  height  of  its  fasliinn  in  the  reign  of 
Henry  "V  ill.  Ti-.e  following  st:.nza  Is  quoted  from  a  poeai  Ou  tkc  Fall  and  evil 
,S;-'i.Ciii  fj'  P.tcdlioii,  vfUtfcU  in  1J37,  by  UiUndg  Hoiine: 


"  Lee,  leprous  luro'eins,  lubricke  ir  loquacitie, 
"  Vah,  vaporcus  villem?,  with  veiiim  viiliierate 


'  Proh,  piuiing  parenticides,  pleiiou*  to  piniio<itie^ 
''  Fir,  frantilce  fabiilatrrrs,  fiiribu.-iiJ,  and  fatuate, 
"  Ont.  oblatrant.,  obiict,  oL.>lu'jie,  and  obsecate, 

**  All  addict  aigoes,  in  acerbilie  acclamaut,  <S^> 

"  Mngoall  ir:  mischief,  maiicious  to  mugilate,  ^^ 

"  ilepriviis^:  your  Koy  so  re;iowned  aiid  radiant." 
In  Tii^jti-'s  Huibnndry,  p.  10:,  tlicre  Is  a  pccm  oi"  vhicii  everv  ■aortJ  bepiEs 
v-LthaT.    ."STEiiVE^iS. 


CO  >;:D£Uii:j:i:r.-Mc:iT  s  ep.eam.  act  v-. 

•  Throuj^b  which  the  lovers,  Pyranius  and  Thisby, 
'  Did  \vhi^[ier  oi'len  ver}'  !<ecretly. 

'  This  loam,  this  rough-cast,  and  this  stone,  doth  show 

•  That  I  am  that  same  wall  ;  the  truth  is  so  ; 

•  And  tiiis  the  cranny  is,  ris::ht  and  sinister, 

•  Throufrh  which  the  fearlul  lovers  are  to  whisper.* 

The.  Would  ^ou  desire  lime  and  hair  to  speak  better? 
Deni.    It   is    the    wittiest  partition  that  ever  1  heard 
discourse,  my  lord. 

The.  Pyrarnus  draws  near  the  wall  :  silence  ! 

Enter  Pyramus. 
Fyr.  '  O  grim-look'd  night !  O  night  with  hue  so  black  i 

*  O  night,  which  ever  art,  when  day  is  not ! 

•  O  night,  O  night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 

*  I  fear  my  Thisby's  promise  is  forgot ! — 
'And  thou,  O  wall,  O  sweet,  O  lovely  wall, 

'  That  stand'st  between  her  father's  ground  and  mine  ; 

•  Thou  wail,  O  wall,  O  sweet,  and  lovely  wall, 

'  Show  me  thy  chink,  to  blink  through  with  mine  eyne. 

[Wall  holds  up  his  Jitif^ei's* 

•  Thaii'cs,  courteous  wall:  Jove  shield  thee  wall  for  this  ! 

'  I3ut  what  see  1  ?  No  Tnishy  do  I  see. 
'■  O  v.icked  w&ll,  through  ^vhom  I  see  no  bliss  ; 

*  Curst  be  th}'  stones  for  thus  deceiving  me  !' 

The.  The  wall,  methinks,  being  sensible,  should  curse 
again. 

Ptjt.  No,  in  truth,  sir,  he  should  not.  Deceiving  me^ 
is  Ti;isby'3  cue  :  she  is  to  enter  now,  and  I  am  to  spy 
her  througii  the  wall.  You  shall  see,  it  will  fall  pat  as  I 
told  you  : — Yonder  she  comes. 

Enter  Thisbe. 

Tliis.  '  O  wail,  full  often  hast  thou  heard  my  moans, 

*  For  parting  rny  fair  Pyramus  and  me  : 

'  My  cherry  lips  Lave  often  kiss'd  thy  stones  ; 

*  Th.y  stones  with  lime  and  hair  kr.it  up  in  thee.' 
Vijv.  '  1  see  a  voice  :  now  will  I  to  the  chink, 

'  To  spy  an  1  can  hear  my  Thisby's  face. 

•  Thisby  !' 

77i;"f.   '  ]\[v  lovc  !  thou  art  my  love,  I  think.' 
Fyr.  '  Thin!:  what  tiiou  wilt,  I  anj  thy  lover's  grace  ,' 
*'  And  like  Liinandor  am  1  trusty  still. '^ 

[8]  Liroaruier  and  Helen,  ares()ol:eri  bv  the  l>lui!(Jerin2' plavor,  for  Leander  and 
lieio,    i-..:;li:i.i  ui:'J  riocrna,  fui  C'enhulus  and  i'rocils.     JOHiNbON- 


ACT  T.  BIIDSUmTER-XIOHT's  DREAM.  C9 

This.  '  And  I  like  Helm,  till  the  fates  mc  kill.' 

P?/j-.  '  Not  Shaialns  to  rrocrus  was  so  true.' 

This.  '  As  Shafaliis  to  Frocrus,  I  to  }on.' 

Pyr.  '  O.  kiss  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile  wall.* 

This.   '  I  kiss  the  wall's  hole,  not  your  lips  at  all.' 

Fijr.    '  Wilt  thou   at  Ninny's  toaib  meet  mc  straight'** 


way 


?• 


This.   '  Tide  life,  tide  death.  I  come  without  delay.' 

Wall.   '  Thus  have  I,  Wall,  mj'  part  discharged  so; 
'  And,  being  done,  thus  Wall  away  doth  go.' 

[Excvnt  Wall,  Pyramus,  and  Tiiisbe. 

The.  Now  is  the  mural  down  between  the  two  neigh- 
bours. 

Dcm.  No  remedy,  my  lord,  when  wails  arc  so  wilful  to 
hear  without  warning. 

Hip.  This  is  the  silliest  stuff  that  ever  I  heard. 

The.  The  best  in  this  kind  are  but  shadows  :  and  the 
worst  are  no  worse,  if  imagination  an.'end  them. 

Hip.  It  must  be  your  imagination  then,  and  not  theirs. 

The.  If  we  imagine  no  worse  of  them,  than  they  of 
themselv-es,  they  may  pass  for  excellent  men.  Here 
■<:ome  two  noble  beasts  in,  a  moon  and  a  lion. 

Ejiter  Liox  end  Mooxspiine. 
Lion.  '  You,  ladies,  you,  whose  gentle  hearts  do  fear 
*  The  smallest  monstrous  mouse  that  creeps  on  floor^ 
'  May  noAv,  perchance,  both  quake  and  tremble  here 
'  When  lion  rough  in  wildest  rage  doth  roar. 
Then  know,  that  f,  one  Snug  the  joiner,  am 
A  lion  fell,  nor  else  no  lion's  dam  :^ 
For  if  I  should  as  lion  come  in  strife 
'  Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  of  my  life.' 

The.  A  very  gentle  beast,  and  of  a  good  conscience. 
Dem.  The  very  best  at  a  beast,  my  lord,  that  e'er  I  saw 
L/ijs.   This  lion  is  a  very  fox  for  his  valour. 
The.  True  ;  and  a  goose  for  his  discretion. 
Dem.  Not  so,  my  lord :  for  his  valour  cannot  carry  his 
discretion  ;  and  the  fox  carries  the  goose. 

The.  His  discretion,  i  am  sure,  cannot  carry  his  val- 

[9]  That  }s,  that  I  am  'Snm  the  joiner;  and  neither  a  lion,  nor  a  lion's  dam.  Dr. 
Johnson  has  justly  ob.-erved  in  a  note  on  A'I's  nrJl  tkat  ends  n-ti'.,  that  nor  in  tb« 
p.hraseology  of  our  author's  time  often  related  to  Itno  members  of  a  sect«l»ce» 
though  oajy  expressed  in  the  latter.     Fo  in  the  play  just  mentioued  : 

" contempt  nor  bitterness 

"  Were  in  kif  pricie  or  sbarpnegs."    AIALOiJjE. 


7Q  jjidsummeh-night  s  dream.  act  v. 

our  ;  f^r  the  r;oose  carries  not  the  fox.     It  is  well :  leave 
it  to  i)is  discretion,  and  let  us  listen  to  the  moon. 

JyJovn.  '  This  lantern  doth  the  horned  moon  present:' — 

Dem.  He  should  have  norn  tlie  horns  on  his  head. 

The.  lie  is  no  crescent,  and  his  horns  are  invisible 
within  the  circumference. 

Moon.  '  Thi:5  lantern  doth  the  horned  moon  present; 
'  Myself  the  man  i'  th'  moon  do  seem  to  be.' 

The.  This  is  th.e  greatest  error  of  all  the  rest :  the 
man  should  be  put  into  the  lantern  :  How  is  it  else  the 
man  i'  th'  moon? 

Dem.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle;  for 
you  see,  it  is  already  in  snufi'.' 

Hip.  I    am  a-weary  of  this   moon  :    Would,  he  would 
change ! 

TJie.  It  appears,  by  his  small  light  of  discretion,  that 
he  is  in  the  wane  :  but  yet,  in  courtesy,  in  all  reason,  we 
must  stay  the  time. 

Lys.  Proceed,  moon. 

Moo7i.  All  that  I  have  to  say,  is,  to  tell  you,  that  the 
lantern  is  the  moon  ;  1,  the  man  in  the  moon;  this  thorn- 
bush,  my  thorn-bush  ;  and  tliis  dog,  my  dog. 

Dem.   Why,  all  these  should  be  in  the  lantern;  for  they 
are  in  the  m^oon.     But,  silence  ;  here  comes  Thisbe. 
Kilter  Thisbe. 

This.  '  This  is  old  Ninny's  tomb  :  Where  is  my  love  ?' 

Ldon.   '  Oh — .'  [T/te  Lion  roars. — Thisbe  ru7is  off". 

Dem.  Well  roared,  lion. 

The.  Well  run,  Thisbe. 

Hip.  Well  shone,  moon. — Truly,  the  moon  shines  with 
a  good  grace. 

'llie.   Well  moused,  lion.* 

[The  Lion  tears  Thisbe's  mantle^  and  exit. 

Dem.  And  so  comes  Pyramus. 

Lys.  And  then  the  moon  vanishes. 
Enter  Pvramus. 

Pyr.  '  Sweet  moon,  1  thank  thee  for  thy  sunny  beams  ; 
'  1  thank  thee,  moon,  for  shining  now  so  bright: 
*  For,  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  streams, 
'  I  trust  to  taste  of  truest  Thisby's  sight. 

(n  -An  fiiiiivo.tion.     UnvJ)'  s-ignii'ies  buth  the  tin.ier  of  a  candle,  and  liaaty 
anker     JOHNSON. 
[3J  To  mavtt  signified  to  mammock,  to  tear  ia  pieces,  as  a  cat  teais  a  iii< use. 

MAL02^£. 


ACT  V.  MiDSU3!:.ILR-?:iGHT  3   rfvEAM.  7x 

'  But  slay  ;— O  spite  ! 
'  But  mark  ; — Poor  kni2:ht, 
'  What  drejjful  dole  is  here  ? 
'  Eyes,  do  you  see  ? 

*  How  can  it  be  ? 

'  O  dainty  dack  I  O  dear  ! 
'  Thy  mantle  good, 

*  What,  stain\l  with  blood  ? 
*■  Approach,  ye  laricS  fell  I^ 

*  O  fates  !  come,  come  ; 
'  Cut  thread  and  thrum  ;'* 

*  Qnail,  cr'j«h,  conclude,  and  quell  !'^ 

The.  This  passion,  and   the  death    of  a  dear    friend, 
would  go  near  to  make  a  man  look  sad. 

Hip.  Beshrew  my  heart,  b-jt  I  pity  the  man. 
Pyr.  *  O,  wherefore,  nature,  didst  thou  lions  frame  ? 
'  Since  lion  vile  hath  here  dedour'd  my  dear  : 
'  Which  is — no,  no — which  was  the  fairest  dame, 

'  Thatliv'd,  that  lov\l,  that  lik'd,  that  Icok'd  with  cheer. 
'  Come,  tears,  confound  ; 
'  Out,  sword,  and  wound 
'  The  pap  of  Pyramns  : 

*  Ay,  that  left  pap,*^ 

*  Where  heart  doth  hop  : — 

*  Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thu3. 

*  Now  am  1  dead, 
'  Now  am  I  fled  ; 

'  j\Iy  soul  is  in  the  sk}'^  : 

*  Tongue,  lose  thy  lic^ht ! 

*  Moon,  take  thy  flight ! 

*  Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die.'        [Dies.  Ex.  Moonsh. 

[5]  The  poet  h^re,  ind  in  the  following  lines  spoken  by  Thisbe 

"  O  sisters  three, 
"  C'oiiie,  corae  to  me, 
"  With  h^nda  as  pale  as  mill: — " 
probaWy  inteoded  to  ri'iicule  a  passage  in  Davion  and  Pythias,  by  Richard  k» 
TrarJs.  15G2.     MALOZvE. 

[•1]  Thrum  is  the  en'J  or  extremity  of  a  weaver's  ivarp  ;  it  is  popularly  usej 
for  very  coarse  yarn.     Tbe  nia;<!s  no«  call  a  mop  of  yarn  a  thrum  mop. 

WARIS'EB. 
[5]  To  qvdl  is  to  murder,  to  destroy.     STEEVENS. 

[8]  Lest  our  aut'f'or  should  seem  charzea'.Je  ^vith  an  inefRcient  rhyme,  it  ought 
to  be  remembered  that  the  bro».l  pronunciatioG,  now  almost  pe  Miliar  to  the  Scot.h, 
T  as  anf  iently  current  in  En-inul.  Throuehouf  the  oli!  .•.■.pi('<  of  Shakespeare's 
plays,  "  tattercij"  is  always  ?i''lt  •'  totterc  i ,"  Fap  the»;ore  v  as  sounded  Pof.- 
Tfl©  context  remin<ls  u-  o'"  a  pa^~  'jrc  in  'he  seventh  Satire  of  Juvenal : 

" '   va  iri  [...f      rrimll'- 

"  Nil  fo/it— "    KTLfiVENS. 


72  midsummlu-nioht's  dream.  act  t. 

Dem.  No  die,  biit  an  ace,  for  him  ;  for  he  is  but  one. 

Lys.  Less  than  an  ace,  man  ;  for  he  is  dead  ;  he  is  no- 
thing. 

Tlie.  \\  ith  the  help  of  a  surgeon,  he  might  yet  reco- 
ver, an<l  prove  an  ass.'' 

Hip.  How  chance  moonshine  is  gone,  before  Thisbe 
comes  back  and  finds  her  lover  ? 

The.  She  will  lind  him  by  star-light. — Here  she  comes, 
and  her  passion  ends  the  play. 

Editor  Thisee. 
Hip.  itlethink?,  she  should  not  use  a  long  one,  for  such 
a  Pyramus  :   I  hope,  she  will  be  brief. 

Dcm.  A  mote  will  turn  the  balance,  which  Pyramus, 
which  Thisbe,  is  the  better. 

Lys.  She  hath  spied  him  already  with  those  sweet  eyes. 
Dem.   And  thus  she  moans,^  videlicet. — 
Tin's.  '  Asleep,  my  love  ? 
'  What,  dead,  my  love  ? 

*  O  Pyramus,  arise, 

*  Speak,  speak.     Quite  dumb? 
'Dead,  dead  ?  A  tomb 

*  ?)h:s-t  cover  thy  sweet  e3^e6. 

'  Those  lily  brows, 
'  This  cherry  nose, 

*  These  yellow  cowslip  cheeks, 

'  Are  gone,  are  gone  : 

*  Lovers,  make  moan  ! 

*  His  eyes  were  green  as  leeks 

[7j  The  cliaracterol' Theseus  tl'routclioiit  this  plr^y  is  more  exalted  in  its  hu- 
tnaiiity,  than  its  greatness.  Though  some  Peiisible  oh^^'^vati(ms  on  life,  ani  ani- 
inafeil  flescriptioiis  fall  from  him.  as  it  i=s  said  of  lago,  ,yov  shall  tnslv  him  mart  as  a 
ioldier  llinn  as  a  nit,  vhich  is  a  disfiiiftioii  he  is  here"  striving  to  deserve  thougli 
with  litth?  success  ;  as  in  support  of  his  pretensions  he  never  lises  higher  thau  a 
futi,  and  frequeiitl}'  sinks  ;is  iow  as  a  quibble.     ^iTEEVK?N'P. 

re]  The  old  copies  crmriir  in  rf'a(liRg—nifti«r.     STEKI'ENS. 

jVlr.  Tli»if)bafi)  alleiei/'  m  ans  to  moans  :  but  vieans  had  anciently  the  same  si^rnifi- 
ration.  Mr.  Pinkerti.n  ('i/:der  the  name  of  Robert  Heron,  Esq.)  observes  that 
V.  is  a  common  term  in  the  Scotch  law,  signifying  to  IcJl,  to  relate,  to  dfclarc  ;  ao4 
the  petitions  to  the  lords  of  session  in  (Scotland,  run  :  "  To  the  lords  of  council 
;;iid  session  humbly  r/fnns  and  sIiotss  your  petitioner."  Here,  however,  il  evi- 
•Jently  8i;:nifie3  complains.  Rills  in  chancery  begin  in  a  similar  m;inner :  "  Hum- 
bly complaining  sheweih  unto  your  lordship,"  Sic.  Tbe  word  occurs  in  an  ancient 
manuscript  in  my  own  pobsesiiion: 

"  Thl'»  ender  day  wen  me  was  wo, 

"  Under  a  Ijugh  tht  r  1  lay, 

*'  Nag'it  ^ale  to  vifne  use  to." 

So  eciin,  in  a  very  ancient  Scottish  song  : 

"  I  hard arie  may  eair  rovrne  a»d  nzrynf."    RITEOJT. 


ACT   V.  ?.I!Li?U:;IMER-NIGKT  o  DrvIZAM.  7j» 

'  O  sisters  three, 
*Coine,  come,  to  me, 
<  With  hands  as  pale  as  milk  ;  \ 
'  Lay  them  in  gore, 
'  Since  3'ou  h.ave  shore 

*  With  shears  his  thread  of  silk. 

'  Tongue,  not  a  word  : — 

*  Come,  trust}'  sword  ; 

*  Come,  hlade,  my  breast  imbrue  : 

'  And  farev/ell,  friends  ; — 

*  Thus  Thisby  ends  : 

'  Adieu,  adieu,  adieu.'  [Diei. 

The.  Moonshire  and  Lion  are  left  to  bury  the  dead. 

Dem.   Ay,  and  Wall  too. 

Bot.  No,  I  assure  you  ;  the  wall  is  down  that  parted 
their  fathers.  Will  it  please  you  to  see  the  epilogue,  or 
to  hear  a  Bergomask  dance,  between  two  of  our  com- 
pariy  P 

The.  No  epilogue,  I  pray  you  ;  for  your  play  needs  no 
CACuse.  Never  excuse  ;  for  when  the  players  are  all  dead, 
there  need  none  to  be  blamed.  Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it, 
h;id  play'd  Fyramus,  and  hanged  himself  in  Thisbe's  gar- 
ter, it  would  have  been  a  fine  tragedy  :  and  so  it  is,  truly; 
and  very  notably  discharged.  But  come,  your  Bergomask; 
lei  your  epilogue  alone.  [//ere  a  dance  of  Clozuns, 

The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve  : — 
Lovers,  to  bed  ;  'tis  almost  fairy  time. 
I  le:-^^  v,g  shall  out-sleep  the  coming  morn, 
A;5  much  as  we  this  night  have  overwatch'd. 
Tl^.is  palpable-gross  play  hath  well  beguil'd 
The  heavy  o:ait  of  night. — Sweet-friends,  to  bed. — 
A  fortnight  hold  we  this  solemnity, 
In  nightly  revels,  and  new  jollity.  [Exewu. 

SCENE  IL 
Enter  Puck. 
Puck.  Now  the  hungry  lion  roars,* 
And  the  wolf  behowls  the  moon  ; 

[9]  A  tit: gov, ash  dftHce  (as  f  ir  T.  Ilanmer  observes  io  his  Glossary)  is  a  dance 
after  the  manner  of  the  pK^'^ants  of  B:roov:a<:co,  a '-ountry  in  Italy,  belonging  to 
the  V'enctans.  All  the  biuToons  in  Italy  affect  to  imitnte  ihe  ri(.'Jculou3  jargon  of 
that  jeopie,  as  «•  til  a?  fhe.r  aiMnner  of  Jani  itif      frTEE^'ENS. 

[13  't  hai  been  .in.-dy  obMi>.-e;l  by  an  anonymous  ^^riter,  that  annor;^  this 
S^semblage  of    faciliar   circui-s'ances    attendiug   midoisht,    either    in   r.ngland 

Vol.  IIL  D 


li  »IiI)iiU.MMF,K-'XIGIIT\s  DIIEA-M.  ACT  V. 

Whilst  the  heavy  ploughman  snores, 

All  wilh  weary  U^k  fordone.' 
Now  the  wasted  brands  do  glow, 

Whilst  the  scritch-owl,  scritching  loud, 
Puts  the  wretch,  tirat  lies  in  woe, 

In  remembrance  of  a  shroud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night. 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide, 
Every  one  lets  forlli  his  sprite, 

In  the  chnrch-way  paths  to  glide  : 
And  we  fairies,  that  do  run 

By  the  triple  Ilecat's  team, 
From  the  presence  of  the  sun, 

Forio7;ing  darkness  like  a  dream. 
Now  are  frolic  ;  not  a  mouse 
Shall  disturb  this  hallow'd  house  : 
I  am  sent,  with  broom,  before, 
To  sweep  the  dust  behind  the  door." 

Enter  Obekox  and  Tit.wia  :x:ith  their  train, 

Ob.  Through  this  liouse  give  glimmering  light. 

By  the  dead  and  drowsy  fire  : 
Every  Q]t\  and  fairy  sprite. 

Hop  as  light  OS  bird  from  brier  ; 
And  this  dittj',  after  me, 
Sing,  and  dance  it  trippingly.                      > 
Tit.  First,  rehearse  the  song  by  rote  : 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note, 
Hand  in  hand,  with  fiiry  grace, 
Will  we  sing,  and  bless  this  place. 
— ««»  .      ■  — ,  .».. 

or  its  rieirh'bnurin?  kin.zdnni<?,  Sbake«peure  v.ould  never  have  thniiaht  of  intermix 
ine  the  exo'.ic  \<<eii  of  till.:  fiHiixr'i  lion  roarins,  which  can  be  hcani  do  r.f-irer  (I:an 
in  the  tle^rertsof  Africa,  if  he  In-I  not  rea;]  in  the  math  Psalm  :  "  Thou  nial;«"?t 
rtiirkness  th:it  it  niav  be  7j*»'i7,  wherein  all  the  beasts  of  the  Incest  do  move  ;  the 
lions  roaring  ifter  their  prey,  do  "eek  their  meHt  from  God."     MA  r,ONE. 

I  do  not  i)er'*tM%e  the  justness  of  (ho  foregoina;  anonymou!'  H-ritor's  obeervation. 
Puck,  who  cotihl  "  encircle  the  earth  in  forty  mirintes."  like  his  fairy  mistress, 
ti.ieht  have  snu'.fed  •' tiie  spiced  InJianair;"  and  conscri>iently  an  image,  foreign 
to  European'^,  might  have  been  oliviou?  to  him.  Our  p'ltt,  however,  jnattenf  ive  to 
Liftk;  proprieties,  has  sometimes  introduced  his  wild  beasts  in  regiODs  where  they 
art"  never  fpufld.  tSTEKV^ENS. 
[\]  f'ord,)jif~i.  e.  overcome.    STEEVETCS. 

[!']  Clcaiiilcesj  L<  always  necessary  (o  invite  the  resicence  and  the  favour  of  the 
(airica : 

"  These  m».ke  our  (^irls  their  slutt'ry  rue, 

'*  By  pin'-iiina  tht  rn  l>oth  hia'k  and  blue, 

*'  A;)d  put  a  pt  nny  in  their  siioe 

*♦  The  hoj^e  f'^r  cleanly  swec-jjlnj."    Prayion.     JOIIXSON. 


ACT  V.  KIDSI'MMER-MGIIt's  DHEAjr. 

SONG,'  AND  DANCE. 

Ob.  Now,  until  the  break  of  day, 
Through  this  house  each  fairy  stray. 
To  the  best  hride-bed  will  we, 
Which  by  us  sliall   bk-sscd  be  ; 
And  the  issue,  tiiere  create, 
Ever  shail  be  fortunate. 
So  shall  all  the  couples  three 
Ever  true  in  loving  be  : 
And  the  blots  of  nature's  hand 
Shall  not  in  their  issue  stand ; 
Never  mole,  hare-lip,*  nor  scar, 
Nor  mark  prodigious,^  such  as  are 
Despised  in  nativity. 
Shall  upon  their  children  be. — 
With  this  field-dew  consecrate. 
Ever}'  fairy  take  his  gait  :^ 
And  each  several  chamber  bless,'' 
Through  this  palace  with  sweet  peace 
E'er  shall  it  in  safety  rest, 
And  the  owner  of  it  blest. 


[3]  I  am  afraid  this  song  is  gone  after  manv  other  things  of  greater  value.  The 
truth  is  that  t-.vo  songs  are  lost  The  sc-rie?  of  the  scene  is  this  ;  after  the  st-rfii 
of  Puck,  Gherof!  enters,  and  caU.-  nis  fairies  to  a  song,  v-hich  song  is  a|)part;!tly 
•wanting  in  all  the  copies.  Next  T.tania  leads  another  song,  which  is  indee.J  losl 
like  tiie  former,  tlHn.'i,h  the  editors  have  emleavoured  to  find  it.  Tbe^  Oherc;!  iJ.c- 
misses  his  fairies  to  the  despatch  of    iie  cereruoiiies. 

The  songs,  I  suppose  v%ere  lost,  ticcaust  they  w^re  not  inserted  in  the  rlaytri' 
parts,  from  which  the  drama  was  printed.     JOHNSON. 

[4i  Tins  defect  in  chil.iren  seem-  to  have  been  so  much  dreaded,  that  nvnicrc  5 
■were  the  charms  apj'lie  )  for  i's  prevention.  The  JoUoi^ing  might  he  as  fflicdcioi's 
as  anv  of  the  rest.  "  If  a  woman  v,  'ih  chyl-Je  have  her  smocke  slyt  at  ti.e  iicalhtr 
en  leor  .-.kvrf  thereof,  he.  the  same  chvJde  that  she  then  poet h  withall,  snail  te 
Fafe  from  having  a  cloven  or  hare  lippe."  Thomas  Lupton's  Fourth  Bcok  ij  JSu- 
tabU  T.'iUgfs    4to.  M.  1.     STEEVENS. 

[5]  Proiiigtous  has  here  its  primitive  signification  of  portentous.      STEEVEaS. 

i  e.  take  his  wrt.v,  or  direct  his  j^pr.     ^TEE^  EN.=^ 

it,  fcr  a  patn  or  lua  J,  is  cotnmonly  used  at  present  in  the  northern  countic?. 
'^  HARRIS. 

f7j  ThP  .same  supe^^titious  kind  of  benediction  occurs  in  Chaucer's  Miller's 
Tale,  V.   ''179,  Tvrvxhitt's  cdiiion  : 


g! 


I  croufht*  tt-.ee  from  elve.^,  and  from  vightes. 
'  Ther"  ith  t.e  ;.  >iir>i(ei  said  he  annu  rigiitea 

On  lour  hal\esof  the  i)i>ng  abotite. 

And  on  the  t!ires«old  o'  the  dore  witiioute. 

J--II  C-!-t   Jii).'  Sf-n'  Tc  .i-ii'iht, 
■  Iii:?se  t'fs  '11. .IS  .r"Di  .'  vri\   >^ic»:el  wieht, 

Fro  the  uigtites  mare,  the  wite  Paternoster,"  kc.    STrF  VE^'?- 
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Trip  away ; 

Make  no  stay  ; 
Meet  me  all  by  break  of  day. 

[Exe.  Ober.  Tit  a.  and  Ti-aiu. 

Puck.  If  we  shadows  have  offended^ 

Think  but  this,  {and  all  is  mended,') 

That  you  have  but  slumher''d  here, 

While  these  visions  did  appear. 

And  this  weak  and  idle  theme, 

JVo  more  yielding  but  a  dream ^ 

Gentles,  do  not  reprehend  ; 

If  you  pardon,  we  will  mend. 

And  as  Pni  an  honest  Puck, 

If  we  have  unearned  luck'^ 

A''ow  to  'scape  the  serpents  tongue,^ 

We  will  make  amends  ere  long  : 

Else  the  puck  a  liar  call. 

So,  good  night  2into  you  all. 

Give  me  your  hands, ^  if  we  befriends, 

And  Robin  shall  restore  amends.  [Exit. 


i.  e.  if  we  have  better  fortune  tlian  we  have  deserxed.     STEEVE?\3. 

That  is,  if  we  be  dismissed  without  hisses.     JOHlSiSON. 

Thut  ';<=.  Clap  your  liands.    Give  i'-  \c«rR-prl'U.»c.    JOHXFON. 


MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 


^ 


OBSERVATIONS. 


Much  ado  about  nothing.]  IT  is  true,  as  Mr.  Pope 
has  observed,  that  somewhat  resembhng  the  story  of  thie 
play  is  to  be  found  in  the  fifth  book  of  the  Orlando 
FuriosQ.  In  Spenser's  Fairy  Queen,  as  remote  an  original 
maybe  traced.  A  novel,  however,  of  Belleforest,  copied 
from  another  of  Bandello,  seems  to  have  furnished 
Shakespeare  with  his  fable,  as  it  approaches  nearer  in 
all  its  particulars  to  the  play  before  us,  than  any  other 
performance  known  to  be  extant.  I  have  seen  so  many 
versions  from  this  once  popular  collection,  that  I  en- 
tertain no  doubt  but  that  a  great  majorit}^  of  the  tales  it 
comprehends  have  made  their  appearance  in  an  English 
dress.  Of  that  particular  story  v/hich  I  have  j'lst  men- 
tioned, viz.  the  IGth  history  in  the  third  volume^  no 
translation  has  hitherto  been  met  with. 

This  play  was  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Aug.  23, 
1600.  Steevens. 

Ariosto  is  continually  quoted  for  the  fable  of  Much  Adu 
alout  Nothing ;  but  I  suspect  our  poet  to  have  been  satis- 
fied with  the  Genenra  of  Turberville.  "  The  tale  (says 
Harrington)  is  a  pretie  comical  matter,  and  hath  bin  w^rit- 
ten  in  English  verse  some  fev/  years  past,  learnedly  and 
with  good  grace,  by  M.  George  Turbervil."  Ariosto,  fol. 
1591,  p.  30.  "  Farmer. 

This  play  may  be  justly  said  to  contain  tvv'o  of  the  most 
sprightly  characters  that  Shakespeare  ever  drew\  The 
wit,  the  humourist,  the  gentleman,  and  the  soldier,  are 
combined  in  Benedick.  It  is  to  be  lamented,  indeed,  that 
the  tirst  and  most  splendid  of  these  distinctions,  is  dis- 
graced by  unnecessary  profancness  ;  for  the  goodness  of 
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his  heart  is  hanHy  sufficient  to  alone  for  the  hcense  of  hia 
tongue.  The  too  sarcastic  levity,  which  flashes  out  in  the 
conversation  of  Beatrice,  may  be  excused  on  account  of 
the  steadiness  and  friendship  so  apparent  in  her  behaviour, 
when  she  urges  her  lover  to  risque  his  hfe  by  a  challenge 
to  Claiidio.  In  the  conduct  of  the  fable,  however,  there 
is  an  imperfection  similar  to  that  which  Dr.  Johnson  has 
pointed  out  in  The  Alerrif  Wives  of  Windsor: — the  second 
contrivance  is  less  ingenious  than  the  first  : — or,  to  speak 
more  plainly,  the  same  incident  has  become  stale  by  re- 
petition. I  wish  some  other  method  had  been  found  to 
entrap  Beatrice,  than  that  very  one  which  before  had 
been  successfully  practised  on  Benedick. 

Steevexs. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Don  Pedro,  prince  of  Arragon. 

Don  John,  his  bastard  brother. 

Claudio,  a  young  lord  of  Florence,  favourite  to  Don  Pedro. 

Benedick,  a  young  lord  of  Padua,  favourite  likewise  of  Don 

Pedro. 
Leonato,  governor  of  Messina. 
Antonio,  his  brother. 
Balthazar,  servant  to  Don  Pedro, 

BORACHIO,  }  r^ii^^^^^  ^fD^^  j^/^„^ 
CONRADE,    y  ^ 

Dogberry,  )  .  r  i-  i  a: 
y  >  twojoolish  officers. 

A  Sexton, 
.(i  Friar. 
A  Boy. 

Hero,  daughter  to  Leonato. 
Beatrice,  niece  to  Leonato. 
Margaret,  /  gentlewomen  attending  on  Hero, 

Messengers,  Watch,  and  Attendants. 
^CE^E.-^Messina, 


jMuch  ado  about  nothing. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE   I. — Before  Leo.vato's   House.     Enter  Leonato, 
Hero,  Beatrice,  and  others,  "Jinth  a  Messenger, 

Leonato. 

1  LEARN    in    this  letter,  that  Don   Pedro  of  Arragon 
comes  this  night  to  Messina. 

JMess.  He  is  very  near  by  tiiis ;  he  was  not  three 
leagues  otT  when  I  left  him. 

Lccn.  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  lost  in  this  ac- 
tion ? 

Mess.   But  few  of  an}'  sort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon.  A  victory  is  twice  itself,  when  the  achiever 
brln_:;-s  home  full  numbers.  1  iind  here,  that  Don  Pedro, 
hath  be6tov>^ed  much  honour  on  a  young  Florentine,  called 
Claurlio. 

Mess.  Much  deserved  on  his  part,  and  equally  remem- 
bered by  Don  Pedro  :  He  hath  borne  himself  beyond  the 
promise  of  his  age  ;  doing,  in  the  figure  of  a  lamb,  the 
feats  of  a  lion  :  he  hath,  indeed,  better  bettered  expecta- 
tion, than  you  must  expect  of  mc  to  tell  you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  Messina  will  be  very- 
much  glad  of  it. 

Mess.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and  there- 
appears  much  joy  in  him  ;  even  so  much,  that  joy  could 
not  show  itself  modest  enough,  without  a  badge  of  bitter- 
ness.' 

Leon.   Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 

Mess.  In  great  measure. 

[1 '  This  is  judifioiis'y  expressed  Of  all  the  frausports  of  joy,  that  which  i<  at- 
teiv'ti'i  T'ith  tears  is  tea->t  orfensive;  becau'se.  carrying  ni'h  it  Ihi?  mark  of  pain,  it' 
alldvs  fh^  iNnvy  that  usually  atteji  is  anfif '•■"■■'<  l!a;>piness.  This  he  rinely  rails  a  w»o- 
d<st  li!v.  su'h  a  oue  as  ill  i  not  in'sult  the  observer  by  an  inuicatioa  of  bappioesa  un- 
mbted  witbpaia.        WAR3URT0N. 
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Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindness  :  There  are  no 
faces  truer  than  those  that  are  so  washed.  How  much 
better  is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping  ? 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  signior  Montanto^  returned  from  the 
wars,  or  no  ? 

Mess.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  lady ;  there  was 
none  such  in  the  army  of  any  sort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  niece  ? 

Hero.  My  cousin  means  signior  Benedick  of  Padua. 

Mess.  O,  he  is  returned  ;  and  as  pleasant  as  ever  he  was. 

Beat.  He  set  up  his  bills  here  in  Messina,  and  challen- 
ged Cupid  at  the  flight :'  and  my  uncle's  fool,  reading  the 
challenge,  subscribed  for  Cupid,  and  challenged  him  at 
the  bird-bolt.^ — 1  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he  killed  and 
eaten  in  these  wars  ?  But  how  many  hath  he  killed  ?  for, 
indeed,  I  promised  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leon.  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  signior  Benedick  too  much  ; 
but  he'll  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Mess.  He  hath  done  good  service,  lady,  in  these  wars. 

Beat.  You  had  musty  victual,  and  he  bath  holp  to  eat 
H :  he  is  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath  an  excel- 
lent stomach. 

Mess.  And  a  good  soldier  too,  lady. 

Beat.  And  a  good  soldier  to  a  lady  ; — But  what  is  he  to 
a  lord  ? 

Mess.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man ;  stuffed  with  all 
honourable  virtues.^ 

[2]  Monfante,  in  Spanish,  is  a  huge  two-handtd  sword,  a  title  given,  with  much 
humour,  to  one  whom  the  speaker  would  represent  as  a  boaster  or  bravado. 

WARBURTON. 
Montanto  was  one  of  the  ancient  terms  of  the  fencing-school.    So,  in  The  Wives  of 
Windsor : 

" thy  reverse,  thy  distance,  thy  montant.        STEE VENS. 

[3]  Flight  (as  M.  Douce  observes  to  me^^does  not  here  mean  an  arrow,  but  a  sort 
«f  shooting  called  roving,  or  shooting  at  long  lengths.  The  arrows  used  at  this 
sport  are  called  )?ig/if-arrows  ;  as  were  those  used  in  battle  for  great  distances. 

STEEVENS. 
[4]  The  bird-bolt  is  a  short  thick  arrow  without  a  point,  and  spreading  at  the  ex- 
tJemity  so  much,  as  to  leave  a  flat  surface,  about  the  breadth  of  a  shilling.     Such 
sjre  to  this  day  in  use  to  kill  rooks  with,  and  are  shot  from"  a  cross-bow. 

STEEVENS. 
The  meaning  of  the  whole  is— Benedick,  from  a  vain  conceit  of  his  influence  over 
vomen,  challenged  Cupid  at  roving  (a  particular  kind  of  archery,  in  yih'ich  flight- 
arrows  are  used.)  In  olher  words,  he  challenged  him  to  shoot  at  hearts.  The  fool, 
to  ridicule  this  piece  of  vanity,  in  his  turn  challenged  Benedick  to  shoot  at  crows 
■with  the  cross  bow  and  bird-bolt;  an  inferior  kind  of  archery  used  by  fools,  who, 
Cor  olnious  reasons,  were  not  permitted  to  shoot  with  pointed  arrows  :  Whence  the 
proverb—"  A  fooPs  bolt  i.s  soon  shot."     DOUCE. 

[5]  Siiifftd,  in  this  first  instance,  has  no  ridiculous  meaning.  Mr.  Edwards 
♦beerves.  that  Mede,  ia  his  DisQoursts  un  Serif  litre,  speakiagof  Misa,  says,  "—];«• 
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Beat.  It  is  so,  indeed  ;  he  is  no  less  tlian  a  stuffed 
man  :  but  for  the  stuffing, — Well,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon.  You  must  not,  «ir,  mistake  m}^  niece  :  there  is 
a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  signior  Benedick  and  her : 
Ihej  never  meet,  but  there  is  a  skirmish  of  wit  between 
Ihem. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  last  con- 
flict, four  of  his  live  wits'  went  halting  off,  and  now  is 
the  whole  man  governed  v/ith  one  :  so  that  if  he  have 
wit  enough  to  keep  himself  warm,  let  him  bear  it  for  a 
difference  between  himself  and  his  horse  ;  for  it  is  all  the 
wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known  a  reasonable  crea- 
ture.— Who  is  his  companion  now  ?  He  hath  every  month 
a  new  sworn  brother.'^ 

Mess.   Is  it  possible  ? 

Beat.  Very  easily  possible  :  he  wears  his  faith  but  as 
the  fashion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  block. 

Mess.   I  see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your  books.* 

Beat.  No  :  an  he  were,  1  would  burn  my  study.  But, 
!  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  Is  there  no  young 
squarer  now,^  that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him  to  the 
devil  ? 

Mess.  He  is  most  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble 
Claudio. 

Beat.  O  lord !  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  disease  : 
he  is  sooner  caught  than  the  pestilence,  and  the  taker  runs 
presently  mad.  God  help  the  noble  Claudio  !  if  he  have 
■caught  the  Benedick,  it  will  cost  him  a  thousand  pound  ere 
he  be  cured. 

Aless.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  lady. 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 

whom  God  had  stuffed  with  so  many  excellent  qualiiies."    Un  homme  bien  etqffe, 
EJgnines,  iu  French,  a  man  in  good  circumstances.      STEEVENS. 

[6]  In  our  author's  time  nU  was  the  general  term  for  intellectual  powers.  The 
mts  seem  to  have  been  reckoned  five,  by  analogy  to  the  five  senses,  or  the  five  in- 
lets to  ideas.      JOHIVSOIV. 

[7]  i.  e.  one  with  whom  he  hath  sworn  (as  was  anciently  the  custom  among  ad  ven- 
tyrers)  to  share  fortunes.      STtEVENS. 

[8]  To  be  in  a  man's  books,  originally  meant  f  o  be  in  the  list  of  his  retainors.  Sir 
John  Mandeville  tells  us,  "  alle  the  mynstrelles  that  comen  before  the  great  ChaDf 
ben  witholden  with  him,  as  of  his  houshold,  and  entred  in  his  bookes,  as  for  bis 
own  men."     FARMER. 

A  sf  vant  and  a  lover  were  in  Cupid's  Vocabulary,  synonymous.  Hence  perhaps 
the  [ih.-ase— to  be  in  a  person's  books — was  applied  equallv  to  the  lover  and  the  me- 
nial atintdant.     MALONE 

.   [0]  A  squarer  I  tnice  to  be  a  choleric,    quarrelsome  fellOTr,  for  ifl  tbis  sexi39 
Shakespeare  uses  the  word  to  sqitare.     JOHNSON, 
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Lecn.  You  '.vill  never  rnn  mad,  niece. 
"Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 
Mess.  Don  Pedro  is  approached. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  attended  by  Balthazar  and  others,  Don 
John,  Claudio,  and  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  signior  Lconato,  you  are  come  to 
meet  your  trouble  :  the  fashion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid 
cost,  and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  house  in  the  likeness 
of  your  grace  :  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort  should 
i-emciin  ;  but,  when  you  depart  from  me,  sorrow  abides, 
and  happiness  takes  his  leave. 

D.  Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge^  too  willingly. — I 
think,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.   Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  so. 

Bejie.  Were  you  in  doubt,  sir,  that  you  asked  her  ? 

Leo7i.  Signior  Benedick,  no  ;  for  tlien  were  you  a  child. 

D.  Pedro.  You  have  it  fall,  Benedick  :  we  may  guess 
by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man.  Truly,  the  lady  fa- 
thers herself: — Be  happy,  lady  I  for  you  are  like  an 
honourable  father. 

Bene.  If  signior  Leonato  be  her  father,  she  would  not 
have  his  head  on  her  shoulders,  for  all  Messina,  as  like 
him  as  she  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  still  be  talking,  signior 
Benedick  ;  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene.   What,  my  dear  lady  Disdain  !  are  you  yet  living  ? 

Beat.  Is  it  possible,  disdain  should  die,  while  she  hath 
such  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  signior  Benedick  ?  Cour- 
tesy itself  must  convert  to  disdain,  if  you  come  in  her 
presence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtesy  a  turn-coat: — But  it  is  cer- 
tain, I  am  loved  of  all  ladies,  only  yon  ex  epted  :  and  I 
woidd  I  could  tind  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  a  hard  heart ; 
for,  truly,  1  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happiness  to  women  ;  they  would  else 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  suitor.  1  thank 
God,  and  my  cold  blood,  1  am  of  your  h\imour  for  that  ; 
I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than  a  man 
swear  he  loves  me. 


[1]  C'»a'?c  iloes  not  mean,  as  Dr.  Johnson  explains  it,  biirdin,  incvmbrance,  but 
"  the  persou  "ommitte '.  to  your  care;"  So  it  is  used  ia  the  relationship  betweeo 
g^ardiao  axiU  v.  aril.     DOUCE. 
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Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyship  still  in  that  miud  !  so 
some  gentleman  or  other  shall  'scape  a  predestinate 
scratched  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worse,  an  'twere 
such  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.   Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot-teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  than  a  beast  of 
yours. 

Beiic.  I  would  my  horse  had  the  speed  of  your  tongue  ; 
and  so  good  a  continuer  :  But  keep  your  way,  o'God's 
name  ;   I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick  ;  I  know  you 
of  old. 

D.  Pedro.  This  is  the  sum  of  all  :  Leonato, — signior 
Claudio,  and  signior  Benedick, — my  dear  friend  Leonato 
hath  invited  you  all.  I  tell  him,  we  shall  stay  here  at  the 
least  a  month  ;  and  he  heartily  prays,  some  occasion  may 
detain  us  longer :  I  dare  swear  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but 
prays  from  his  heart. 

Leon.   If  you    swear,    my  lord,  you  shall  not  be  for 
sworn. — Let  me  bid    you  welcome,  my  Lord  :   being  re- 
conciled to  the  prince  your  brother,  I  owe  you  all  duty. 

D.  John.  I  thank  you  :  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but  I 
thank  you.^ 

Leon.  Please  it  your  grace  lead  on  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Your  hand,  Leonato  ;  we  will  go  together. 
[Exeunt  all  hut  Benedick  and  Claudio. 

Claud.  Benedick,  didst  thou  note  the  daughter  of 
signior  Leonato  ? 

Bene.   I  noted  her  not  ;  but  I  looked  on  her. 

Claud.   Is  she  not  a  modest  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  question  me,  as  an  hones>t  man  should  do» 
for  my  simple  true  judgment  I  or  would  you  have  me 
speak  after  my  custom,  as  being  a  professed  tyrant  to 
their  sex  ? 

Clau.  No,  I  pray  thee,  speak  in  sober  judgment. 
.  Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  she  is  too  low  for  a  high 
praise,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praise,  and  too  little  for  a 
great  praise  :  only  this  commendation  I  can  afford  her  ; 
that  were  she  other  than  she  is,  she  were  unhandsome  ; 
and  beinof  no  other  but  as  she  is,  I  do  not  like  her. 


[2]  The  poet  has  judicicusl"  marke.l  the  gloominess  of  Don  J.-.hn's  character,  by 
making  hiai  averse  to  the  common  forms  of  civility.     Sir  J.  HAWKIHS. 
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Claud.  Thou  thinkest,  I  am  in  sport ;  I  pray  thee,  tell 
me  truly  how  thou  likest  her  ? 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  inquire  after  her  ? 

Claud.  Can  the  world  buy  such  a  jewel  ? 

Be7i8.  Yea,  and  a  case  to  put  it  into.  But  speak  you 
this  with  a  sad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the  flouting  Jack ; 
to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare 
carpenter  P  Come,  in  what  key  shall  a  man  take  you,  ta 
go  in  the  ?ong  ? 

Claud,  la  mine  eye,  she  is  the  sweetest  lady  that  1  ever 
looked  on. 

Bene.  I  can  see  yet  without  spectacles,  and  I  see  no 
such  matter  :  there's  her  cousin,  an  she  were  not  pos- 
sessed with  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as  the 
first  of  May  doth  the  last  of  December.  But  1  hope,  you 
have  no  intent  to  turn  husband  ;  have  you  ? 

Claud.  I  would  scarce  trust  myself,  though  I  had 
sv/orn  the  contrary,  if  Hero  %vould  be  my  wife. 

Bene.  Is  it  come  to  this,  i'faith  ?  Hath  not  the  world 
one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  suspicion  1*  Shall 
I  never  see  a  bachelor  of  three-score  again  ?  Go  to, 
i'faith  ;  an  thou  v/ilt  needs  thrust  thy  neck  into  a  yoke^ 
wear  the  print  of  it,  and  sigh  away  Sundays.  Look, 
Don  Pedro  is  returned  to  seek  you. 

Re-enter  Don  Pedro. 

D.  Pedro.  What  secret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you 
ft)llowed  not  to  Leonato's  ? 

Bene.  I  would,  your  grace  would  constrain  me  to  tell. 

D.  Pedro.   I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear,  count  Claudio  :  1  can  be  secret  as  o. 
dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  so ;  but  on  my  alle- 
giance,— mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance  : — He  is  in 
love.  With  who  ? — now  that  is  your  grace's  part. — - 
Mark,  how  short  his  answer  is  : — With  Hero,  Leonato's 
short  daughter. 

[3]  Do  you  mean  to  tell  us  that  love  is  not  blind,  and  that  fire  will  not  con- 
sume what  is  comhustible  ?  for  both  these  propositions  are  implied  in  making 
Cupid  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  (the  god  of  fire)  a  good  carpenter. 

feTt^Ei  VrjIVS, 

I  explain  the  passage  thus  :  Do  you  scoff  and  mock  in  telling  ui  that  Cupid,  who 
w  blind,  is  a  good  hare-finder,  which  requires  a  quick  eye-sight ;  and  that  VulcoM, 
•  blacksmith,  is  a  rare  carpenter  ?     TOLLET. 

After  such  attempts  at  decent  illustration,  I  am  afraid  that  he  who  wishes  to 
know  why  Cupid  is  a  goo<l  harefinder,  must  discover  it  by  the  assistance  of  many 
quibhlinp-  allusions  of  the  same  sort,  about  hair  and  hoar,  in  Mercutio's  song  JQ  tlaP 
ttfcond  Act  of  Romeo  and  Juliet.      COLLINS. 

(4]  Tbat  h,  subject  liis  bead  to  tbe  disquiet  of  jealousy.     JOBWSOIT. .        ^  • 
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Claud.  If  this  were  so,  so  were  it  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lord  :  it  is  not  so,  nor 
^twas  not  so  ;  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  it  should  be  so. 

Claud.  If  my  passion  change  not  shortly,  God  forbid  it 
should  be  otherwise. 

D.  Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her  ;  for  the  lady  is  ve? 
ry  well  worthy. 

Claud.   You  speak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.   By  my  troth,  I  speak  my  thought. 

Claud.   And,  in  faith,  my  lord,  I  spoke  mine. 

Bene.  And,  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  lord,  I 
spoke  mine. 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 

D.  Pedro.   That  she  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  she  should  be  loved,  not 
know  how  she  should  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion  that  tire 
cannot  melt  out  of  me  ;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the  stake. 

D.  Pedro.  Thou  wast  ever  an  obstinate  heretic  in  the 
despite  of  beaut3^ 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but  in  the 
force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her  ( 
that  she  brought  me  up,  I  Ukewise  give  her  most  humble 
thanks  ;  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheat  winded  in  my 
forehead,*  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an  invisible  baldrick,  all 
women  shall  pardon  me  :  Because  1  will  not  do  them  the 
"Wrong  to  mistrust  any,  1  will  do  myself  the  right  to  trust 
none  ;  and  the  line  is,  (for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer,) 
I  will  live  a  bachelor. 

D.  Pedro.  I  shall  see  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with  love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  sickness,  or  with  hunger,  my 
lord  ;  not  with  love  :  prove,  that  ever  I  lose  more  blood 
with  love,  than  1  will  get  again  with  drinking,  pick  out 
mine  eyes  with  a  ballad-maker's  pen,  and  hang  me  up 
at  the  door  of  a  brothel-house,  for  the  sign  of  blind  Cupid. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  dost  fall  from  this  faith, 
thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene.   If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,^  and  shoot 

[5]  ^  recAea/e  13  a  particular  lesson  upon  the  horn,  to  call  dozs  back  from  the 
scent  :  from  the  old  French  word  rtctt,  which  was  used  in  the  same  sense  as  r«- 
traite.      HANMER.  ^        ,     ^  „ 

[6]  As  to  the  cat  and  bottle,  I  can  procure  no  better  information  than  the  fnllow- 
Jcg  :  In  some  rouni  Je=<  in  England,  a  cat  was  formerly  closed  up  with  a  'luantity  of 
e«ot  ia  a  woodea  bcttie,  (such  as  that  in  wbicti  shepherds  carry  ti>eir  liquor,)  antt 
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at  D18  ;  an  J  he  that  bits  me,  let  him  be  clapped  on  the 
shoulder,  and  called  Adam.' 

D.  Pedro.   Well,  as  time  shall  try  : 
In  time  the  savage  bull  doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Bene.  The  savage  bnll  may  :  but  if  ever  the  sensible 
Benedick  bear  it,  [>luck  off  the  b-jll's  horns,  and  set  them 
in  my  forehead  :  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted  ;  and  in  such 
great  letters  as  they  write,  Here  is  ^ood  horse  to  hire,  let 
them  sig-nify  under  my  sign, — Here  you  may  see  Benedick 
the  married  tran. 

Claud.  If  this  should  ever  happen,  thou  wouldst  be 
horn-mad. 

D.  Pedro.  Na}^  if  Cupid  hath  not  spent  all  his  quiver 
in  Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  shortly. 

Bene.   I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours. 
In  the  mean  time,  good  signior  Benedick,  repair  to  Le- 
onato's  ;  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him,  I  will  not 
fail  him  at  supper ;  for,  indeed,  he  hath  made  great 
preparation. 

Bene.  I  have  almost  matter  enough  in  me  for  such  an 
embassage  ;  and  so  I  commit  you — 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God;  From  my  house,  (if  I 
had  it,)— 

D.  Pedro.  The  sixth  of  July:  Your  loving  friend,  Ben- 
edick.^ 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not:  The  body  of  your 
discourse  is  sometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the 
guards  are  but  slightly  basted  on  neither  :^  ere  you  flout 
old  ends  any  further,  examine  your  conscience  ;  and  so 
I  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Claud.  My  liege,  your  highness  now  may  do  me  good. 

was  suspended  on  a  line.  He  who  beat  out  the  bottom  as  he  ran  under  it,  and  was 
nimble  enovrih  to  escape  its  contents,  v.as  regarded  as  the  liero  of  this  inhuman  di- 
version.     STF]EVENS. 

[7]  Adam  Bel,  Clym  of  the  Cloughe,  and  Wyllyam  of  Cloudesle,  were,  says  Dr. 
Pei-'-y.  three  noted  ouHaws,  whose  skill  in  archery  rendered  them  formerly  as  fa- 
mous in  the  JN'orth  of  Enirland,  as  Robin  Hood  and  his  fellows  wei-e  in  the  midland 
counties.  Their  place  of  residence  was  in  the  forest  of  Englewood,  not  far  from 
Carlisle.     At  what  time  they  lived  does  not  appear.      STEEVENS. 

[8]  The  ridicule  here  is  to  the  formal  conclusions  of  Epistles  dedicatory  and 
Letters.  Barnaby  Gonge  thus  ends  his  dedication  to  the  first  edition  of  Palingtmus, 
12mo.  1560  :  "  And  tlius  commytyng  your  Ladiship  with  all  yours  to  the  hiiciim  of 
the  rriosle  merciful  God,  I  ende.  From  Staple  Inns  at  London,  the  eighte  aad 
twenty  of  Mdrdi."  IICED. 
L{9J  C«crcif  were  oruatueutcd  lace  or  bordejB.     STEEVENS,  ■.    »- 
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D.  Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach  ;  teach  it  but  how, 
And  thou  shalt  see  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  lesson  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  son,  my  lord? 

D.  Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  she's  his  only  heir  : 
Dost  thou  affect  her,  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  O  m}'  lord, 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  action, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  soldiers  eye, 
That  Hk'd,  but  had  a  rougher  task  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love: 
But  now  I  am  return'd,  and  that  war-thought 
Have  left  their  places  vacant,  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  soft  and  delicate  desires, 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 
Saying,  I  hk'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

D.  Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  presently, 
And  tir€  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words  : 
If  thou  dost  love  fair  Hero,  cherish  it ; 
And  I  %vill  break  with  her,  and  with  her  father, 
And  thou  shalt  have  her  :   Was't  not  to  this  end, 
That  thou  begaa'st  to  twist  so  fine  a  story  ? 

Claud.  How  sweetlv  do  you  txiinister  to  love, 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  complexion! 
But  lest  my  liking  might  too  sudden  seem, 
I  would  have  saiv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatise. 

D.  Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than 
the  flood  ? 
The  fairest  grant  is  the  necessity  : 
Look,  what  will  serve,  is  fit :   'tis  once,  thou  lov'st  ',^ 
And  I  w^iil  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  v:e  shall  have  revelling  to-night ; 
I  will  assume  thy  part  in  some  disguise. 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio  ; 
And  in  her  bosom  I'll  unclasp  my  heart, 
And  take  her  hearing  prisoner  with  the  force 
And  strong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale  : 
Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  1  break  ; 
And,  the  conclusion  is,  she  shall  be  thine  : 
In  practice  let  us  put  it  presently.  [Exeunt. 

■■       '  ■   '  i  ■■  I .  I, .  .  I— 

ri]  Orxe  has  here.  T  hericve,  the  force  of— once Xo^  <*"•     ^o.  in  Corlolanjis : 
**  Drcc,  ii  be  do  reiiyirs  our  voices,  ve  ougtit  sal  to  deuy  tixiJ."  .JkJ ALONE. 
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SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House.  Enter  Leonato  and  ANTONia. 

Leon.  How  now,  brother  ?  Where  is  my  cousin,  your 
son  ?  Hath  he  provided  this  music  ? 

Ant.  He  is  very  busy  about  it.  But,  brother,  1  can 
tell  you  strange  news  that  you  yet  dreamed  not  of. 

Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

Ant.  As  the  event  stamps  them ;  but  they  have  a 
good  cover,  they  show  well  outward.  The  prince  and 
count  Claudio,  wilking  in  a  thick-pleached  alley  in  my 
orchard,  were  thus  much  overheard  by  a  man  of  mme  t 
The  prince  discovered  to  Claudio,  that  he  loved  my  niece 
jour  daughter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night  in 
a  dance  ;  and,  if  he  found  her  accordant,  he  meant  to  take 
the  present  time  by  the  top,  and  instantly  break  with  you 
of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this  ? 

Ant.  A  good  sharp  fellow  :  I  will  send  for  him,  and 
question  him  yourself. 

Leon.  No,  no  ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till  it  ap- 
pear itself: — but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  withal,  that 
she  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  an  answer,  if  perad- 
venture  this  be  true.  Go  you,  and  tell  her  of  it.  [Sei^eral 
persons  cross  the  stage.]  Cousins,*  you  know  what  you  have 
to  do. — O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  friend  ;  you  go  with  me, 
and  1  will  use  your  skill : — Good  cousins,  have  a  care  this 
busy  time.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Another  room  in  Leonato's  house.     Enter  Don  John  and 

CONRADE. 

Conr.  What  the  gcodjere,  my  lord!  why  are  you  thus 
out  of  measure  sad  ? 

D.  John.  There  is  no  measure  in  the  occasion  that 
breeds  it,  therefore  the  sadness  is  without  limit. 

Conr.   You  should  hear  reason. 

D.  John.  And  when  1  have  heard  it,  what  blessing 
bringeth  it  ? 

Conr.  If  not  a  present  remedy,  yet  a  patient  sufferance. 

[21  CoMjint  were  anciently  enroIlecJ  amonp  the  (le{)t'iMants  if  not  ihe  (lomestics, 
«f  great  r^milie?,  such  as  that  of  Leonato.— Felru«;nio,  »vhile  inient  on  f  he  Pii';ifc- 
tioD  of  KaUisu-iue,  calls  out  in  terios  imperative,  for  iiis  cousm  Ferdinond 

STJEEVfiNS. 
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D.  John.  I  wcr.'.ler,  that  tl:Ou  being  (as  thou  say'st 
(Ijou  art)  bora  uu.ier  Saturn,  goest  about  to  apply  a  mor- 
al medicine  to  a  mortifying-  miscl.ief.  I  cannot  hide 
n  hat  1  am  :^  I  must  be  sad  when  1  have  cause,  and  smile 
at  no  man's  jests  ;  eat  when  I  have  stomach,  and  wait  for 
no  nian's  leisure  ;  sleep  when  I  am  drowsy,  and  tend  to  no 
man's  business  ;  laugh  when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no  man 
in  his  humour.'' 

Conr.  Yea,  but  you  must  not  make  the  full  shov/  of 
this,  till  3'ou  ma}^  do  it  without  controlment.  You  have 
of  late  stood  out  against  your  brother,  and  he  hath  ta'en, 
you  newly  into  his  grace  ;  where  it  is  impossii>ie  you 
should  take  true  root,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you 
make  yourself:  it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  season  for 
your  own  harvest. 

D.  John.  1  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,  than  a 
rose  in  his  grace  ;^  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be  dis- 
dain'd  of  all,  tlian  to  fashion  a  carriage  to  rob  love  from 
any  :  in  this,  though  I  cannot  be  said  to  be  a  Hattering 
honest  man,  it  must  not  be  denied  that  I  am  a  plain- 
dealing  villain.  I  am  trusted  with  a  muzzle,  and  en- 
franchised with  a  clog  :  tlierefore  I  have  decreed  not 
to  sing  in  my  cage  :  if  1  had  my  mouth,  1  would  bite  ;  if  1 
had  my  liberty,  I  would  Cg  my  hking :  in  the  mean  time, 
»et  me  be  that  I  am,  and  seek  not  to  alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  m.ake  no  use  of  your  discontent? 

D.  John.   I  make  all  use  of  it,  lor  1  use   it  only.     Who 
Comes  here  ?  what  news,  Borachio  / 
Enter  BoRACino. 

Bvrci.  I  came  3'onder  from  a  great  supper  :  the  prince, 
your  brother,  is  royally  entertained  by  Leonato  ;  and  1 
can  give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

D.  John.  Will  it  serve  for  any  model  to  build  mischief 
on?  What  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betroths  himself  to  un- 
quietness  ? 

[31  Tlii*  ir  one  of  our  author's  natural  touchc-.  An  envious  and  unsocial  mind. 
'CO  ifcmi'l  to  give  pleasure,  and  too  sullen  to  teceive  it,  always  emieavours  u>  ;  iJe 
its  malifpity  froni  the  world  and  from  itself,  ur;<.'er  the  plainness  of  simile  tiocesty, 
or  the  dij;(;iry  of  haughty  independence.        .lOHNSON. 

[4]  To  claw  is  to  flaUer.  ^o,  fie  -pope's  <lan:-backs,  in  Bishop  Je^eJ,  are 
(be  pope's  jlatUrers.     The  sense  is  the  same  iu  the  pros-erb,  Mului  mnlum  :cabU. 

JOHNKiN. 

[5]  A  cnnkcr  is  the  canter-rose,  dog-rose,  cyiiosbatus,  or  hip.  'J'hc  senS'-  is* 
I  would  rather  live  in  obscurity  the  wild  lite  of  nature,  than  ov.e  ciirnity  or 
estimatloa  to  roy  brother.    He  still  cemtiaues  hie  vis'i  "f.  glooajyinderm  ci.'-e. 
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Bora,  Marry,  it  is  to  your  brother's  right  hand. 

D.  John.  Who  ?  the  most  exquisite  Claudio  ? 

Bora.   Even  he. 

D.  John.  A  proper  squire  !  And  who,  and  who  ?  which 
way  looks  he. 

Bora.  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  heir  of 
Leonato. 

D.  John.  A  very  forv/ard  March-chick  I  How  came  you 
to  this  ? 

Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was 
smoking  a  musty  rooin,**  comes  mo  the  prince  and 
Claudio,  hand  in  hand,  in  Sid  conference  :  I  whipt  me 
behind  the  arras  ;  and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon,  that 
the  prince  should  vvoo  Hero  for  himself,  and  having  ob- 
tained her,  give  her  to  count  Claudio. 

D.John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither;  this  may  prove 
food  to  my  displeas^jre  ;  t'lat  young  start-up  hath  all  the 
glory  of  my  overthr-)vv  ;  if  I  can  cross  him  any  way,  I 
bless  mvseif  every  way  :  Vou  are  both  sure,  and  will  assist 
me  ?      " 

Conr.   To  the  death,  my  lord. 

D.  John.  Let  us  to  the  irreat  supper  ;  their  cheer  is 
the  greater,  that  i  am  subdued  ;  "Would  the  cook  were 
of  my  mind  ! — Shall  wo  prove  wuat's  to  be  done  1 

Bora.   We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  I. — A  Hall  in  liEo^ATo's  Hoitse.     Enter  Leonato, 
Antonio,  Hero,  Beatiiice,  and  others. 
Leonato. 
Was  not  count  John  here  at  supper  ? 
Ant.   I  saw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentbman   looks  !    I  never  can 
see  him,  but  I  am  heart-buin  ;d  an  ho'-r  afa'rJ 

[6]  The  ncziect  of  c!ea;il)Be.ss  amoMio  if  a'i''Csto,-.  ,  re.;(iMRi  ^u-ii  (ire- iiJ.-i'^as 
too  often  neces'-ary.  In  the  Harlf;iaii  Coileofiori  nf  rv'By.  No.  fi^-On  .ol.  rO,  :n 
the  i^ritish  .Vliisenm,  is  a  pnper  o*'  riireotmns  drav.ii  up  f»v  Sir  Jo..  Pfolso-  *  .'s 
v^teivar!,  rel/it'.ve  to  Surfnlk  Place  brfors  Queen  Eriz^i'-eUi's  visit  to  it  n  1  :4. 
"The  15th  ariiole  Is—-'  Tlje  srfrt'ivirii.'e  of  Ihe  hoU-'C  iu  ai). ['lacVs  hy  any  n.e:^'  :" 
Ajriin,  in  linvioa'"?  AnaUnyiv  of  M'id'ichoh^i,  '• — the  smoa'  ol  jwiij,'"-  is  in  i  "rat 
10  lU':--!  wirh  us  at  Oxror,!,  to  f>r«ef«aour  chsmUers."  ,See  aiso'ifiHj?  Mtnrn  /*'  P. 
II.  act-  5,  sc.  -1.         STESVENS 

f7J  '(■'he  i.ain  commonlv  rrrtlle  i  the  h.ea;'  b-  a,  p:\i  -ftcd?  from  an  ■■"  - '  h-'muir  in 
the  stomach,  anil  is  therefore  rroperlv  enough  imputed  to  tart  looKt.. 

JOHNSON. 


ACT  II.  AuCVT    XOTHIXG.  !?0 

Hero''.  Tie  is  of  a  very  nielar  -.boly  cliRposiilon. 

Bc{it.  H:3  vvcrc  an  excellent  innn,  that  were  made  just 
in  the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedict: :  the  one  is  t(30 
like  an  imag-e,  and  f^a^s  nothing:  and  the  other,  too  hke 
mj  lady's  eldest  son,  evermore  tatlhng-. 

Leon.  Thsn  half  sip:nior  iJenedick's  tongue  in  count 
John's  mout!),  and  half  count  John's  melancholy  in  signior 
Benedick's  face, — 

fJcai.  With  a  good  Ic^,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle,  and  mo- 
no v  enough  in  Iris  purse,  such  a  man  would  win  an}'^  woman 
in.  the  world, — if  he  could  get  her  good  will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
husband,  if  ihou  be  so  shrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Ant.  In  fait  I),  she  is  too  curst. 

Beat.  Too  curst  is  more  than  curst :  I  shall  lessen  God's 
sending  that  way  :  for  it  is  said,  God  sends  a  curst  cow 
short  horns,  but  to  a  cow  too  curst,  he  sends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curst,  God  will  send  you  no  horns. 

Beat.  Just,  if  he  send  me  no  husband;  for  the  which 
Messing,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 
evening  :  Lord  1  I  co-Id  not  endure  a  husband  with  a  beard 
en  his  face  ;  I  had  rather  lie  in  the  woollen. 

Lccn.  You  may  lig'.t  upon  a  husband,  that  hath  no 
beard. 

Beat.  Whit  should  I  do  wltli  him  ?  dress  him  in  my  ap> 
parel,  and  make  him  my  waiting  gentlewoman  ?  He  that 
hath  a  beard,  is  more  than  a  youth  ;  and  he  that  hath  no 
beard,  is  less  thnn  a  man  :  and  he  that  is  more  than  a 
youth,  is  not  for  me  ;  and  he  tb-at  is  less  than  a  man.  I  am 
not  f^r  him  :  I'hcrefore  1  will  even  take  six-pence  in 
earnest  of  the  b^ear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes  into  hell. 

L€>.n.   Well  then,  go  you  into  hell  ? 

Beat.  No  ;  but  to  the  gate  ;  and  there  will  the  devil 
meet  me,  like  an  old  cuckold,  v,ith  horns  on  his  head,  and 
pay,  Get  you  to  heaven,  Beatrice,  get  you  to  heaven  ;  here''s 
no  place  fi:r  you  maids:  so  deliver  I  up  my  apes,  and 
away  to  saint  Peter  for  the  heavens  ;  he  shows  me  where 
ih^i  baclielors  sit,  and  there  live  we  as  merry  as  the  day 
if?  long. 

Ant.  Well,  niece,  1  trust,  ycu  will  be  ruled  by  your 
father.  [To  ihixo. 

P.eai.  Yes,  fiith  ;  it  is  my  cousin's  dfity  to  nif^'ce 
courtesy,  and  nay.  Father,  as  it  please  you  : — but  yeC  tor 
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all  that,  cousin,  let  him  be  a  handsome  fellow,  or  else  make 
another  courtesy,  and  sa}*^,  Father^  as  it  please  me. 

Leon.  Well,  niece,  1  hope  to  see  you  one  day  fitted 
with  a  husband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  some  other  metal  than 
earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  overmastered 
with  a  piece  of  valiant  dust?  to  make  an  account  of  her 
life  to  a  clod  cf  waj  ward  marl  ?  No,  uncle,  I'll  none  : 
Adam's  sons  are  my  brethren  ;  and  truly,  1  hold  it  a  sin  to 
tnatch  in  my  kindred. 

Leon.  DaM£t;hter,  remember,  what  I  told  you:  if  the 
prince  do  solicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  answer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  music,  cousin,  if  you  be 
not  woo'd  in  good  time  :  if  the  prince  be  too  important,* 
teil  him,  there  is  measure  in  every  thing,  and  so  dance 
out  the  answer.  For  hear  me.  Hero  ;  Wooing,  wedding, 
and  repenting,  is  as  a  Scotch  jig,  a  measure,  and  a  cinque- 
pace  :  the  tirst  suit  is  hot  and  hasty,  like  a  Scotch  jig,  and 
full  as  fantastical  ;  the  wedding,  mannerly-modest,  as  a 
measure  full  of  state  and  ancientry  ;  and  then  comes  re- 
pentance, and,  with  his  bad  legs,  falls  into  the  cinque- 
pace  faster  and  faster,  till  he  sink  into  his  grave. 

Leon.  Cousin,  30U  apprehend  passing  shrewdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle  ;  I  can  see  a  church  by 
day-light. 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entering  ;  brother,  make  good 
room. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar  ;  Don 

John,    Borachio,     Margaret,    Ursula,     and    others^ 

masked. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  friend  ? 

Hero.  So  you  walk  softly,  and  look  sweetly,  and  say 
nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk ;  and,  especially,  when  I 
walk  away. 

D.  Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero.   I  may  say  so,  when  I  please. 
.  D.  Pedro.  And  when  please  you  to  say  so  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour  ;  for  God  defend,  the 
lute  should  be  like  the  case  ! 

D.  Pedro.  My  visor  is  Philemon's  roof;  within  the 
house  is  Jove. 

J81  Important  here,  and  in  many  otner  places,  is  imp':rtvn(ite  JOHNSON. 

I9j  A  mcai'irt  iu  old  iaasuaice,  beside  its  ordinarv  caeaaing,  BJgnilieii  al^o  a  'InncC' 

MALOKE. 
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Hero.  Why,  then  your  visor  should  be  thatch'd. 

D.  Ped.  Speak  low,  if  you  speak  love.   [Takes  her  aside. 

Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 

Marg.  So  would  not  I,  for  your  own  sake  ;  for  I  have 
many  ill  qualities. 

Bene.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg.  I  say  my  prayers  aloud. 

Bene.  I  love  you  the  better ;  the  hearers  may  cry, 
Amen. 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer  ! 

Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  sight,  when  the 
dance  is  done  ! — Answer,  clerk. 

Balth.  No  more  words ;  the  clerk  is  answered. 

Urs.  I  know  you  well  enough  ;  you  are  signior  Antonio 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urs.   I  know  you  by  the  waggling  of  your  head. 

Ant.  To  tell  you  true,  1  counterfeit  him. 

Urs.  You  could  never  do  him  so  ill-well,  unless  5'ou 
were  the  very  man  :  Here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down  ; 
you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urs.  Come,  come  ;  do  you  think  I  do  not  know  you  by 
your  excellent  wit?  Can  virtue  hide  itself?  Goto,  mum. 
you  are  he  :  graces  will  appear,  and  there's  an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  so  ? 

Bene.  No,  you  shall  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 

Bejie.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  disdainful, — and  that  I  had  my  good 
wit  out  of  the  Hundred  merry  Tales ; — Well,  this  was 
signior  Benedick  that  said  so. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 

Beat.  I  am  sure,  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  prince's  jester :  a  very  dull  fool  ; 
only  his  gift  is  in  devising  impossible  slanders  :  none  but 
libertines  delight  in  him ;  and  the  commendation  is  not 
in  his  wit,  but  in  bis  villany ;  for  he  both  pleaseth  men, 
and  angers  them,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  and  beat 
him  :  I  am  sure,  he  is  in  the  fleet ;  I  would  he  had  board- 
ed me. 

7  Vol.  III.  E 
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Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  Til  tell  him  what 
YOU  say. 

Beat.  Do,  do :  he'll  but  break  a  comparison  or  two  on 
me  ;  which,  peradventure,  not  marked,  or  not  laughed  at, 
strikes  him  into  melancholy  ;  and  then  there's  a  partridge' 
wing  saved,  for  the  fool  will  eat  no  supper  that  night. 
[Music  within.]     We  must  follow  the  leaders. 

Beiie.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave  them  at 
the  next  turning.     [Dance.     Then  exeunt  all  but  Don  J om^y 

BoRACHio,  a7id  Claudio. 

D.  John.  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero,  and 
hath  withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it : 
The  ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  visor  remains. 

Bora.  And  that  is  Claudio  :  I  know  him  by  his  bearing. 

D.  John.  Are  not  you  signior  Benedick? 

Claud.  You  know  me  well  ;  1  am  he. 

D.  John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother  in  his 
love  :  he  is  enamoured  on  Hero  ;  I  pray  you,  dissuade  him 
from  her,  she  is  no  equal  for  his  birth  :  you  may  do  the 
part  of  an  honest  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  you  he  loves  her  ? 

D.  John.  I  heard  him  swear  his  affection. 

Bora.  So  did  1  too  ;  and  he  swore  he  would  marry  her 
to-night. 

D.  John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt  Don  John  atid  Bora* 

Claud.  Thus  answer  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio. — 
'Tis  certain  so  ; — the  prince  woos  for  himself 
Friendship  is  constant  in  all  other  things, 
Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love  : 
Therefore,  ail  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongues  ; 
Let  every  eye  negociate  for  itself. 
And  trust  no  agent :  for  beauty  is  a  witch. 
Against  whose  ciiarms  faith  melteth  into  blood.  * 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 
Which  I  mistrusted  not :  Farewell  therefore,  Hero ! 
Re-enter  Benedick. 

Bene.  Count  Claudio  ? 

[1]  i.  e.  as  -wax  v?hcn  opposed  to  (he  fire  kindled  by  a  v^itch,  no  lougcr  preserves 
the  fijnre  cflhe  peronn  itwasdesiriied  to  represent,  but  flows  into  a  shapeless  lump  ; 
BO  firle!ity,  when  confronted  with  beauty,  dissolves  into  our  ruling  passion,  and  is 
lost  there  like  a  drop  of  water  in  the  sea.  STEK  VEXS. 
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Claud.  Yea,  the  sriiiie. 

Boic,  Conic,  will  you  g;o  with  me  ? 

Claud.  Whither  ?  ' 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own  busi- 
ness, count.  What  fashion  will  you  wear  the  garland  of? 
About  your  neck,  like  an  usurer's  chain  ?*  or  under  your 
arm,  like  a  lieutenant's  scarf?  You  must  wear  it  one  way, 
for  the  prince  hath  got  your  Hero. 

Claud.   1  wish  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Vv^h}^,  that's  spoken  like  an  honest  drover  ;  so 
they  sell  bullocks.  But  did  you  think,  the  prince  would 
have  served  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho  !  now  you  strike  the  blind  man  ;  'twas  the 
boy  that  stele  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat  the  post. 

Claud.   If  it  will  not  be.  Til  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fovA  !  Now  will  he  creep  into 
sedges. — But,  tliat  my  lady  Beatrice  should  know  me, 
and  not  know  me  !  The  prince's  fool! — Ha!  it  may  be, 
I  go  under  that  title,  because  I  am  merry. — Yea  ;  but  so  ; 
1  am  apt  to  do  myself  wrong  :  I  am  not  so  reputed :  it  is 
the  base,  the  bitter  disposition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts  the 
world  into  her  person,  and  so  gives  me  out.  Well,  Til  be 
revenged  as  I  rmy. 

Re-enUr  Don  Pedro,  Hero,  and  Leonato. 

D.  Pedro.  Now,  signior,  where's  the  count;  Did  \oii 
see  him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  1  have  played  the  pr.rt  of  lady 
Fame.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a  lo%9  in  ■  ■. 
warren  f  I  told  him,  and,  I  think,  I  told  him  true,  t^-^ 
your  grace  had  got  the  will  of  this  young  lady  ;  and  l 
offered  him  my  company  to  a  willow  tree,  either  to 
make  him  a  garland,  as  being  forsaken,  or  to  bind  him  up 
a  rod,  as  being  worthy  to  be  whipped. 


[2]  Chains  o{  go\<\,  of  considerable  value,  were  in  our  author's  time,  u^uallv 
worn  bj  wealth)-  citizen*,  and  others,  in  the  same  nrjanner  as  they  now  are,  on  pub- 
lic <'Cca-ion>,  by  the  AMermen  of  London.      REED. 

l':'j  A  parallel  thought  occurs  in  the  first  chapter  of /jflja^,  %^here  tLe  propue^ 
describing  the  desolation  of  Ji:iab.  says  :  "  The  daughter  of  Zion  is  left  ?.z  z  tio":- 
ta£,e  in  a  viueyaro,  as  a  lodge  in  a  garden  of  cucumbers,"  kc.  1  am  informed,  that 
near  Aleppo,  those  lonely  buildings  are  still  made  use  of,  it  being  necessary,  t;\wt 
the  fiel  Is  where  v  ater-meloas,  cucumbers,  (fee.  are  raise<i,  should  be  re.iX'ilarly 
watcheJ.  I  learn  from  Thomas  Nev.ton's  HtrbaU  to  the  Bible,  8vo.  1527,  that  "  so 
soone  as  the  cu:iimHt^rs,  SiC.  be  gathered,  tl.ese  lodges  are  abandonetl  of  the  watch- 
men and  keepers,  and  no  more  frequented."  From  these  forsaken  buildings,  it 
should  seem,  the  prophet  takes  bis  cQjnparison.     STEEVEJXS. 
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D.  Pedro.  To  be  whipped  !  What's  his  fault  ? 

Bene.  The  flat  transgression  of  a  school-boy  ;  who,  be- 
ing overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  nest,  shows  it  his  com- 
panion, and  he  steals  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  trust  a  transgression  ?  The 
transgression  is  in  the  stealer. 

Bene.  Yet,  it  had  not  been  amiss,  the  rod  had  been 
made,  and  the  garland  too  ;  for  the  garland  he  might 
have  worn  himself;  and  the  rod  he  might  have  bestowed 
on  you,  who,  as  1  take  it,  have  stol'n  his  bird's  nest. 

D.  Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  sing,  and  restore 
them  to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  singing  answer  your  saying,  by  my 
faith,  you  say  honestly. 

D.  Pedro.  The  lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to  you  ; 
the  gentleman,  that  danced  with  her,  told  her  she  is 
Hiuch  wronged  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  she  misused  me  past  the  endurance  of  a  block  ; 
an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it,  would  have  an- 
swered her  ;  my  very  visor  began  to  assume  life,  and  scold 
with  her :  She  told  me,  not  thinking  I  had  been  myself, 
that  I  was  the  prince's  jester  ;  that  I  was  duller  than  a 
great  thaw ;  huddling  jest  upon  jest,  with  such  impos- 
sible conveyance,  upon  me,  that  I  stood  like  a  man  at  a 
mark,  with  a  whole  army  shooting  at  me  :  She  speaks 
poniards,  and  every  word  stabs  :  if  her  breath  were  as 
terrible  as  her  terminations,  there  were  no  living  near 
her ;  she  would  infect  to  the  north  star.  I  would  not 
marry  her,  though  she  were  endowed  with  all  that  Adam 
had  left  him  before  he  transgressed  :  she  would  have 
made  Hercules  have  turned  spit ;  yea,  and  have  cleft  his 
club  to  make  the  fire  too.  Come,  talk  not  of  her;  you 
shall  find  her  the  infernal  Ate  in  good  apparel.  I  would 
to  God,  some  scholar  would  conjure  her  ;*  for,  certainly, 
while  she  is  here,  a  man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a 
-sanctuary  ;  and  people  sin  upon  purpose,  because  they 
would  go  thither;  so,  indeed,  all  disquiet,  horror,  and  per- 
turbation follow  her. 

Re-enter  Claudio,  and  Beatrice. 
j     D.  Pedro.  Look,  here  she  comes. 

Bene.    Will   your   grace  command  me  any  service  to 

[4]  As  Shakespeare  always  attributes  to  his  exorcitts  the  power  of  raising  spirits, 
he  gives  his  conjvrer,  in  this  place,  the  power  of  layicg  them.    M.  MASON. 
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the  world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  shghtest  errand  now 
to  the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  devise  to  send  me  on ;  I 
will  fetch  \ou  a  toothpicker  now  from  the  farthest  inch 
of  Asia ;  bring  you  the  length  of  Prester  John's  foot ; 
fetch  you  a  hair  oft'  the  great  Cham's  beard  ;  *  do  you  any 
embas'sage  to  the  Pigmies,  rather  than  hold  three  words 
conference  with  this  harpy  :  You  have  no  employment 
for  me  ? 

D.  Pedro.  None,  but  to  desire  your  good  company. 

Bene.  O  God,  sir,  here's  a  dish  I  love  not ;  I  cannot  en- 
dure my  lady  Tongue.  [Exit, 

D.  Pedro.  Come,  lady,  come  ;  you  have  lost  the  heart 
of  signior  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed,  my  lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while  ;  and  I 
gave  him  use  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  his  single  one : 
marry,  once  before,  he  won  it  of  me  with  false  dice, 
therefore  your  grace  may  well  say,  I  have  lost  it. 

D.  Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down,  lady,  you  have 
put  him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  should  do  me,  my  lord,  lest  I 
should  prove  the  mother  of  fools.  I  have  brought  count 
Claudio,  whom  you  sent  me  to  seek. 

D.  Ped.  Why,  how  now,  count  ?  v/herefore  are  you  sad? 

Claud.   Not  sad,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  How  then  ?  Sick  ? 

Claud.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Beat.  The  count  is  neither  sad,  nor  sick,  nor  merry, 
nor  well :  but  civil,  count ;  civil  as  an  orange,  and  some- 
thing of  that  jealous  complexion. 

D.  Pedro,  rfaith,  lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be  true  ; 
though,  I'll  be  sworn,  if  he  be  so,  his  conceit  is  false. — 
Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name,  and  fair  Hero 
is  won  ;  1  have  broke  v.ith  her  father,  and  his  good  will 
obtained  :  name  the  day  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee 
joy  ! 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with  her  my 
fortunes  :  his  grace  hath  made  the  match,  and  all  grace 
say  Amen  to  it ! 

Beat.   Speak,  count,  'tis  your  cue. 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy :  I  were 
but  little  happy,  if  1  could  say  how  much. — Lady,  as  you 

[5]  i.  e  I  will  undertake  the  most  .liil'.'ult  task  rafhn  than  have  any  conv«.:sa* 
tioDwith  lady  Beatrice.  Alluding  to  the  ditiiculty  o.  ai  •  •-=-  'o  either  Cf  thoe)( 
TJOnarchs,  bv.t  more  particularly  to  the  former.  STEEVEy*^. 
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are  mine,  I  am  3'O'jrs  :  1  give  away  myself  for  you,  and 
dote  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak,  cousin  ;  or,  if  you  cannot,  stop  his  mouth 
with  a  kiss,  and  let  him  not  speak,  neither. 

D.  Pedro.   In  faith,  lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  lord  ;  1  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it  keeps  on 
the  windy  side  of  care  : — My  cousin  tells  him  in  his  ear, 
that  he  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud.  And  so  she  doth,  cousin. 

Beat.  Good  lord,  for  alliance  ! — Thus  goes  every  one 
to  the  v.orld  but  I,  and  I  am  sun-burned;  1  may  sit  in  a 
corner,  and  cry,  heig-h  ho  !  for  a  husband. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  1  u'ouid  rather  have  one  of  your  father's  getting: 
hath  your  grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ?  Your  father 
got  excellent  husbands,  if  a  maid  could  come  by  them. 

D.  Pedro.   Will  you  have  me,  lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  lord,  unless  I  might  have  another  for 
^vorking-days  ;  your  grace  is  too  costly  to  wear  every  day  : 
But,  1  beseech  your  grace,  pardon  me  ;  I  was  born  to 
speak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

D.  Pedro.  Your  silence  most  offends  me,  and  to  be 
merry  best  becomes  you  5  for,  out  of  question,  you  were 
born  ill  a  merry  hour. 

Beat.  No,  sure,  my  lord,  my  mother  cry'd  ;  but  then 
tijere  was  a  star  danced,  and  under  that  was  I  born. — 
Cousiiis,  God  give  you  joy  ! 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  those  thing's  I  told  you  of? 

Beat,  i  cry  you  mercy,  uncle. — By  your  grace's  par- 
don. [Exit  Beatrice. 

D.  Pedro.   By  my  troth,  a  pleasant-spirited  lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in  her,* 
my  lord  :  she  is  never  sad,  but  when  she  sleeps  ;  and  not 
ever  sad  then;  fori  have  heard  my  daughter  say,  she 
hath  often  dreamed  of  unhappiness,''  and  waked  herself 
with  laughing. 

D.  Pedro.   She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  husband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means  ;  she  mocks  all  her  wooers  out 
of  suit. 

[5]  Thereof  litde.  of  th  f  me\anc.\\o\y  element  in  her,]  "Does  not  our  life  consist 
o^ iUefour  ehjnrnts''"''  sAy^  Sir  Toby,  \u  Twrfflh-Nkht.  So,  also  in  King  Hmrrf 
I':  "  He  i-i  pure  air  arni  fire,  and  the  dull  elements  of  earth  and  nuiter  never  appear 
in  him."  MAT,ONE. 

ffi]  Vnhnppiatis,-^^  wild,  Wantnn,  unlucky  trick.  WARBURTOISr. 
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D.  Pedro.  SliG  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  Lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week  mar- 
ried, they  would  talk  themselves  mad. 
.    D.  Pedro,  Count  Claudio,  v.lien    mean  you  to   go  to 
church  ? 

Claud.  To-morrow,  my  lord :  Time  goes  on  crutches, 
till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Lcoii.  Not  till  Monday,  my  dear  son,  which  is  hence 
a  j'.ist  sevcn-njg-ht  ;  and  a  time  too  brief  too,  to  have  all 
things  ansvvx-r  my  mind. 

1).  Pedro.  Come,  you  shake  the  head  at  so  long  a 
breathing;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the  time  shall 
not  go  dully  by  us  ;  I  will,  in  the  interim,  undertake  one 
of  Hercules'  labours  :  which  is,  to  bring  signior  Benedick, 
and  the  lady  Beatrice,  into  a  mountain  of  affection,  the  one 
with  the  otiier.  1  would  fain  have  it  a  match  ;  and  I  doubt 
not  but  to  fashion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  minister  such 
assistance  as  I  shall  give  you  direction. 

Leon.  My  lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  cost  me  ten 
nights'  watching?. 

Claud.  And  I,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  v/ill  do  any  modest  office,  my  lord,  to  help  my 
cousin  to  a  good  husband. 

D.  Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefuUest  hus- 
band that  I  know  :  thus  far  can  I  praise  him  ;  he  is  of  a. 
noble  strain,^  of  approved  valour,  and  confirmed  hon- 
est}'. 1  will  teach  you  how  to  humour  your  cousin,  that 
she  shall  fall  in  love  with  Benedick : — and  I,  with  your 
two  helps,  will  so  practice  on  Benedick,  that,  in  despite 
of  his  quick  wit  and  his  queasy  stomach,  he  shall  fall 
in  love  with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no 
longer  an  archer  ;  his  glory  shall  be  ours,  for  we  are 
the  only  love -gods.  Go  in  with  me,  and  I  will  tell  you 
my  drift.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Another  Room  in  Leonato's  House.     Enter  Don  John  and 

BORACHIO. 

D.  John.  It  is  so  ;  the  count  Claudio  shall  marry  the 
daughter  of  Leonato. 

Bora.   Yea,  my  lord  ;  but  I  can  cross  it. 

[7]  i.  e.  desceut,  lineage.  REED. 
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D.  John.  Any  bur,  nny  cross,  any  impediment  will  be 
medicinable  to  me  :  I  am  sick  in  displeasure  to  him  ;  and 
whatsoever  comes  athwart  his  affection,  ranges  evenly 
with  mine.     How  canst  thou  cross  this  marriage  ? 

Bora.  Not  honestly,  my  lord  ;  but  so  covertly  that  no 
dishonestj'^  shall  appear  in  me. 

D.  John,  Show  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordship,  a  year  since,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting-gentle- 
woman to  Hero. 

JD.  John.  I  remember. 

Bora.  1  can,  at  any  unseasonable  instant  of  the  night, 
appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's  chamber-window. 

D.  John.  What  life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  death  of  this 
marriage  ? 

Bora.  The  poison  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper.  Go 
you  to  the  prince  your  brother  ;  spare  not  to  tell  him, 
that  he  hath  wronged  his  honour  in  marrying  the  renown- 
ed Claudio  (whose  estimation  do  yon  mightily  hold  up)  to 
a  contaminated  stale,  such  a  one  as  Hero. 

D.  John.  What  proof  shall  I  make  of  that  ? 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  misuse  the  prince,  to  vex  Clau- 
dio, to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato  :  Look  you  for  any 
other  issue  ? 

D.  John.  Only  to  despite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any 
thing. 

Bora.  Go  then,  find  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw  Don  Pe- 
dro, and  the  count  Claudio,  alone  :  tell  them,  that  you 
know  that  Hero  loves  me  ;  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  ^  both 
to  the  prince  and  Claudio,  as — in  love  of  your  brother's 
honour  who  hath  made  this  match  ;  and  his  friend's  repu- 
tation, who  is  thus  like  to  be  cozened  with  the  semblance 
of  a  maid, — that  you  have  discovered  thus.  They  will 
scarcely  believe  this  without  trial  ;  offer  them  instances ; 
which  shall  bear  no  less  likelihood,  than  to  see  me  at  her 
chamber-window ;  hear  me  call  Margaret,  Hero  ;  hear 
Margaret  term  me  Borachio  ;  and  bring  them  to  see  this, 
the  very  night  before  the  intended  wedding :  for,  in  the 
mean  time,  I  will  so  fashion  the  matter,  that  Hero  shall 
be  absent ;  and  there  shall  appear  such  seeming  truths 
of  Hero's  disloyalty,  that  jealousy  shall  be  call'd  assurance, 
and  all  the  preparation  overthrown. 

[8]  Intend,  i.  e.  prclend.     So,  in  Kii>i  Richard  III : 

*'  InUndinz  deep  si>~pi<:i"n.-'  STEEVENS. 
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D,  John.  Grow  this  to  what  adverse  issue  it  can,  I  will 
put  it  in  practice  :  Be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and 
thy  fee  is  a  ttiousantl  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  you  constant  in  the  accusation,  and  my  cun- 
oing  shall  not  shame  me. 

L).  John.  1  will  presently  go  learn  their  day  of  mar- 
riage. [^Exeunt, 
SCENE  III. 
Leonato's  Garden.     Enter  Benedick  and  a  Boy. 

Bene.  Boy^r— 

Boy.  Signior. 

Bene.  In  my  chamber-window  lies  a  book  ;  bring  it 
hither  to  me  in  the  orchard.^ 

Boy.  I  am  here  already,  sir. 

Bene.  I  know  that ; — but  I  would  have  thee  hence,  and 
here  again.  {^Exit  Boy.] — 1  do  much  wonder,  that  one 
man,  seeing  how  much  another  man  is  a  fool  when  he 
dedicates  his  behaviours  to  love,  will,  after  he  hath  laughed 
at  such  shallow  follies  in  others,  become  the  argument  of 
his  own  scorn,  by  falling  in  love  :  And  such  a  man  is 
Claudio.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  music  with 
him  but  the  drum  and  trite  ;  and  now  had  he  rather  hear 
the  tabor  and  the  pipe  :  I  have  known,  when  he  would 
have  walked  ten  mile  afoot,  to  see  a  good  armour  ;  aiid 
now  will  he  lie  ten  nights  awake,  carving  the  fashion  of  a 
new  doublet.  He  was  wont  to  speak  i^.lain,  and  to  the 
purpose,  like  an  honest  man,  and  a  soldier  ;  and  now  is 
he  turn'd  ortnographer ;  his  words  are  a  very  fantasti- 
cal banquet,  just  so  many  strange  dishes.  May  I  be  so 
converted,  and  see  witli  these  eyes?  1  cannot  tell;  I 
thmk  not  :  I  will  not  be  sworn,  but  love  may  transfiM^m 
me  to  an  oyster  ;  but  I'll  take  my  oath  on  it,  till  he  have 
made  an  oyster  of  me,  he  shall  never  make  me  such  a 
fool.  One  woman  is  fair;  yet  i  am  well:  anothej-  is 
wise  ;  yet  1  am  well  :  another  virtuous  ;  yet  I  am  well : 
But  till  all  graces  be  in  one  woman,  one  woman  shall  not. 
come  in  my  grace.  Rich  she  shall  be,  that's  ceri:.in  j 
wise,  or  Til  none;  virtuous,  or  i'il  never  cheapen  bar  j 
fair,  or  I'll  never  look  on  her  ;  mild,  or  com^.  not  near 
me  ;  noble,  or  not  1  for  an  ang^l ;  of  good  discourse,  an 
excellent  musician,  and  her  hair  shall  be  of  what  colcur 

r9J  Gardens  were  auciti.tiv  nalle?   orcnaras.    tTJCEVi.NS. 

Vol.  IlL  E  ^. 
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it  please  (jou.'     Ila !  tlie  prince  and  monsieur  Love!  I 
will  hide  me  in  the  arbour.  [Withdraws, 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  and  Claudio. 

jD.  Pedro.   Come,  shall  we  hear  this  music  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord  : — how  still  the  evening  is, 
As  hush'd  on  purpose  to  grace  harmony ! 

D.  Pedro.   See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  himself? 

Claud.  O,  very  well,  my  lord  :   the  music  ended, 
We'll  ht  the  kid-fox  with  a  penny-worth.^ 

Enter  Balthazar,  with  music . 

D,  Pedro.  Come,  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  song  again. 

Balth.  O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  so  bad  a  voice 
To  slander  music  more  than  once. 

D.Pedro.  It  is  the  witness  still  of  excellency, 
To  put  a  strange  face  on  his  own  perfection  : — - 
I  pray  thee,  sing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Balth.  Because  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  sing : 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  suit 
To  her  lie  thinks  not  worthy ;  yet  he  woos  ; 
Yet  will  he  swear,  he  loves. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  come  : 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument, 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 
There's  not  a  note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting. 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  these  are  very  crotchets  that  he  speaks  ; 
Note,  notes,  forsooth,  and  noting!         •  [Music. 

Bene.  Now,  divine  air!  now  is  his  soul  ravished  ! — Is 
it  not  strange,  that  sheep's  guts  should  hale  souls  out  of 
men's  bodies  ? — Well,  a  horn  for  my  money,  when  all's 
done. 

[1]  Perhaps  Benedick  allmlestna  fashion,  very  common  in  the  time  of  Shake- 
speare, that  of  dying  the  hair.     STEEVENg. 

The  practice  of  dyin.?;  the  hair  was  one  of  those  fashions  so  frequent  before  and 
in  Queen  Elizabeth's  time,  as  to  be  thought  worthy  of  partictilar  animadversion 
from  the  pulpit.  In  the  Homily  against  excess  of  apparel,  B.  I  1547,  after  men- 
tioning the  common  excuses  of  some  nice  and  vain  v.oinen  for  painting  their  faces, 
dying  their  hair,  kc.  the  preacher  breaks  out  into  the  following  invective  :  "  Who 
can  paynte  her  face,  and  curie  her  heere,  and  ckaunge  it  into  an  unnalxiraU  cnloure, 
but  therein  doth  worke  reprofe  to  her  Maker  who  mnde  her'!  as  thoughe  she  coulda 
make  hersilfe  more  comelye  than  God  hath  appoynted  the  measure  of  her  beautie. 
What  do  these  women  but  go  about  to  refourme  that  which  God  hath  ma-'e  !  not 
Knowyng  that  all  thynges  natural!  is  the  worke  of  God  :  and  tbyngea  disguised  and 
unnatural  be  the  workes  of  the  devyll,"  &c.     REED. 

[2]  A  kid-fox  seems  to  be  no  more  than  a  young  fox  or  cuh.  Id  Ai  you  like  iff 
jrebave  the  expression  of—"  l«o  dc'^-aj^ej."    UITSON. 
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i 

Balthazar  sings. 
I. 

Balth.  i^igli  no  more,  ladies,  sigh  no  more^ 
jMen  were  deceivers  ever; 
One  foot  in  sea^  and  one  on  shore ; 
To  one  tiling  constant  never : 
The?!,  sigh  not  so, 
But  let''the!n  go. 
And  be  yon  bliih  and  boyiny  ; 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 
Into,  Hey  acnny,  nonny. 


Sing  no  more  ditiies, 

Of  dumps  so  dull  and  heavy  ; 
The  f\md  of  men  zvas  ever  so. 

Since  suinmer  Jirst  was  leavy. 
Tii<:n  sigh  not  so,  ^c. 


ir 


"O" 


D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  song; 

Balth.   ApA  an  ill  singer,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Ha  ?  no  ;  no,  faith  ;  thou  singest  well  enough 
for  a  shift. 

Bene.  [Aside.]  An  he  had  been  a  dog,  that  should  have 
howled  thus,  they  would  have  hanged  him  :  and,  I  pray 
God,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  niischief !  I  had  as  lief  have 
beard  the  night-raven,  come  what  plague  could  have 
come  after  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  marr}^  ;  [To  Claudio.] — Dost  thou 
hear,  Baltliazar?  I  pray  thee,  get  us  some  excellent  mu- 
sic ;  for  to-morrow  uight  we  vrould  have  it  at  the  lady 
Hero's  chamber-window. 

Bcdili.   The  best  I  can,  my  lord. 

D.Pedro.  Do  so:  farewell.  [Exe.  Balth.  ancZ  mw^zc] 
— Come  hitiier,  Leonato  :  What  was  it  you  told  me  of  to- 
day, that  your  niece  Beatrice  was  in  love  with  signior 
Benedick  ? 

Claud.  O,  ny: — Stalk  on,  stalk  on  ;  ^  tlie  fowl  sits. 
[Aside  to  Pedro.]  I  did  never  think  that  lady  would  have 
loved  any  man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I   neither ;    but    most   wonderful,    that 

[3]  This  )s  Eui  iilyisi'.oti  to  the  slaHc-ini^-horsr ;  a  hor>e  either  real  or  i'actiious,  b/-' 
yshizix  the  fowler  ancicutly  sheltercl  hirageU  rrccc  tiie  sight  of  t;,o  game. 

tTSEVBJfS. 
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she  should  so  dote  on   signior  Benedick,  whom  she  hath 
in  ail  outward  behaviours  seem'd  ever  to  abhor. 
Be}ie.  Is't  possible  ?  Sits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

[Aside. 
Leon.  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think 
of  it ;  but  that  she  loves  him  with  an  enraged  affection, — 
it  is  past  the  infinite  of  thought. 

D.  Pedro.  May  be,  she  doth  but  counterfeit. 
Claud.  'Faith,  like  enough. 
%Leon.  O  God  !   counterfeit !     There   never  was  coun- 
terfeit of  passoin  came  so  near  the  life  of  passion,  as  she 
discolfers  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  what  effects  of  passion  shows  she  ? 
Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well  ;  this  lish  will  bite.     [Aside* 
Leon.   What  effects,  my  lord  !     She  will  sit  you, — 
You  heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud.  She  did,  indeed.  ^ 

D.  Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  You  amaze  me  :  I 
would  have  thought  her  spirit  had  been  invincible  against 
all  assaults  of  affection. 

Leon.  I  would  have  sworn  it  had,  my  lord  ;  especially 
against  Benedick. 

Bene.  [Aside.']  I  should  think  this  a  gull,  but  that  the 
white -bearded  fellow  speaks  it :  knavery  cannot,  sure, 
hide  himself  in  such  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta'en  the  infection  ;  hold  it  up.    [Aside* 
D.  Pedro.  Hath  she  made  her  affection  known  to  Ben- 
edick ? 

Leon.  No  ;  and  swears  she  never  will :  that's  her  torment. 
Claud.  'Tis  true,  indeed  ;  so  your  daughter  says  :  Shall 
I,  says  she,  that  have  so  oft  encountered  him  with  scorn^ 
write  to  him  that  I  love  him  ? 

Leon.  This  says  she  now  when  she  is  beginning  to 
write  to  him  :  for  she'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  night ;  and 
there  will  she  sit  in  her  smock,  till  she  have  writ  a  sheet 
of  paper : — my  daughter  tells  us  all. 

Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  sheet  of  paper,  I  remember  a 
pretty  jest  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  O, — when  she  had  writ  it,  and  was  reading  it 
over,  she  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice  between  the 
sheet  ?— 

Claud.  That. 

Leon.  O,  she  tore  the  letter  into  a  thousand  halfpence  ; 
railed  at  herself,  that  she  should  be  so  immodest  to  write 
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to  one  that  she  knew  would  flout  her  :  /  measure  him, 
says  she,  by  my  own  spirit ;  for  I  should  jiout  him,,  if  he 
writ  to  me ;  yea^  though  I  love  him,  I  should. 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  she  falls,  weeps, 
sobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays,  curses  i-^-O 
sweet  Benedick !  God  give  me  patience  ! 

Leon.  She  doth,  indeed  ;  my  daughter  says  so  :  and  the 
ecstacy  hath  so  much  overborne  her,  that  my  daughter  is 
sometime  afraid  she  will  do  a  desperate  outrage  to  her- 
self; It  is  very  true. 

D.  Pedro.  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by- 
some  other,  if  she  will  not  discover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  He  would  but  make  a  sport  of  it, 
and  torment  tire  poor  lady  worse. 

D.  Pedro.  An  he  should,  it  were  an  alms  to  hang  him  : 
She's  an  excellent  sweet  lady  ;  and,  out  of  all  suspicion, 
she  is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  she  is  exceeding  wise. 

D.  Pedro.   In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  my  lord,  wisdom  and  blood  combating  in  so 
tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that  blood  hath 
the  victory.*  I  am  sorry  for  her,  as  I  have  just  cause, 
being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

D.  Pedro.  I  v/ould,  she  had  bestow^ed  this  dotage  on 
me  ;  I  would  have  daff'd  all  other  respects,  *  and  made  her 
half  myself:  I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of  it.  and  hear 
what  he  will  say. 

Leon.   Were  it  good,  think  you  ? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks  surely,  she  will  die  :  for-she  says, 
she  will  die  if  he  love  her  not;  and  she  will  die  ere  she 
make  her  love  known  ;  and  she  vvill  die  if  he  woo  her,  ra- 
ther than  she  will  bate  one  breath  of  her  accustomed 
crossness. 

D.  Pedro.  She  doth  well :  if  she  should  make  tender 
of  her  love,  'tis  very  possible  he'll  scorn  it;  for  the  man, 
as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  spirit.  ® 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

D.  Pedro.   He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  outward  happiness. 

Claud.   'Fore  God,  and  in  my  mind,  very  wise. 

D.  Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  show  some  sparks  that  are 
like  wit. 

[4j  Blood  is  here,  as  in  mauy  other  places,  u.<ed  by  our  author  in  the  sense  of 
pasvi.i.  or  ratiier  temperamcL'  ••    hcd-^.  .\JAL0NB 

[6  Jo  dqff\<  Vie  sime  a>  to  diff,  to  do  iff.  to  put  a?i.  e  STEEVENS 

[61  1.  e.  a  temotr  inclinei:  to  scorn  and  contemt  t.     It  has  been  be-bre  rert.arked, 
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Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

D.  Pedro.  As  Hector,  1  assure  you  :  and  in  the  man- 
aging of  quarrels  jou  may  say  he  is  wise  ;  for  either  he 
avoids  them  with  great  discretion,  or  undertakes  them 
wkii  a  most  christian-like  fear. 

Leon,  if  he  do  fear  God,  he  must  necessarily  keep 
peace  ;  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a 
quarrel  with  fear  and  trembhng. 

D.  Pedro.  And  so  will  he  do  ;  for  the  man  doth  fear 
God,  howsoever  it  seems  not  in  him,  by  some  large  jests 
he  will  make.  Well,  I  am  sorry  for  your  niece  :  Shall 
we  go  see  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of  her  love  ? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord ;  let  her  wear  it  out 
with  good  counsel. 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impossible  ;  she  may  wear  her  heart 
out  first. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  we'll  hear  further  of  it  by  your  daugh- 
ter ;  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Benedick  well  ;  and  I 
could  wish  he  would  modestly  examine  himself^  to  see 
how  much  he  is  unworthy  so  good  a  lady. 

Leon.  My  lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 

Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will  never 
trust  my  expectation.  [Aside. 

D.  Pedro.  Let  tiiere  be  the  same  net  spread  for  her ; 
and  that  must  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewoman  carry. 
The  sport  will  be,  when  they  hold  one  an  opinion  of  an- 
other's dotage,  and  no  such  matter;  that's  the  scene  that 
I  would  see,  which  will  be  merely  a  dumb  show.  Let  us 
send  her  to  call  him  in  to  dinner.  [Aside. 

[Exe.  D.  Ped.  Claud,  and  Leon. 
Benedick  advances  from  the  arbour. 

Bene.  This  can  be  no  trick  :  The  conference  was  sadly 
Ijorne. — They  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero.  They 
seem  to  pity  the  lady;  it  seems,  her  aflections  have  their 
full  bent.  Love  me  !  w^hy,  it  must  be  requited.  I  hear, 
how  I  am  censured  :  they  say,  I  will  bear  myself  proudly, 
if  •  perceive  the  love  come  from  her  ;  they  say  too,  that 
she  will  rather  die  than  give  any  sign  of  afl'ection. — I  did 
never  think  to  marry  : — I  must  not  seem  ])roud  : — happy 
are  they  that  hear  their  detractions,  and  can  put  them  to 
mo.nding.  They  say,  the  lady  is  fair  ; — 'tis  a  truth,'  I 
can  bear  them  witness  :  and  virtuous  ; — 'tis  so,  f  cannot 
reprove  it  ;  and  wise,  but  for  loving  me  : — By  my  troth, 
it  is  no  addition  to  her  wit  j — nor  no  great  argument  of 
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her  folly,  for  I  will  be  horribly  ii)  love  with  her. — I  niajr 
chance  have  some  odd  quirks  and  remnants  of  wit  broken 
on  me,  because  I  have  riiied  so  long  against  marriage  : 
But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ?  A  man  loves  the  ni^ 
in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot  endure  in  his  age  :  SIfM 
quips,  and  sentences,  and  these  paper  bullets  otthe  brain, 
awe  a  man  from  the  career  of  iiis  humour?  No:  The 
world  must  be  peopled.  When  I  said,  1  would  die  a 
'iachelor,  I  did  not  think  I  should  live  till  1  were  married. 
— Here  comes  Beatrice  :  By  this  day,  she's  a  fair  lady  : 
I  do  spy  some  marks  of  love  in  her. 
Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Against  my  will,  I  am  sent  to  bid  you  come  in  to 
dinner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanks,  than  you 
take  pains  to  thank  me  ;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I  would 
not  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleasure  in  the  message  ? 

Beat.  Yea ;  just  so  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  choke  a  daw  withal  : — You  have  no 
stomach,  signior  ;  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Ha  !  Against  my  rscill  I  am  sent  to  hid  you  come  to 
dinner — there's  a  double  meaning  in  that.  /  took  no  more 
pains  for  those  thanks^  than  you  took  pains  to  thank  me — 
that's  as  much  as  to  say.  Any  pains  that  I  take  for  you 
is  as  easy  as  thanks  : — If  I  do  not  take  pity  of  her,  1  am 
a  villain  ;  if  1  do  not  love  her,  1  am  a  Jew  :  1  will  go  get 
her  picture.  [Exit, 


ACT  III. 

SCENTE  I. — Leonato's  Garden.    £n<cr  Hero,  Margaret, 

and  Ursula. 

Hero. 

GOOD  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour  ; 

There  thou  shalt  tind  my  cousin  Beatrice, 

Proposing  with  the  prince  and  Claudio  J 

Whisper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Ursula 

Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  discourse 

[71  Proposing  is  conversing,  from  the  French  word />rff;?05,  discourse,  taK'. 

''  ■•  5TEEVENS. 
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Is  all  of  her;  say,  that  thou  overhcardst  us  ; 
*And  bid  her  steal  into  the  pleached  bower, 
Where  honey-suckles,  ripen'd  by  the  sun, 
Forbid  the  sun  to  enter  ; — like  favourites, 

de  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
^gaint  that  power  that  bred  it : — there  will  she  hide  her, 
To  listen  our  propose  :®  This  is  thy  office, 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Mar.  I'll  make  her  come,  I  warrant  you,  presently.  [&. 

Hero.   Now,  Ursula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down, 
Our  talk  must  only  be  of  Benedick  : 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praise  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit. 
My  talk  to  thee  must  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  sick  in  love  with  Beatrice  :  Of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made. 
That  only  wounds  by  hearsay.     Now  begin  ; 

Enter  Beatrice,  behind. 
For  look  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Close  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conference. 

Urs.   The  pleasant'st  angling  is  to  see  the  lish 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  silver  stream. 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait : 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice  ;   who  even  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture  : 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lose  nothing 
Of  the  false  sweet  bait  that  we  lav  for  it. — 

[They  achance  to  the  bower. 
No,  truly,  Ursula,  she  is  too  disdainful ; 
I  know,  her  spirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  haggards  of  tJ.e  rock.^ 

t/r.s.    But  are  you  sure, 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  so  entirely? 

Hero.   So  <ays  the  priace,  and  vny  ncvv-trothed  lord. 

Ur:^.    And  did  they  bid  you  ti^ll  her  of  it,  madai:;  ? 

f8|  Set;  the  precpiling  note.  STEKViLN"-' 
9]  T  T  ervil'e.  iu  his  h.jok  of  r'a'  fl?!*,!/  lf>75,  tells  ns,  \]W  •' the 'is/I?-''"'^  oth 
come  from  ■V,i-ei.;ri  parts  a  siranier  am'  a  passr;  •'(■r  ;"  ant!  Luiharo,  who  '■•  (-(^^e-  i':or 
him,  s'ly-.,  -hai,  "  sht.  '-.ee  s  iii  sut.iHftioi;  the  mos*  var-'  of  a'i  '.he  fo'^)  '  ■i:V  tly,  ;n- 
BOfiJU'Va  thn'  'm? '^-el  j^cntle,  l:er  iiati;P4i  an' i-hip-'est  ■•o-PKUition.  fla"*'-  i.nl  ■  ome 
we-ir  tn-4t  roast  w.iere  she  iKeth.  tKn*  sit  h  :  (.iic*  pl-ioe  •  here  she  sf  jr)''('':i  Such  is 
the  -redtnt  :s  of  !;5>;'  spirit,  a'le.  vH!  not  ad/nit  of  anu  societi/y  until  uuch  a  lime  as  na- 
ture worketh,"  6ic.    STlilEVEJV!?. 
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Hero.  They  did  entreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it : 
But  1  persuaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick, 
To  wish  him  wrestle  with  affection, 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urs.   Why  did  you  so  ?  Doth  not  the  gentleman         fft 
Deserve  as  fall,  as  fortunate  a  bed, 
As  ever  Beatrice  shall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  god  of  love!  I  know,  he  doth  deserve 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 
But  nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  stuff  than  that  of  Beatrice  : 
Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes. 
Misprising  what  they  look  on  ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itself  so  higlily,  that  to  her 
All  matter  else  seems  weak  :  she  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  affection, 
She  is  so  self-endeared. 

Urs.  Sure,  1  think  so  ; 
And  therefore,  certainly,  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  lest  she  make  sport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why,  you  speak  truth  :   I  never  yet  saw  maDs 
How  wise,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featur'd, 
But  she  would  spell  him  backward:'  if  fair  fac'd, 
She'd  swear,  the  gentleman  should  be  her  sister; 
If  black,  why,  nature,  drawing  of  an  antick. 
Made  a  foul  blot :   if  tall,  a  lance  ill-headed  ; 
If  low,  an  agate^  very  vilely  cut  : 
If  speaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds  j 
If  silent,  why,  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  she  every  man  the  wrong  side  out  ; 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue,  that 
Which  simpleness  and  merit  purchaseth. 

Urs.   Sure,  sure,  such  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero.  No  :  not  to  be  so  odd,  and  from  all  fashions, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable  : 
But  who  dare  tell  her  so  ?    If  I  should  speak, 
She'd  mock     me  into  air;  O,  she  would  laugh  me 


[IJ  Alluding  to  the  practice  of  witches  in  utterin?  iirnyers.     >TEEV  E^.-. 

[21  Our  author  has  himself,  in  another  place,  ccmpaveu  a  vtrp  little  inantmn 
agate  "  Thou  T\horsnn  mandrake,  («ays  Fal-tatf  to  his  pn^' ,)  thou  art  fitter  to  be 
worn  in  my  '-ap,  than  to  wait  at  mv  heels.  I  never  >ras  so  -,nan'd  with  an  agatf  till 
now."  Hero  means  no  more  than'  this  :  "  If  a  man  he  low.  Beatrice  will  say,  tha'- 
iic  is  as  diminutive  and  nnhappily  formed  as  an  ill-cut  afiate." 

It  appears  from  the  pa^sa-je  just  quoted,  that  agates  rrere  conntnonly  ■worn  in 
Shakespeare's  time,     MALONE. 

8  Vol.  III. 
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Out  of  myself,  pro:HS  mo  to  death  Avitli  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  cover'd  fire, 
Consume  away  ia  sighs,  waste  inwardly  : 
^were  a  better  deatli  tlian  die  v/ith  mocks  ; 
J^hicli  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Urs.  Yet  teil  her  of  it ;  hear  what  she  v»'ill  say. 

Hero.  No  ;  rather  1  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counsel  him  to  fight  against  his  passion  : 
And,  truly,  Til  devise  fomc  honest  slanders 
To  stain  my  cousin  with  :  One  doth  not  know. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking. 

Urs.  O,  do  not  do  your  cousin  such  a  wrong, 
hihe  cannot  be  so  much  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  so  swift  and  excellent  a  wit, 
As  she  is  priz'd  to  have,)  as  to  refuse 
t'o  rare  a  gentleman  as  signior  Benedick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urs.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me,  madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy  ;  signior  Benedick, 
For  shape,  for  bearing,  argument^  and  valour, 
Goes  foremost  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero.   Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urs.  His  excellence  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it. — 
When  are  you  married,  madam  ? 

Hero.  Why,  every  day  ; — to-morrow  :   Come,  go  in  j 
ril  shov/  thee  some  attires  ;  and  have  thy  counsel. 
Which  is  the  best  to  furnish  me  to-morrow. 

Urs.  Slie's  lim'd,  I  warrant  j'ou  ;  we  have  caught  her. 
madam. 

Hero.   If  it  prove  so,  then  loving  goes  by  haps  : 
Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  some  with  traps. 

[^Exc^int  Hero  and  Ursula. 
Beatrice  advancing. 

Beat.  W^liat  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?*  Can  this  be  true  ? 
Stond  I  condemned  for  pride  and  scorn  so  much  ? 
Contempt,  fareAvell  !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu  ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  such. 
And,  Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee  ; 
Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  ;* 

[3j  This  word  seems  here  to  s;i[;,nify  discourse,  or  the  ponirs  of  reasoninrr, 

JOHNSON 
l-X]  AlliKling  to  a  proverbial  sayinc  of  the  common  peoidc,  Uiat  their  ears  burn, 
whPi!  olliers  are  tall;;n;r  ni'  them.     JOHNSON. 
[5J    This  imsse  is  taLea  from  idlcouty.     She  had  bcea  chjirsed  TvUti  l.e!?: 
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If  thou  dost  love,  my  kindness  shall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band  : 
For  others  say,  thou  dost  deserve  ;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  [Exif^ 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  I/'iLeoxato's  House.     Enter  Don  Pedro,  ClaudiOj 

Benedick,  and  Leonato. 

D.  Pedro.  I  do  but  stay  till  your  marriage  be  consum- 
mate, and  then  I  go  toward  Arragon. 

Claud.  I'll  bring  you  thither,  my  lord,  if  you'll  vouch- 
safe me. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  tiiat  would  be  as  great  a  soil  in  the  new 
gloss  of  your  marriage,-  as  to  show  a  child  his  new  coat, 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be  bold  with 
Benedick  for  his  company  ;  for,  from  the  crown  of  his 
head  to  the  sole  of  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth  ;  he  hath 
twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  bow-string,  and  the  little 
hangman^  dare  not  shoot  at  him  :  he  hath  a  heart  as 
sound  as  a  bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the  clapper  ;  for  what 
h':5  heart  thinks,  his  tongue  speaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  sa}^  I ;  methinks,  you  arc  sadder. 

C'dud.  I  hope,  he  be  in  love. 

D.  Pedro.  Hang  him,  truant ;  there's  no  true  drop  of 
blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love  :  if  he  be  sad, 
he  wants  money. 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 

D.  Pedro.   Draw  it. 

Bsnc.  Ilaug  it ! 

Claud.  You  must  hang  it  first,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 

D.  Pedro.  What  ?  sigh  for  the  tooth-ach  ? 

Leon.   Where  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm  ? 

Bene.  Weil,  every  one  can  master  a  grief,  but  he  that 
has  it. 

Claud.   Yet  say  I,  he  is  in  love. 

D.  Pedro.  There  i.s  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him, 
unless  it  be  a  fancy  that   he  hath  to  strange  disguises  ; 

8>  viit  as  liagzards  of  i\e.  rock  ;  she  therefore  says,  that  n-Ud  as  hbc  !uart  is,  she 
■will  tnmi  it  to  the  hand.     JOHX?OX. 
{6j  This  character  of  Cupid  came  from  the  .-^rc/jj;-:  of  Sir  Phiii?  Sidaej  : 
"  Millions  of  yeares  this  oI'J  riri  I  ell  Cupid  lives; 
•'  While  still  m  '.e  -rrret  .h.  mere  ;%ickfe!i  he  doth  jirove : 

"  Till  now  at  U-nph  that  Jove  him  office  gives, 
"  (At  Jiiao's  suite,  who  nui-ls  did  Arpiis  love.) 
**  Til  tins  our  worM  a  'laiewara  for  to  be 
"  Of  all  lh032  fook'o  tb.it  -vili  have  bill  they  see."    FAR.'MER. 
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as  to  be  a  Dutchman  to-day  ;  a  Frenchman  to-morrow ; 
or  in  the  shape  of  two  countries  at  once,  as  a  German  from 
the  waist  downward,  all  slops  ;'  and  a  Spaniard  from  the 
hip  upward,  no  doublet :  Unless  he  have  a  fancy*  to  this 
foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as 
you  would  have  it  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  some  woman,  there  is 
no  believing  old  signs  :  He  brushes  his  hat  o'  mornings  j 
What  should  that  bode  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  any  man  seen  him  at  the  barber's  ? 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  seen  with 
him ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  alreadj 
stuffed  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by  the  loss 
of  a  beard. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himself  with  civet :  Can  you 
smell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  The  sweet  youth's  in 
love. 

D.  Pedro.  The  greatest  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wash  his  face  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himself?  for  the  which,  I 
hear  what  they  say  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jesting  spirit  ;  which  has  now 
crept  into  a  lute  string^  and  now  governed  by  stops. 

D.  Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him  : 
Conclude,  conclude,  he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

D.  Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too  ;  I  warrant,  one  that 
knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions  ;  and,  in  despite  of 
all,  dies  for  him. 

[7]  So,  in  Greene's  FarencU  to  FoUi),  1P17 :  •'  V'Ip  are  almost  as  fantastic  as  th« 
English  gentleman  that  i«  painted  with  a  [)air  of  sheers  in  his  hand,  as  not  being  re- 
eolved  after  what  fashion  to  have  his  coat  cut."  Again,  in  The  Seven  deadly  Sir.ms 
of  London,  by  Thoma;^  Decker,  160G  :  "  For  ar  Englishman's  siite  is  like  a  traitor'B 
bodie  that  hath  been  hanged,  (irawne,  and  quartered,  and  is  set  up  in  several!  places. 
bis  codpiecs  is  in  Denmarke;  the  collororhis  dublct  and  the  belly,  in  France  :  (he 
wing  and  narrow  sleeve,  in  Italy  :  the  short  wastp  hangs  ouer  a  Dutch  botcher's 
stall  in  Utrich  ;  his  huge  sloppes  speaks  Spanish  :  Polonia  gives  him  the  bootes, 
&c — and  thus  we  mock  euerie  nation,  for  keeping  one  fashion,  j^et  steale  palchea 
from  euerie  one  of  thorn,  to  pee<(^  ovit  our  pride;  and  are  now  laiigliing-stocks  to 
them,  because  their  cut  so  scurvily  becomes  us."    STERVLA^S. 

Sluj's  are  large  loose  breeches,  or  tron'xers,  worn  only  by  sailors  at  present. 

[y]  Here  is  a  play  upon  the  v/ordj'ana/,  which  Shakespeare  uses  for  love  as  well 
33  for /»H7?/o?/r,  caprice,  or  nff'ecl at iun.     JOHNSON. 

['.)j  /.oi'/'-song'-  in  our  author's  time  were  generally  sung  to  the  music  of  the  late. 
So,  in  King  He ,01  ' r.  V.  I  : 

'• as  melaucholy  aa  an  old  Ilor,  or  a  lovefs  /wff."    MALO^^E. 
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D.  Pedro.  She  shall  be  buried  with  her  face  upwards'. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach. — Old 
signior,  walk  aside  with  me  ;  I  have  studied  eig-ht  or  nine 
wise  words  to  speak  to  you.  which  these  hobby-horses 
must  not  hear.  [^Exe.  Bene,  and  Leon. 

D.  Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about  Bea- 
trice. 

Claud.  'Tis  even  so  :  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by  this 
played  their  parts  with  Beatrice  ;  and  then  the  two  bears 
will  not  bite  one  another,  when  they  meet. 
Enter  Don  John. 

D.  John.  My  lord  and  brother,  God  save  you. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  den,  brother. 

D.  John.  If  3'our  leisure  served,  I  would  speak  with  you, 

jD.  Pedro.   In  private  ? 

D.  John.  If  it  please  you  ; — yet  count  Claudio  may 
hear  ;  for  what  I  would  speak  of,  concerns  him. 

D.  Pedro.   What's  the  matter  ? 

D.  John.  Means  your  lordship  to  be  married  to-mor- 
row ?  [To  Claudio. 

D.  Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

D.  John.   I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what  I  know, 

Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you,  dis- 
cover it. 

D.  John.  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not ;  let  that  appear 
hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  will  now  mani- 
fest :  For  my  brother,  I  think,  he  holds  you  well :  and  in 
dearness  of  heart  hath  help  to  effect  your  ensuing  mar- 
riage :  surely,  suit  ill  spent,  and  labour  ill  bestowed ! 

D.  Pedro.   Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

D.  John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you  ;  and,  circumstances 
shortened,  (for  she  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of,)  the 
lady  is  disloyal. 

Claud.  Who  ?  Hero  ? 

D.  John.  Even  she  ;  Leonato's  Hero,  your  Hero,  every 
man's  Hero. 

Claud.   Disloyal? 

D.  John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wick- 
edness ;  I  could  say,  she  were  wors?^  ;  think  you  of  a 
worse  title,  and  1  will  fit  her  to  it.  Wonder  not  till  fur- 
ther warrant :  go  but  with  me  to-night,  you  shall  see  her 
chamber-window  entered :  even  the  night  before  her 
wedHing-d3v  •  if  you  love  her  then,  to-morrow  wed  her; 
hut  it  would  better  tit  your  honour  to  change  your  mind 
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Claud,  May  tliis  be  so  ? 

D.  Pedro.   I  will  not  think  it. 

D.  John.  If  you  dare  not  trust  that  you  see,  confess  not 
that  you  know  :  if  you  will  follow  me,  1  will  show  j^ou 
enough  ;  and  wlien  you  have  seen  more,  and  heard  more, 
proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  U  i  see  any  thing  to-night  why  I  should  not 
marry  her  to-morrow  ;  in  the  congregation,  where  I 
should  wed,  there  will  I  shame  her. 

D.  Pedro.  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  will 
join  with  thee  to  disgrace  her. 

D.  Jokn.  i  w^ili  liisparage  her  no  farther,  till  you  are 
m\  witnesses  :  bear  it  coldly  but  till  midnight,  and  let  the 
issue  show  itself 

D.  Pedro.   O  day  iintowardly  turned  ! 

Clatid.   O  mischief  strangely  thwarting! 

D.  John.  O  plague  right  well  prevented  ! 
So  will  you  say,  when  you  have  seen  the  sequel.       [Exe. 

SCENE  III. 

Jl  Street.     Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges,  with  the  Watch. 

Dogh.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Ferg.  Yea,  or  else  it  were  pity  but  they  should  suffer 
salvation,  body  and  soul. 

Dogb.  Nay,  that  were  a  punishment  too  good  for  them, 
if  they  should  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  being  chosen 
for  the  prince's  watch. 

Verg.  Weil,  give  them  their  charge,  neighbour  Dog- 
berry. 

Dogh.  First,  who  think  you  the  most  desartless  man  to 
be  constable. 

1  Watch.  Hugh  Oatcake,  sir,  or  George  Seacoal ;  for 
they  can  write  and  read. 

Dosb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacoal  :  God  hath 
blessed  j'ou  wi'n  a  good  name  :  to  be  a  well-favoured  nsan 
is  the  gift  of  fonune  ;  but  to  write  and  read  comes  by 
nature. 

2  Watch.  Both  which,  master  constable, — 

Dogb.  You  have  ;  I  knew  it  would  ])e  your  answer. 
Well,  for  your  favour,  sir,  why,  give  God  t^>anks,  ond 
make  no  boast  of  it;  and  for  your  writing  and  jeading.  (et 
that  appear  when  ther^^  i^^  ?.o  arc!  ot  such  vanitv-  You  re 
thought  here  to  be  the  most  senseless  and  tat  man  for  the 
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con.-table  of  tlie  walcli  ;  lliGrefore  boar  yon  \ho  lantern  ; 
This  is  your  charg'e  ;  You  shall  coinprclicnd  all  vagrom 
men;  you  are  to  bid  any  man  stand,  in  the  prince's  name. 

2   IVatch.   How  if  he  will  not  stand  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him  go  ; 
and  presently  call  the  rest  of  the  watch  together,  and 
thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

^>r«f.  If  he  will  not  stand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is  none 
of  the  prince's  subjects. 

Dosh.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but  the 
prince's  subjects  : — You  shall  also  make  no  noise  in  the 
streets  ;  for,  for  the  watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is  most 
lolera{)le  and  not  to  be  endured. 

2  Watch.  We  will  rather  sleep  than  talk;  we  know 
what  belongs  to  a  watcli. 

Dcgb.  V^'hy,  you  speak  like  an  ancient  and  most  quiet 
watchman  ;  for  1  cannot  see  how  sleeping  should  offend  : 
onl}^  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be  not  stolen  :' — Well, 
you  are  to  call  at  the  ale-houses,  and  bid  these  that  are 
drunk  get  them  to  bed. 

2   Watch.  Mow  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  let  them  alone  till  they  are  sober ;  if 
they  make  you  not  then  the  better  answer,  you  may  say, 
they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them  for. 

2   Watch.  Well,  sir. 

Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  suspect  him,  by 
virtue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man  :  and,  for  such 
kind  of  men,  the  less  you  meddle  or  make  with  them, 
why,  the  more  is  for  your  honesty. 

2  Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  shall  we  not 
lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Doi'b.  Truly,  by  your  office  you  may  ;  but,  I  think, 
they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defiled:  the  most  peaceable 
way  fjr  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is,  to  let  hhn  show  him- 
self what  he  is,  and  steal  out  of  your  company. 

Vcrg.  You  have  always  been  called  a  merciful  man, 
partner. 

Dogb.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  will  ; 
much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honesty  in  him. 

Verg.  If  yon  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you  must 
call  to  the  nurse,  and  bid  her  still  it. 

fl]  A  biin'i  3;i!)  carried  by  tiiewatclimen  at  Lii'bfield.  it  v, as  iiie  old  weapon  of 
F,D^li«h  iiifaiHrv,  vliie'a,  says  Temj>'t .  £:avt  the  most  ghastly  and  deplorable  n'ovndt. 
It  may  be  called  stctiru  fa'cata.    J  OH  i^  SON. 
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2  Watch.  How,  if  the  nurse  be  asleep,  and  will  not 
hear  us  ?* 

Dogb.  Why  then,  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the  child 
wake  her  with  crjdng :  for  the  ewe  that  will  not  hear  her 
lamb  when  it  baes,  will  never  answer  a  calf  when  he  bleats. 

Ferg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  You,  constable, 
are  to  present  the  prince's  own  person  :  if  you  meet  the 
prince  in  the  night,  you  may  stay  him. 

Ferg.  Nay,  by'rlady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  shilhngs  to  one  on't,  with  any  man  that 
knows  the  statutes,  he  may  stay  him  :  marry,  not  without 
the  prince  be  willing  :  for,  indeed,  the  watch  ought  to  of- 
fend no  man  ;  and  it  is  an  offence  to  stay  a  man  against 
his  will. 

Ferg.  By'rlady,  I  think,  it  be  so. 

Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  masters,  good  night :  an 
there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me  :  keep 
your  fellows'  counsels  and  your  own,  and  good  night. — 
Come,  neighbour. 

2  Watch.  Well,  masters,  we  hear  our  charge  :  let  us 
go  sit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  two,  and  then  all 
to  bed. 

Dogb.  One  word  more,  honest  neighbours :  I  pray 
you,  watch  about  signior  Leonato's  door  ;  for  the  wed- 
ding being  there  to-morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to- 
night :  Adieu,  be  vigilant,  I  beseech  you. 

{Excu7it  Dogb.  and  Verg. 
Enter  Borachio  and  Conrai>e. 

Bora.  What !  Conrade, — 

Watch.  Peace,  stir  not.  [Aside. 

Bora.  Conrade,  I  say  ! 

Conr.  Here,  man,  1  am  at  thy  elbow. 
'    Bora.  Mass,  and   my  elbow  itched ;  I  thought,  there 
would  a  scab  follow. 

[2]  It  is  not  impossible  but  that  part  of  this  scene  was  intenrted  as  a  burlesque  on 
The  Statutes  of  the  Streets,  1595.  A  mon?  (hesf>  1  firfd  the  following  :  "  22.  Ko  nian 
shall  blows  any  horue  in  the  night,  wiMun  this  citie,  or  -svhistle  affer  the  houre  of 
nyne  of  the  clock  in  the  night,  under  paite  of  unprisonment."— '*  23.  No  man  shall 
use  to  go  with  visoures,  or  disi^uieed  by  night,  under  like  paine  o!  imprisonment  " — 
"24.  Made  that  night  walkers,  and  evisiiroppe.-s,  'ike  punishmfnt." — "  25  No 
hammer-man,  as  a  smith,  pewterer.  a  founder,  and  all  artittcers  making  great  sound, 
shall  not  worke  after  the  houre  of  nynjj  at  nigiu,  &c." — "30  No  man  sliall,  a'ier 
the  lioure  of  nyne  at  night,  keepe  aiiy  rule,  t^herebv  any  such  8;i')'laiue  outcry  be 
made  li'  the  still  of  the  night,  as  makin*  -kiv  aSnv,  cr  bealiriS  his  wy''f  or  servant, 
or '<!rigins^,  or  revyling  in  his  hou>-.e  to  'he  disturbance  of  nis  ceighbours,  uader 
payae  of  iiis.  iiiid."  &c.  &c.    STEE YENS. 
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Conr.  I  will  owe  tiicc  an  answer  for  tliat  ;  and  nc">'  for 
ward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  close  tiien  under  this  pent-house 
for  it  drizzles  rain  ;  and  1  will,  like  a  true  drunkard,  ut- 
ter all  to  thee. 

Watch.  [Aside.]  Some  treason,  masters  ;  j^et  stand  close. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John  a 
thousand  ducats. 

Co7ir.   Is  it  possilile  that  any  villan}-  should  be  so  dear? 

Bora.  Thou  shouldst  rather  n?k,  if  it  ivere  possible  any 
rillany  should  be  so  rich  ;  for  wlien  rich  Yiilains  have  need 
of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  v.'hat  price  the}'  will. 

Conr.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bern.  That  shcv/s,  thou  art  unconfirmed  :^  Thou 
knowe?t,  thai  the  fashion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  h-at.  or  a 
cloak,  is  nothing-  to  a  m.an. 

Conr.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean,  the  fashion. 

Coiir.   Yes,  the  fashion  is  the  fashion. 

Bora.  Tush  !  I  may  as  well  say,  the  fool's  the  fooL 
But  sec'st  thou  not  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fashion  is  ? 

Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed ;  he  ha.s  been  a  vile 
thief  this  seven  year;  he  goes  up  and  down  like  a  gen- 
tleman :   I  remember  his  name. 

Bora.  Didst  thou  not  hear  some  body  ? 

Conr.  No ;   'twas  the  vane  on  the  house. 

Bora.  Seest  thou  not,  1  sa}-,  what  a  deformed  thief  tin? 
fishion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  ail  the  hot  bloods, 
between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty?  sometime,  fi.-h- 
ioning  them  like  Pharaoh's  soldiers  in  the  reechy  paiLt- 
ing  ;'  sometimes,  like  god  BeFs  priests  in  the  old  churck 
window  ;*    sometime,    like  the  shaven    Kercules^  in  the 

[9]  i.  e.  unpractised  in  the  ways  of  the  world.     WARBURTON 

[1]  Reechy  painting  ;  is  painting  discoloured  by  smoke.  From  Recan,  Anglo- 
Saxon,  to  reflf,fi'.mare.     STKEVENS- 

[2]  Alluding  to  some  awkwaj-J  representation  of  the  story  of  Bel  and  the  Dragon, 
as  related  in  the  Aporrypha.     STEEVENS. 

[3]  By  the  skaven  Hercuhs  is  meant  Samson,  the  usual  subjects  of  old  ta- 
pestry In  thi^  riiiicule  of  tlie  fashion,  the  p(.et  has  tiot  uiiartfully  given  a  e' rote 
at  the  barbarous  workmanship  of  the  common  tapestry  hangings,  then  so  isjch  in 
use  The  same  kind  of  raillery  Cervan'e?  has  employed  on  the  like  ccs-'icn. 
when  he  'irings  his  knight  and  'squire  to  an  inn,  where  they  found  the  story  of  Ui(jo 
and  Eoeas  represented  in  bad  tajiestry.  On  hfancho's  seeing  the  tears  fall'lroni  tlic 
eye*,  o''  the  n  rsaken  queen  as  big  as  walnuts,  he  hopes  that  when  their  achieve nifriit?' 
beTme  X^s- ;  <  ..'^ral  subject  for  these  sorts  of  works,  thai  fortune  wiil  stno  'htm  a 
better  a;i.~.  -•  vV;iat  authorised  the  poet  to  give  this  name  to  Samson  wa;  thy  tolly 
of  certaia  Chriatiaa  mythologists,  v,  ho  pretended  that  the  Grecian  Hercules  was 

Vol.  III.  F 
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smii'cbcJ  worm-catca  tapestry,  wlicre  his  cod-piece 
seems  as  massy  as  his  club  ? 

Conr.  All  this  I  see  ;  and  see,  that  the  fashion  wears 
out  more  apparel  thsn  tlie  man  :  But  art  not  thou  thy- 
self giddy  v/ith  the  fashion  too,  that  thou  hast  shifted  out 
of  thy  tale  into  toliing  rae  of  the  fashion  ? 

Bora.  Not  so  neither  :  but  know,  that  I  have  to-night 
wooed  Margaret,  the  lady  Hero's  gentlewoman,  by  the 
name  of  Hero  ;  she  leans  me  out  at  her  mistress'  cham- 
ber-window, bids  me  a  thousand  times  i^ood-niarht, — I 
tell  this  tale  vilely  : — I  should  first  tell  thee,  how  the 
prince,  Ciaudio,  and  my  master,  planted,  and  placed, 
and  possessed  by  my  master  Don  John,  saw  afar  off  in 
the  orchard  this  amiable  encounter. 

Conr.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  prince  and  Ciaudio  ;  but 
the  devil  my  master  knew  she  was  Margaret  ;  and  partly 
by  his  caths,  which  first  possessed  them,  partly  by 
the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly  by 
my  viliany,  which  did  confirm  any  slander  that  Don 
John  had  made,  away  went  Ciaudio  enraged  ;  swore  he 
would  meet  her  as  he  was  appointed,  next  morning  at 
the  temple,  and  there,  before  the  v/hole  congregation, 
shame  her  with  what  he  saw  over-night,  and  send  her 
home  again  v;ithout  a  husband. 

1  Watch.  We  charge  you  in  the  prince's  name,  stand. 

2  JVatch.  Call  up  the  right  master  constable  :  We 
have  here  recovered  the  most  dangerous  piece  of  lech- 
ery that  ever  was  known  in  the  commonwealth. 

1  Watch.  And  one  Deibrmed  is  one  of  them  ;  I  know 
him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Conr.   Masters,  masters, — 

2  Waich.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Ibe  Jev^ish  framson.  The  relenue  of  our  author  is  to  be  commended  :  The  sober 
audience  of  that  time  would  have  been  offended  with  the  mentioi)  of  a  venerable 
r.aine  on  so  light  an  occasion.  Shakespeare  is  indeed  sometimes  licentious  in  these 
joatlers  :  But  to  do  him  justice,  he  generally  seems  to  have  a  sense  of  religion,  and 
to  be  under  its  iniluence.  What  Pedro  says  of  Benedick  in  this  comedy,  may  be 
well  enoiie;h  applied  to  him  :  The  man  dolhfear  God,  honever  it  sttms  not  to  be  in 
him  by  some  large  jests  he  vill  make..     WARBUHTON. 

1  believe  that  i-^hakespeare  kncT.  nothin?  of  these  Christian  mythologists,  and  by 
iJiR  shaven  Hercules  meant  only  Hfrcvlcs  when  shaved  to  make  him   look  like  a  wo-  ■ 
rnan,  while  he  reirsaiued  in  the  service  of  Omphale,  his  Lydian  mistress.     Had  the 
shaven  Hercules  been  meant  to  represent  Samson,   )ie  would  probably  have  been 
equipped  with  a  jan-boju  instead  of  a  club.     STEEVENS. 
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Conr.  Masters, — 

1  Watch.  Never  speak  ;  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  Hkc  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity,  being 
taken  up  of  these  men's  bills.* 

Conr.  A  commodity  in  question,  I  warrant  you.* — 
Come,  we'll  obey  you.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

A   Room  in  Leoxato's  House.     Enter  Hero,  Margaret, 
and  Ursula. 

Hero.  Good  Ursula,  wake  my  cousin  Beatrice,  and 
desire  her  to  rise. 

Urs.  I  will,  lady. 

Hero.   And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Urs.  Well.  [Exit  Ursula. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  rabato  were  better.^ 

Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  I'll  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  so  good  ;  and  I  warrant, 
your  cousin  will  say  so. 

Hero.  My  cousin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another ;  Ell 
wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if  the  hair 
were  a  thought  browner  :  and  your  gown's  a  most  rare 
fashion,  i'faith.  I  saw  the  duchess  of  Milan's  goT\Ti,  that 
they  praise  so. 

Hero.  O,  that  exceeds,  they  say. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night-gown  in  respect 
of  yonrs  :  Cloth  of  gold,  and  cuts,  and  laced  with  silver  ; 
set  with  pearls,  down  sleeves,  side-sleeves,^  and  skirts 

[4]  Here  is  a  cluster  of  conceits.  Commodity  was  formerly  as  now,  the  usual 
term  fur  an  article  of  merchandise.  To  take  up,  be.-ides  its  common  meaning,  (to 
appreMtnd.)  wa?  the  phrase  for  obtaining  goods  on  credit.  "  If  a  man  is  thorough 
vith  them  in  honest  taking  vp,  (says  FalstatT.)  then  they  must  .stand  upon  security." 
Bill  was  the  term  both  for  a  .single  bond,  and  a  halberd.     MALONE. 

[^]  i.  e.  a  commodity  subject  to  judicial  trial  or  examination      STEEVENP. 

[6j  Rabato— An  ornament  for  the  reck,  a  rollar-band  or  kind  of  rufi".  Fr.  Ra- 
bat. Menage  saith  it  comes  from  rabattre,  to  put  back,  because  it  was  at  6ibt  no- 
thing but  the  collar  of  the  shirt  or  shift  turn'd  back  towards  the  shoulders. 

T.  HAWEINP. 

[7]  Side  or  syde  'w.  the  North  of  Enfrland,  and  m  Sootlarr',  is  used  for  long  when 
applied  to  the  fcarmrr.t,  aod  the  word  has  the  same  signidcation  in  the  Anglo-Saion 
and  Danish.     Vide  Glossary  to  Gawine  Douglas's  Virgil.     STEEVF.NS. 

Sidt -sieeves  were  certainly  /^(i.~ -sleeves,  as  apjiears  from  Clowe's  Chronicle,  p. 
327,  tempore  Ken  IV  '♦  7his  time  was  used  exi-eeJiDg  priiie  in  gariL«  ntj>, 
gOTvnea  with  deepe  and  bread  sleevts  ccuiiBonly  culled  poke  sleeves,  the  sei- 
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round,  unJei borne  iTith  a  blueish  tinsel ;  but  for  a  fine, 
quaint,  graceful,  and  excellent  fashion,  yours  is  worth 
ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is 
exceeding  heavy ! 

Marg.  'Twill  be  heavier  soon,  by  the  weight  of  a  man. 

Hero.  Fye  upon  thee  !  art  not  ashamed  ? 

Alarg.  Of  what,  lady  ?  of  speaking  honourably  ? 
Is  not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  Is  not  your  lord 
honourable  without  marriage  ?  I  think,  you  would  have 
me  say,  saving  your  reverence,— a  husband:  an  if  bad 
thinking  do  not  wrest  true  speaking,  I'll  offend  no  body  : 
Is  there  any  harm  in — the  heavier  for  a  husband  ?  None, 
I  think,  an  it  be  the  right  husband,  and  the  right  wife  ; 
otherwise  'tis  light,  and  not  heavy  :  Ask  my  lady  Beatrice 
dse,  here  she  comes. 

Knter  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good-morrow,  coz. 

^heat.  Good-morrow,  sweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why,  how  now  !  do  j^ou  speak  in  the  sick  tune  ? 

Beat.   I  am  out  of  all  other  tunc,  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap  us  into — Light  o'love  ;  that  goes  without  a 
burden  ;  do  you  sing  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yea,  Light  o'lovc,  with  your  heels  ! — then  if 
your  husband  have  stables  enough,  you'll  see  he  shall 
lack  no  barns.^ 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  construction  !  I  scorn  that  with 
my  heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almost  five  o'clock,  cousin  ;  'lis  time  you 
v/ere  ready.     By  my  troth,  I  am  exceeding  ill  :   hey  ho! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horse,  or  a  husband  ? 

Beat.   For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  IJ. 

Marg.  Well,  an  you  be  not  turned  Turk,  there's  no 
more  sailing  by  the  star.^ 

Beat.   What  means  the  fool,  trow  ?' 

vants  Tvare  then  as  well  as  their  masrers,  which  might  well  have  been  called 
".ii3  rere(..ta<:le3  of  the  devil,  for  what  they  stole  thi;y  hid  in  their  sleeves,  where- 
of some  huns  downe  to  the  feete  ;  and'  at  least  to  tne  knees,  full  of  cuts  and 
jag^es."     REED. 

fO]  A  quibble  between  barns,  reposUorie-.  of  com,  and  bairns.,  the  old  ivord  for 
childiT-n.     JOHNSON. 

[?J  Flamlet  u.-cs  the  same  expressed',  and  tnlks  of  Wi^fortunii's  turning  Turk. 
To  turn  Turk  v/as  a  cooimon  phrase  for  h  change  of  opinion.     STP3EVEINS. 

[}\  To  iron  \i  to  imugine,  to  conceive.  So,  in  linr,uo  and  Julie*,  the  .liuj'ee 
sa/S  :  "  'TTTiiE  no  need,  I  troiv,  to  bid  me  trudge."    STEE  VEiN'B. 
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Marg.  Nothing  I ;  but  God  send  every  one  their 
heart's  desire  ! 

Hero.  These  gloves  the  count  sent  me,  they  are  an 
excellent  perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  stulied,  cousin,  I  cannot  smell. 

Marg.  A  maid,  and  stuffed  !  there's  goodly  catching  of 
cold. 

Beat.  O,  God  help  me  !  God  help  me  !  how  long  have 
you  profess'd  apprehension  ? 

Marg.  Ever  since  you  left  it:  doth  net  my  wit  be- 
come me  rarely  l 

Beat.  It  is  not  seen  enough,  ycu  should  wear  it  in  youjc 
cap. — By  my  tiuLh,  I  am  sick. 

Marg'.  Get  you  some  of  this  distilled  Carduus  Bene- 
dictus,^  and  lay  it  to  your  heart ;  it  is  the  only  thing  for  a 
qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'st  her  with  a  thistle. 

Beat.  Benedictus  !  v.hy  Benedictua  ?  you  have  some 
moral  in  tliis  Benedictus. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaning  ;  I  meant,  plain  holy-thistle.  You  may  think., 
perchance,  that  I  think  ycu  are  in  love  :  nay,  by'rlady,  1 
am  not  such  a  fool  to  think  what  I  list ;  nor  I  list  not  to 
think  what  I  can ;  nor,  indeed,  I  cannot  think,  if  I  would 
think  my  heart  out  of  thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  cr 
that  30U  v.ill  be  in  love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love  :  yet 
Benedick  was  such  another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  man  : 
he  swore  he  would  never  marr}'  ;  and  yet  now,  in  despite 
of  his  heart,  he  eats  his  meat  without  grudging :  and  how 
you  may  be  converted,  I  know  not ;  but  methinks.  yon 
look  with  your  eyes  as  other  wcmen  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps? 

Marg.  ^>ot  a  false  gallop. 

Re-enter  Ursula. 
Lh's.  Madam,  withdraw  ;  the  prince,  the  count,  signior 
Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of  the  town,  are 
come  to  fetch  j^ou  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  dress  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg,  good 
Ursula.  [Exeunt. 

[2]  "  Carduus  Berudictus,  or  l.lessed  thistle,  (?avs  Co^an,  io  his  Haven  of  Health, 
1595.)  «-o  V  orihily  named  Tor  the  sir.eular  virtijc-s  that  it  hath."—"  This  herbe  may 
wortri'.iy  be  called  Benrdiclvs,  cr  Omtiimnrbifi,  i.  e.  a  salve  for  every  sore,  do*. 
kcoweii  to  pbysiiians  of  old  time,  but  lately  revealed  bv  the  special  prcvideoce-of 
Almisbty  God"    i'TEEV2:3CS.  ." 
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SCENE  V. 

Another  Roc:n  in  Leo?;ato's  House.  Enter  Leonato,  with 
Dogberry  and  Vehges. 

Leon.  What  would  you  with  me,  honest  neighbour  ? 

Dogb.  Marry,  sir,  1  would  have  some  confidence  with 
vou,  that  decerns  yoa  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you  ;  for  you  see,  'tis  a  busy  time 
'.vlth  mo. 

Dogb.  Marry,  this  it  is,  sir. 

rerg.  Yos,  in  truth  it  is,  sir. 

Leon.   V'/hat  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 

Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  sir,  speaks  a  little  off  the  mat- 
ter: aPr  old  man,  sir,  and  his  wits  are  not  so  blunt,  as,  God 
help,  I  ^vould  desire  they  were  ;  but,  in  faith,  honest,  as 
the  skin  between  his  brows. 

Ferg.  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honest  as  any  man 
living,  thst  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honester  than  I.^ 

Dogb.  Comparisons  are  odorous  :  palabras,^  neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It  pleases  your  worship  to  say  so,  but  we  are  the 
poor  duke's  ofiiccrs  ;  but,  truly,  for  mine  own  part,  if  I 
were  as  tedious  as  a  king,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  be- 
slow  it  all  of  your  worship. 

Leon.  All  thy  tediousness  on  me  !  ha  ! 

Doc-h.  Yea,  aa  'twero  a  thousand  times  more  than  'tis  : 
for  I  heard  iva  good  exclamation  on  your  worship,  as  of  any 
man  in  the  city  ;  and  though  I  be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am 
glad  to  hear  it. 

Verg.  And  so  am  I. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  say. 

Verg.  Marry,  sir,  our  watch  to-night,  excepting  your 
worship's  presence,  have  ta'en  a  couple  of  as  arrant 
knaves  as  any  in  Messina. 

Dogb.    A.    good  old  man,  sir  ;  he  will  be  talking :  as 

[3]  T iiis  is  u  sly  insinuation,  tliat  length  of  years,  and  the  being  much  hacknird 
in  Ike  7va>is  of  ;?ic?i,  as  Shakespeare  cxijresses'it,  take  oH'  the  gloss  of  virtue,  and 
triiig  inuiih  cieiilemeat  on  the  iiianiiers  For,  as  a  great  wit  [Swift]  says,  Yov.th^s 
the  reason  cf  virtue :  coiniptivr.s  grow  nntii  i/tars,  and  I  beiievc  the  olacst  ru^ut  m 
England  U  the  greahsl.     WARBURTON. 

Much  of  this  is  true  ;  but  1  believe  Shakespeare  did  not  intend  to  bestow  all  this 
reflection  on  the  sijeaker.     JOHNPOr'J 

[1]  So,  in  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  the  Tinker  says,  pocas  pallahras,  i  e.  few 
•vrnrds.  A  sTap  of  SpaLisb,  which  Dji'jht  ©nee  have  beeu  eunent  among  the 
vjJ«ar.    b  rJiilVE^'S. 
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fhey  say,  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out :  God  help 
us  !  it  is  a  world  to  see  I — Well  said,  i'faith,  neighbour 
Verges  : — well,  God's  a  good  man  ;  an  two  men  ride  of  a 
horse,  org  must  ride  behind  -J  An  honest  soul,  i'faith,  sir  ; 
by  my  troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread  :  but,  God  is  to  be 
worshipped  :   All  men  are  not  alike  ;  alas  good  neighbour  I 

Leon.  Indeed,  ^pighbour,  he  comes  too  short  of  you. 

Dogb.  Gius,  that  God  gives. 

Leon.  I  must  leave  you. 

Dogb.  One  word,  sir :  our  watch,  sir,  have,  indeed^ 
comprehended  two  aspicious  persons,  and  we  would  have 
them  this  mornir^g  examined  before  your  worship. 

Lccji.  Take  their  examination  yourself,  and  bring  it  me  y 
I  am  now  in  grent  haste,  as  it  may  appear  unto  you. 

Dogb.  It  shall  be  suffigance. 

Leon.  Drink  some  wine  ere  you  go  :  fare  yon  well.        ■ 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  they  staj^  for  you  to  give  your  daughter 
to  her  husband. 

Leon.   I  will'  wait  upon  them  ;  I  am  ready. 

l^Exc.  Leox.  and  Messenger. 

Dogb.  Go,  good  partner,  go,  get  you  to  Francis  Sea- 
coal,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the  gaol ;  we 
are  now  to  examination  these  men. 

Verg.  And  we  must  do  it  wisely. 

Dogb.  We  vvill  spare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant  you  ;  here's 
that  [touching  his  forehead^  shall  drive  some  of  them  to  a 
non  com  :  onl}^  get  the  learned  writer  to  set  down  our  ex- 
communication, and  meet  me  at  the  gaol.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  \.— The  Inside  cf  a  Church.  Enter  Don  Fedro, 
Don  John,  Leonato,  iV/a?',  Claudio,  BexVedick,  Hero, 
and  Beatf^ice,  i^*c. 

Leonnto. 
Co:.iE»  friar  Francis,  be  brief;  only  to  the  plain  fornt 

ef  marriage,  and  you  shall  recount  their  particular  duties 

afterwards. 

f5]  This  Ji  not  out  of  place  or  without  intauing.  Dogberry,  in  his  vanity  of  supe- 
ricr  [-arts,  •jpolr-sizingforhisneishhour,  obsirvf «,  that  <J  inomm  on  ahors'  vn(  tnv^t 
xide  behind.  Tnejiist  place  c,[  rank  or  uri'C-ritaudiug  ran  litcng  but  to  ojic,  an^ 
that  bij  py  one  ou£iit  not  to  despise  his  inferior.  JOH^'SOj^^ 
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Friar,  You  come  hither,  my  lord,  to  marry  this  lady  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Leoii.  To  he  married  to  her,  friar  ;  you  come  to  mar- 
ry her. 

Friar.  Lady,  you   come   hither  to  be  married  to  this 
•  •ount  ? 

Hero.   I  do.  ^ 

Friar.  If  either  of  yon  know  any  inward  impediment^ 
'svljy  you  should  not  be  conjoined,  I  charge  you,  on  yonr 
-souls,  to  utter  it. 

Claud.  Kiiov/  you  any,  Hero  ? 

flero.   None,  my  lord. 

Friar.  Know  you  an}^,  count  ? 

Leon.  I  dcire  make  his  answer,  none. 

Claud.  O,  what  men  dare  do  !  what  men  may  do  !  whaj 
men  daily  do  !  not  knowing  what  they  do  ! 

Bene.  How  now  !    Interjections  ?  Why,  then  some  be 
cf  laughing,  as,  ha  !  ha  !  he  !^ 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  friar: — Father,  by  your  leave  j 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconstrained  soul 
Oive  me  this  maid,  your  daughter? 

Leon.  As  freely,  son,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud.  And  Vkhat  have  1  to  give  you  back,  whose  wortli 
May  counterpoise  this  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Nothing,  unless  you  render  her  again. 

Claud.  Sweet  prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankfulness.— * 
There,  Leonato,  take  her  back  again  ; 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend ; 
She's  but  the  sign  and  semblance  of  her  honour  :— 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  she  blushes  here  : 
O,  what  authority  and  show  of  truth 
Can  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal  ! 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modest  evidence, 
To  witness  simple  virtue  ?  Would  you  not  swear^ 
All  you  that  see  her,  that  she  were  a  maid, 
By  these  exterior  shows  ?     But  she  is  none  : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed:® 


[6]  This  is  l/orrowed   from  our  Marriage  Ceremony,  which  (with  a  few  slight 
changes  in  plirasfeiik-gy)  is  tiie  same  as  was  used  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare. 

DOUCE. 

[71  This  is  a  quotation  from  the  Accidence.  JOHNSON. 

[R]  i.e.  laiciviout.    /,arjfttrv  ta  the  confessor'?  terra  for  unlawful  pleasures  of  fl&d 
sex.  JOilDiSO^'. 


^CT  IV  ABOUT    NOTHING*  l2S 

Her  blu3h  is  guiltiness,  not  modesty. 

Leon.   What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  '? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  married, 
Not  knit  my  soul  to  an  approved  wanton. 

Leoii.   Dear  my  lord,  if  you,  in  your  own  proof 
Have  vanquished  the  resistance  of  her  youth, 
And  made  def^t  of  her  virginity, — 

Clau.  1  know  what  you  would  say ;  If  I  have  known  herj 
You'll  say,  she  did  embrace  me  as  a  husband, 
And  so  extenuate  the  'ibrehand  sin  : 
Ko,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large  ; 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  sister,  show'd 
Bashful  sincerity,  and  comely  love. 

Hero.  And  seem'd  I  ever  otherwise  to  you  ? 

Claud.  Out  on  thy  seeming  !  I  will  write  against  it: 
You  seem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb  ; 
As  chaste  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown  ;  * 
T^ut  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  those  pamper'd  animals 
That  rage  ia  savage  sensuaiitv. 

Hero.   Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  speak  so  wide? 

Leon.  Sweet  prince,  why  speak  not  you  ? 

D.  Pedro.   What  should  f  speak  ? 
I  stand  dishonour'd,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  stale. 

Leon.  Are  these  things  spoken  !  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

D.  John.  Sir,  they  are  spoken,  and  these  things  are  true 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptiaL 

Hero.   True,  O  God  ! 

Claud.  Leonato,  stand  I  here  ? 
h  this  the  prince  ?  Is  this  the  prince's  brother  ? 
Is  this  face  Hero's  ?  Are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Lecn.  All  this  is  so  ;  But  what  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

Claud.  Let  me  but  move  one  question  to  your  daughter  ; 
And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power ' 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  answer  truly. 

Leon.   1  charge  thee  do  so,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

He.rQ.  O  God  defend  me  !   how  am  I  beset ! — 
Wh.r  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

C.aud.   To  make  you  answer  truly  to  your  name. 

H^ro.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  WLo  can  blot  that  name 

pi  —ckastt  as  is  the  bud—1  E«fore  "he  air  has  is-jp'.  its  Siie«Uies6.        JOBJifi 
fl]  L  e.  lEituial  Dower-    Kind  is  nature.  JOHKSQ,^. 

VOX..UL  9 


'loO  xAIUCH    ADO  ACT  IV. 

With  any  just  reproach  ? 

Claud.  rJarry,  that  caa  Hero  ; 
Hero  itself  can  blot  cut  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yesternight 
Out  at  3/our  wintlow,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Now,  if  you  are  a  maiJ,  answer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hou#,  my  lord. 

.D,  Pedro.  VVhy,  then  you  are  no  maiden. — Leonato,, 
f  am  sorry  you  must  hear  ;  Upon  mine  honour, 
Mjself,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  count, 
Did  see  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  last  night, 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber-window; 
Who  hath,  indeed,,  most  like  a  liberal  villain,* 
Coafess'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
:^\  thousand  times  in  secret. 

D.  John,  Fyc,  fye  !  they  are 
iNot  to  be  nam'd,  my  lord,  not  to  be  spoke  of; 
There  is  not  chastity  enough  in  language, 
Without  offence,  to  utter  them:  Thus,  pretty  lady, 
i  am  sorry  for  thy  much,  misgovernment. 

Claud.  O  Hero  !  what  a  Hero  hadst  thou  beenj^ 
if  half  th}^  outward  graces  had  been  plac'd 
About  thy  thoughts,  and  counsels  of  thy  heart! 
But,  fare  thee  well,  most  foul,  most  fair!  farewell, 
Thou  pure  impiet}^  and  impious  purity  ! 
For  thee  Til  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eye-lids  shall  conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm, 
And  never  shall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon-  Hath  no  man's  dagger  l^ere  a  point  for  me  ? 

[Hero  swoom. 

Beat.  Why,    how  now,   cousin  ?    wherefore   sink  you 
down  ? 

D.  John.  Come ,  let  us  go :  these  things,  come  thus  to  hght, 
Smother  her  spirits  up. 

[Exeunt  Don  Pedro,  Don  John,  and  Clavbio^ 

Bene.   How  doth  the  lady  I 

Beat,   Dead,  \  think  ; — help,  uncle  ; — 
Hero  !  why.  Hero  ! — Uncle  ! — Signior  Benedick  ! — friar  I 

Leon.   O  iate,  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand  ! 
Death  is  the  fairest  cover  for  her  shame 
That  may  be  wish'd  for. 

»   «[•£•■]  Liberal  here,  as  in  many  places  of  these  plays,  means /rank  btjjond  hvnetti/y  or 
J««a»gu  Jneoftimgm.     ^    JOHNSON. 


ACT  ir.  ABOUT    NOTPHNQ.  131 

Beat.  How  now,  cousin  Hero  ? 

Friar.   Have  comfort,  lady. 

Leon.   Dost  thou  look  up  ? 

Friar.   Yea  ;   Wherefore  should  she  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?    Wh}-,  doth  not  every  earthly  thing 
Cry  shame  upon  her  ?  Could  she  here  deny 
The  story  that  imprinted  in  her  blood  ?^ — 
Do  not  live.  Hero  ;  do  not  ope  thine  eyes  : 
For  did  I  think  thou  wouldst  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  1  thy  spirits  were  stronger  than  thy  shameS) 
Myself  would,  on  the  rep.rward  of  reproaches, 
Strike  at  thy  life.     Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  i  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  frame  ? 
O,  one  too  much  by  thee  !   Why  had  1  one  ? 
Wh}^  ever  wa?t  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 
Wh}'  had  I  not,  vvith  charitable  hand, 
Took  up  a  begg-ars  issue  at  my  g-ates  ; 
Who  smirched  thus,  and  mired  v»'ith  infamy, 
I  might  have  said,  .Yo  part  of  it  is  mine., 
This  shanie  derives  itself  from  unkno-<i)n  loins  ? 
F/ut  mine,  and  mine  1  ioy'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd, 
Anii  mine  that  1  was  T;roud  on  ;  mine  so  much. 
That  I  myself,  was  to  mj/self  not  mine, 
Valuing  of  her  ;  why,  she — O,  she  is  falleri 
Into  a  pit  of  ii-ik  !  that  the  wide  sea 
Hath  drops  too  iaw  to  wash  her  clean  again; 
And  salt  too  lillle,  which  may  season  give 
To  her  f6ul  tainted  flesh  ! 

Bene.   Sir,  sir,  be  patient: 
For  my  part,  1  am  so  attir'd  in  v/onder, 
I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Beat.   O,  on  my  soul,  my  cousin  is  belied  ! 
Bene.   Lady,  were  you  her  bedfeilov,  last  night  ? 
Beat.    No,  truly,  not;  altliough,  until  la^t  night, 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon.  Contirm'd^  conhnn'd !  O,  that  is  stronger  mado 
W^hioh  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  oi  iron  ! 
Would  the  two  princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  li*^  ? 
Who  lov'd  her  so,  that,  speaking  of  her  foulness, 
WashM  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her  ;  let  her  die. 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  little  ; 
For  i  have  only  been  silent  so  l-^-ng. 
And  given  way  unto  ti^.is  co;jrse  of  fortune, 

[32  Tliat  is,  the  si-  j  k  hu-i  i./  LliLihet  discover  io  bs  i.  »f     JOHNSON.      \ 


i32  JtlUCH    A»0  ACT  IV* 

By  noting  of  the  lady  :   I  have  markM 
A  thousand  blushing  apparitions  start 
Into  her  face  ;  a  thousand  innocent  shames 
Jn  angel  whiteness  bear  away  those  blushes  5 
^nd  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  lire, 
To  burn  the  errors  that  these  j)rinces  hold 
^^gainst  her  maiden  truth  : — Call  me  a  fool  ; 
Trust  not  my  reading,  nor  my  observations, 
Which  with  experimental  seal  doth  warrant 
The  tenour  of  my  book  ;  trust  not  my  age, 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity, 
)f  this  sweet  lady  lie  not  guiltless  here 
Under  some  biting  error. 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be  : 
Thou  seest,  that  all  the  grace  that  she  hath  left, 
Is,  that  she  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  sin  of  perjury  ;  she  not  denies  it : 
Why  seek'st  thou  then  to  cover  with  excuse 
That  which  appears  ia  proper  nakedness  ? 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  oft* 

Hero.  They  know,  that  do  accuse  me  ;  I  know  none"; 
i(  1  know  more  of  any  man  alive, 
Than  that  which  maiden  modesty  doth  warrant, 
Let  all  my  sins  lack  mercy  ! — O  my  father, 
Prove  you  that  an}'  man  with  me  convers'd 
.^t  hours  unm.eet,  or  that  1  yesternight 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Eefuse  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  some  strange  misprision  in  the  princes". 

Bene.   Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honour  j* 
And  if  their  wisdoms  be  misled  in  this, 
The  practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  bastard, 
iw         I  '       " '        III..      » .1  ■« 

[4j  The  Friar  had  just  before  boasted  his  great  skill  in  fishin?;  out  the  truth. 
Aiifl,  indeed,  he  appears  by  this  question  to  be  no  fool.  He  was  by,  all  the  while 
at  the  accusation,  and  heard  no  names  naentioned.  Why  then  should  he  ask  her 
wbi*  man  she  was  accused  of  ?  But  in  this  lay  the  subtilty  of  his  examination.  For, 
lia-i  Hero  been  guilty,  it  was  probable  that  in  that  hurry  and  confusion  of  spirits, 
into  "^hich  the  terrible  insult  of  her  lover  had  thrown  her,  she  would  never  have 
•bf-t-rved  that  the  man's  name  was  not  mentioned;  and  so,  on  this  que^^tion,  have 
betrayed  hersell'  by  naming  the  person  she  was  conscious  of  an  attairwith.  The 
Priir  observed  this,  and  so  concluded,  that,  were  she  guilty,  she  would  probably 
fall  into  the  trap  he  had  laid  for  her. — I  only  take  notice  of  this  to  show  how  aOmi- 
lably  well  Shakespeare  knew  bow  to  sustain  his  characters.     WARBURTON. 

[6]  Btnt  is  used  by  our  author  for  the  utmost  degree  of  any  passion,  or  mental 
cualify.  In  this  play  before,  Beneilick  says  of  Beatrice,  h,tr  afftciwn  has  its  full 
itnt.  'i:e  expression  is  cJra^n  from  archery  i  tbe  bovy  bas  its  Ifent  wbea  itisr 
drsvvD  as  far  33  it  cao  i?e-    JOH^'SO^- 


ACT  IT.  ABOUT    I^OTHIXff,  J33 

Whoso  spirits  toil  in  frame  of  villanies. 

Leoii.   I  know  not;   If  they  speak  but  truth  of  her. 
These  hands  shall  tear  hor ;  if  they  wrong  her  honouFy 
The  proudest  of  them  shall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  so  dried  this  blood  of  mine, 
Nor  age  so  eat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  such  havoc  of  my  means, 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  so  much  of  friends, 
But  they  shall  find,  awak'd  in  such  a  kind, 
Both  strength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends. 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Fria}\  Faiiae  awhile, 
And  let  my  counsel  sway  you  in  this  case. 
Your  daughter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead; 
Let  her  awhile  be  secretly  kept  in, 
And  publish  it,  that  she  is  dead  indeed : 
Maintain  a  mourning  ostentation  ; 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
Hang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leon.   What  shall  become  of  this  ?  What  will  this  do  f 

Friar.  Marry,  this,  well  carried,  shall  on  her  behalf 
Change  slander  to  remorse  ;  that  is  some  good ; 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  strange  course, 
But  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birth. 
She  dying,  as  it  must  be  so  maintain'd, 
Upon  the  instant  that  she  was  accused. 
Shall  be  lamented,  pitied  and  excus'd. 
Of  every  hearer:  For  it  so  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  wortk, 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it  ;  but  being  lack'd  and  lost> 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value  f  then  we  find 
The  virtue,  that  possession  would  not  show  us 
Whiles  it  was  ours  : — So  will  it  fare  with  Claudiot 
When  he  shall  hear  she  died  upon  his  words, 
The  idea  of  her  Hfe  shall  sweetly  creep 
Into  his  study  of  imagination  ; 
And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 
Shall  come  appar^ll'd  in  more  precious  habit. 
More  moving-delicate,  and  full  of  life. 
Into  the  eye  and  y)rospect  of  his  soul, 
Than  when  she  livM  indeed  : — then  shall  be  moun, 


£5]  i.  e.  we  exaggerate  the  value.    The  allusion  is  to  rack-reuts.    STEEVESS. 


134  MUCH    ADO  ACT  lY- 

(If  ever  love  had  interest  in  his  hver,)* 

And  wish  he  had  not  so  accused  her ; 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accusation  true. 

Let  this  be  so,  and  doubt  not  but  success 

Will  fashion  the  event  in  better  shape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  Hkehhood. 

But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  leveli'd  false, 

The  supposition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy  : 

And,  if  it  sort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her 

(As  best  befits  her  wounded  reputation,)  • 

In  some  reclusive  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene.   Signior  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advise  you : 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardness  and  love 
is  very  much  unto  the  prince  and  Claudio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  secretly,  and  justly,  as  your  soul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leon.   Being  that  I  flow  in  grief, 
The  smallest  twine  may  lead  me.^ 

Friar.   'Tis  well  consented  ;  presently  away  ; 

For  to  strange  sores  strangely  they  strain  the  cure. — 
Come,  lady,  die  to  live  :   tliis  wedding-day. 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolong'd;  have  patience,  and  endure. 
[Exe.  Friar,  Hero,  and  Leonato* 
Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  2* 
Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene.   I  will  not  desire  that. 


[6]  The  liver,  in  conformity' to  an-^ient  supposition,  is  frefiueiiUy  mentioned  by 
•Shiikespeare  as  the  seat  of  love.  Thii*  PistoJ  represents  Falstafl' as  Joving  Airs. 
For  '— "  with  liver  burning  hot."     STLp:VE?v"S 

[7]  This  is  one  of  our  author's  observations  upon  life.  Men  overi)Oweref1  with 
distress,  eagerly  listen  to  the  fust  olTers  of  relie!.  close  with  every  scheme,  and 
believe  every  promise.  lie  that  has  no  longf-r  any  coiJii<leiice  in  himself,  is  glad 
to  repose  his   trust   In   any  other  that  will  uijcertal<e  to  guide  him 

JOHNSON". 

[8]  The  poet,  in  my  opinion.,  has  shown  a  great  deal  of  address  in  thi*^  ^(•(  ne. 
Beatrice  here  engages  her  lover  to  revenq;e  the  injury  done  her  cousin  Hero  :  and 
without  this  very  natural  inciden!,  coii.sidering  the  character  of  Beatrice,  an.  that 
the  story  of  her' passion  for  Be.iedick  was  all  a  faM*'  slhe  couhi  Dever  have  heen 
easilv  or  naturally  broutci't  to  confess  she  loved  him  notwitiistanning:  ail  the  ;'<ire- 
goin  prepHration.  An  I  -.et,  on  this  confe^^sictn,  in  thi.-i  \fc(\  ^Id-e  <.epen<ieff  the 
"wniile  success  of  the  plot  upuu  her  an  I  Pec*!  )<•!;.  for  had  she  not  ov  ne-'  her  love 
here  they  must  have  soon  fodnd  out  the  trick,  and  then  the  .'esigii  o'  t-rln?in^  'hetB 
t^get'ier  had  been  liefcated ;  and  she  '■'Mih!  rever  have  o«i.>ev' a  pa>-iiii  she  had 
fcten  :(i]_\  tricked  into,  liat'  ml  her  clesir:  if  revenging  her  cousia's  wroiig  madelier 
«irop  lier  capricious  humour  at  once.     WAKBUUTGA^ 


ACT   IV.  ABOUT    NOTHING.  ISS 

Beat.  You  have  no  reason,  1  do  it  freely. 
Bene.   Surely,  i  d:)  believe  jour  fair  coui^in  is  wrong'd. 
Beat.  Ah,   how  much   might   the  man  deserve    of  me 
that  vsuiild  right  her ! 

Bene.   Is  there  any  way  to  sliow  such  friendship? 
Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  such  friend. 
Bene.  May  a  man  do  it  ? 
Beat.   It  is  a  man's  oflice,  but  not  yours. 
Bene.   I  do  love  not!)ing  in  the  world  so  well  as  you  ; 
Is  not  that  strange  ? 

Beat.  As  strange  oS  the   thing  I  knew  not  :   it  were  as 
possible   for  me  to  say,  I  loved   nolfsiiig  so  well  as  vou  : 
but  believe  mc  not  ;  and  yet  i  lie  not ;  1  confess  nothing, 
nor  I  deny  nothing ; — 1  am  sorry  for  my  cousin. 
Bene.   By  my  sword,  Beatrice,  thou  lovest  me. 
Beat,  Do  not  swear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 
Bene.  I  will  swear  by  it,  that  you  love  me  ;  and  I  will 
make  him  eat  it,  that  says,  I  love  not  you. 
Beat.   Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 
Bene.  Vv'ith  no  sauce  that  can  be  devised  to  it  :  I  prO' 
test,  I  love  thee. 

Beat.   Why  then,  God  forgive  me  ! 
Bene.   What  offence,  sweet  Beatrice  ? 
Beat.  You  have  staid  me  in  aliappy  hour;  I  was  about 
to  protest,  I  loved  you. 

Bene.   And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 
Beat.  I  love  you  with  so  much  of  my  heart,  that  none 
is  left  to  protest. 

Bene.   Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 
Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 
Bene.   Ha  I   not  for  the  wide  world. 
Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny  it :   Farewell. 
Bene.   Tarry,  sweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.   I  am  gone,  though  I  am  here  ; — There  is  no  love 
in  you  : — Nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 
Bene.   Beatrice, — 
Bent.   In  faith,  f  will  go. 
Bene.   We'll  be  fiiends  first. 

Beat.   You  dare   easier  be  friends   with  me,  than  fight 
with  mine  enemy 

Bene.   Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.    Is  he  not  approved    in  the  height  a  villain,  that 
hath  slandered,  scorned,  dishonoured  my  kinswoman  ?— 
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O,  that  I  were  a  man ! — What :  bear  her  in  hand  until 
they  come  to  take  hands  ;^and  then  with  pubUc  accusa- 
tion, uncovered  slander,  unmitigated  rancour, — O  (jod, 
that  i  were  a  man !  1  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market- 
place. 

Be7ie.  Hear  me,  Beatrice  ; — 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ? — a  proper 
saying ! 

Bene.  Nay  but,  Beatrice  ; — 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero  ! — she  is  wronged,,  she  is  slandered,, 
she  is  undone. 

Bene.  Beat — 

Beat.  Princes,  and  counties  !  Surely,  a  princely  testi- 
mony, a  goodly  count-comiect  ; '  a  sweet  gallant,  surely! 
O  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  sake  I  or  that  1  had  any  friend 
would  be  a  man  for  my  sake  !  But  manhood  is  melted 
into  courtesies,  valour  into  compliment,  and  men  are  only 
turned  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too  :  he  is  now  as  valiant 
as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  lie,  and  swears  it  : — 1  can- 
not be  a  man  with  wishing,  therefore  1  will  die  a  womaa 
with  grieving. 

Be?ie.  Tarr}^  good  Beatrice  :  By  this  hand,  1  love  thee. 

Beat.  Use  it  for  my  love  some  other  way  than  swearing 
by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  soul  the  count  Claudio  hath 
wronged  Hero  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  as  sure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  soul. 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engaged,  I  will  challenge  him  ;  I 
vAW  kiss  your  hand,  and  so  leave  you  :  By  this  hand, 
Claudio  shall  render  me  a  dear  account  :  As  you  hear  of 
me,  so  think  of  me.  Go,  comfort  your  cousin:  1  must 
say,  she  is  dead  ;  and  so,  farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Prison,   Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  and  Sexton,  in  goTcns  ; 
and  the  Watch,  with  Conrade  uud  Borachio. 

Dogb.  Is  our  whole  dissembly  appeared  ? 
yerg.  O,  a  stool  and  a  cushion  for  the  sexton! 
Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefactors  ? 
Dogb.  Marry,  that  am  1  and  my  partner. 

•—■ ■ . , —  ii<p">' 

(9]  i.  e.  (JeluOed  her  by  fair  pronnses.  STEKVEAt?. 

^flj  i.  e.  a  B^ecioas  nobleman  matie  out  of  sugaff.  BTKEVEN& 
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Fcrg.  Nay,  that's  certain  ;  we  have  the  exhibition  to 
examine.' 

Sextofi.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be  exa- 
mined ?  let  them  coHiC  before  master  ccnstable. 

Dogh,  Yea,  marr}',  let  them  come  before  me. — What  is 
your  name,  friend  I 

Bora.  Borachio. 

Dogh.  Pray  write  dorm,  Ecrachio. — Yours,  sirrah  ? 

Conr.   I  am  a  gentleman,  sir,   and  my  name  is  Conrade. 

Dogh.  VVrite  down,  master  gentleman  Conrade. — Mas- 
ters, do  you  serve  God  i 

Bora.  Conr.   Yea,  sir,  we  hope. 

Dogh.  Write  down,  that  they  hope  they  serve  God  :— 
and  write  God  tirst ;  for  God  defend  but  God  should  go 
before  such  villains  ! — Masters,  it  is  proved  already,  that 
you  are  little  better  than  false  knaves  ;  and  it  will  go  near 
to  be  thought  so  shortly.  How  answer  you  for  yourselves  ? 

Conr.  Marry,  sir,  we  say  we  are  none. 

Dogh.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  assure  you  ;  but  I 
will  go  about  with  him. — Come  you  hither,  sirrah  ;  a  word 
in  your  ear,  sir  ;  I  say  to  you,  it  is  thought  you  are  false 
knaves. 

Bora.  Sir, !  say  to  you,  we  are  none. 

Dogh.  Well,  stand  aside. — 'Fore  God,  they  are  both  in 
a  tale  :  Have  }ou  writ  down,  that  they  are  none  ? 

Sexton.  Master  ccnstable,  you  go  not  the  way  to  examine ; 
you  must  call  forth  the  watch  that  are  their  accusers. 

Dogh.  Yea,  marry,  that's  the  eftest^  way  : — Let  the 
watch  come  forth. — Masters,  I  charge  you  in  the  prince's 
name,  accuse  these  men. 

1  JVaich.  Tills  man  said,  sir,  that  Don  John,  the  prince's 
brother,  was  a  villain. 

Dogh.  Write  down,  prince  John  a  villain  : — Vv^hy  this  is 
flat  perjury,  to  call  a  prince's  brother,  villain. 

Bora.  Master  constable, — 

Dogh.  Pray  thee,  fellov,',  peace  ;  I  do  net  like  thy  look, 
I  promise  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  say  else  ? 

2  Watch.  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thousand 
ducats  of  Don  John,  for  accusing  the  lady  Hero  wrongfullv. 

[2]  Blun  er  for  eiaminativn  '<>  ti'iibU.  See  p.  49:  '-Take  their  ej.amiiuHioi!l 
yourself,  an..'  briJig  it  n:f."     STEEVENS. 

[:.]  Dfil;\  i  e.  the  rcariest,  tn  i-t  coiomodiciifl  way.  Shikespoare,  I  suppofej 
de^i^ned  JjAiberry  to  ccrrui-'l  this  word  as  v.fllu3  r.wy  r.theri.     bTElLVtl^^.  ' 

G  Vol.  iii 
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Dogb.  Flat  burg-kry,  as  ever  was  committed. 
Ferg.   Yea,  by  the  mass,  tliat  it  is. 
Sexton.  What  else,  iellow  ? 

1  V/atch.  And  that  count  Claudio  did  mean,  upon  his 
words,  to  disgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  assembly,  and 
not  marry  her. 

Dogh.  O  viiiain  !  th.ou  wiit  be  condemned  into  everlast- 
ing redemption  lor  this. 
Sexton.  What  else  ? 

2  Watch.  Tliis  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  masters,  than  you  can  deny. 
Prince  John  is  Ibis  morning  secretly  stolen  away  ;  [lero 
was  in  this  manner  accused,  in  this  very  manner  re- 
fused, and  upon  the  grief  of  this,  suddenly  died. — Master 
constable,  let  these  men  be  bound,  and  brought  to  Leon- 
ato's  ;  I  will  go  before,  and  show  him  their  examina- 
tion.'* [Exit. 

Dogb.  Cooie,  let  tbem  be  opinioned. 

Ferg.  Let  them  be  in  band.^ 

Conr.   Oi!",  coxcomb  ! 

Dogb.  God's  my  life  !  where's  the  sexton  ?  let  him 
write  down,  the  prince's  officer,  coxcomb. — Come,  bind 
them: — Thou  naughty  varlet! 

Conr.  Away  !  you  are  an  ass,  you  are  an  ass. 

Dogb.  Dost  thou  not  suspect  my  place  ?  Dost  thoi! 
not  suspect  my  years  ?— O  that  he  were  here  to  write  me 
down,  an  ass  ! — but,  masters,  remember,  that  I  am  an 
ass  ;  though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that 
I  am  an  ass  : — No,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,  as 
shall  be  proved  upon  thee  by  good  witness.  1  am  a  wise 
fellow  ;  and,  which  is  more,  an  officer  ;  and,  v/hich  is 
more,  a  householder  ;  and,  which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece 
cf  flesh  as  any  in  Messina  ;  and  one  that  knov/s  the  law, 
go  to  ;  and  a  rich  fellow  enough,  go  to  ;  and  a  fellow  that 
hath  had  losses  ;  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and  every 
thing  handsome  about  him  : — Bring  him  away.  O,  that 
I  liad  been  wiit  dov/n,  an  ass  !  [Exeunt. 

[4]  ThisFextnn  i^as  an  ecclesiastic  of  one  of  the  infe.ioi-  orders  caller!  the  sn- 
c.^-i.d'in,  and  not  a  brnthfr  ol^icer.  1  siipuose  the  hoolc  from  whcuce  the  j<oet  look 
Ills  siihject  was  some  old  Enelish  tiove!  fr^islafed  froaj  ibe  Italiaii,  where  the  word 
sn::nit(!iH)  was  ren''e;e'i  j-rfov.     W,A  R'RUHT.JN. 

Dr.  W:ir:  urton's  assertion,  a«  to  Ihe  di^nitv  o''  a  iciton  or  sacristan,  may  he  sap- 
porlp.d  by  the  fullowiog  passajre  in  b'tanynun-Cs  Version  of  the  I'ourth  book  of  the- 
H.i,e.k],  where  he  calls  the  Mas'fvlian  (■rit^ipss, 

" n  soil  'Ha-'syla  i-'Ciotten, 

".t>r/c-»or  Hrsi>eri.'e,?siT,3"..<r."     STKEVKNP. 

15]  Shikespezro  c/joitDorAy  uses  bazd  itJT  bond.    TYilV/HlTT..  •    >.  ^ 
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ACT  y. 

SCENE  I. — Before  Leonato's  House.     Enter  Leonato 
and  Antomo. 

Antonio. 

IF  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourself; 
And  'tis  not  wisdom,  thus  to  second  grief 
Against  yourself. 

Leon.   I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel, 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve  :   give  not  me  counsel ; 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  ear, 
Bnt  such  a  one  whose  wrongs  do  suit  Avith  mine. 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  so  lov'd  his  child, 
Whose  ioy  of  her  is  overwhelm'd  like  mine, 
And  bid  him  speak  of  patience  ;'' 
Measure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine, 
And  let  it  answer  every  strain  for  strain  ; 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  such  a  grief  for  such, 
^n  ever}'  liaeament,  branch,  shape,  and  form: 
if  such  a  one  will  smile,  and  stroke  his  beard  ; 
Cry, — sorrow,  wag  'P  and  hem,  v/hon  he  should  groan  j 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs  ;  make  misfortune  drunk 
With  candle-wasters  ;  bring  him  yet  tome. 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
But  there  is  no  such  man  :  For,  brother,  men 
Can  counsel,  and  speak  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  the}'  themselves  not  i^al  ;  but,  tasting  it, 
Their  counsel  turns  to  passion,  which  before 
"Would  give  preccptial  medicine  to  rag-e, 
Fetter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thread. 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  v/ords  : 
No,  no  ;   'tis  all  m;m's  office  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow; 
Bnt  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufficiency, 
To  I  e  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 
The  like  himself:  therefore  give  me  no  counsel  : 
louder  than  advertisement. 


p']  Rea'i— "  And  bii  himspeak  <o  me  of  nafieiice."        RITi^OV. 

[7]  Sorrow  zn  by!  i«  ali>o  (as  I  am  as'iire  i)  a  romn.iin  f-x.  Inmation  of  liiiirity 
cen  at  tlii-?  tinip,  iii  Scotiam'.  So'^-nfi-  ivag !  !iiiglit  nave  hoon  just  siicli  another. 
The  rerl^  to  nnf  is  ?<vt;rdl  times  used  by  our  author  in  tbe  sense  of  to  go,  or 
puck  fjf.    STEEVEA'is. 


MO  liven    AKO  ACT  V, 

Ant.  Therein  do  men  irom  children  nothing  differ. 

Leon.  I  prsy  tliee,  peace  :   I  will  be  flesh  and  blood  j 
For  there  v»-as  never  yet  philosopiier, 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently  ; 
However  they  have  Vvrit  the  siyle  of  gods,® 
And  made  a  pish  at  chance  and  suflerance.^ 

Jhit.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourself; 
3Iake  those,  that  do  olTend  you,  suiier  too. 

Leon.   There  thou  speak'st  reason  :  nay,  I  will  do  60  : 
My  soul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  belied  ; 
And  that  shall  Claudio  know,  so  shall  the  prince, 
And  all  of  them,  that  thus  dishonour  her. 

Eater  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio,  hastily. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 

Claud.  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 

Leon.  Hear  you,  my  lords, — 

D.  Pedro.  We  have  some  haste,  Leonato. 

Leon.  Some  haste,  my  lord  ! — well,  fare  you  well,  my 
lord  : — 
Are  you  so  hasty  now  ? — well,  all  is  one. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  man. 

Jhit.  If  he  could  right  himself  with  quarrelling, 
Some  of  us  would  lie  low. 

Claud.   Who  wrongs  him  ? 

Leon.  Marry, 
Thou,  thou  dost  wrong  me  ;  thou  dissembler,  thou  ;-a^ 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  sword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud.   Marry,  beshrew  my  hand. 
If  it  should  give  your  age  such  cause  of  fear: 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  sword. 

Leon.   Tush,  tush,  man,  never  fleer  and  jest  at  me  : 
I  speak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do, 

[8]  Tliis  alludps  to  the  extrav;i,',nri'  'j'les  tlif  Stoic.-;  gave  tiuir  ^\  ise  men  .S'npfesr 
iUt  cuvi  Di'is  ex  pa-e  vlvit.  Senec  Ep.  5i^.  Jvpittyr  quo  (infecedil  vinim  hunum'! 
diittiu<!  bonus  est.  Sapiens  ni'iUn  se  minoris  xstimat- — Detcs  nun  vincit  sapii ntem 
feliciintc.    En.  73.     WARRURTON 

£hnke';»eare  rnisht  have  iwt^l  liii?-  esore-s-on,  without  any  acquaintance  with  the 
liyperboies  of  s'oioisnn.  By  tf;e  st'ilf  cf  %wis.  he  meant  an  evaite  t  language  ;  such 
a=(  we  may  .suppose  would  be  writ.'en  by  beings  superior  to  Imman  calamities,  wtf 
flicrefore  legarJinxthern  with  ue2;!ectanfi  col  ..less.     STEEYEi^S. 

m  A:;ildji:g  to  lh?ii;  fa:aoL3  a^?.ihr<.     WAriBURT03:. 
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Were  I  not  old  :  ICno-»v,  Claudio,  to  thy  head. 

Thou  hast  so  wrong'd  mine  innocent  child  and  me, 

That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  b}' ; 

And,  with  gr^y  hairs,  and  hruise  of  many  days, 

Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  man. 

I  say,  thou  hast  belied  mine  innocent  child  ; 

Thy  slander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart. 

And  she  lies  buried  with  her  ancestors  : 

O  !  in  a  tomb  where  never  scandal  slept, 

Save  this  of  hor's,  frara'd  by  thy  villany. 

Claud.  My  villany  ! 

Leon.  Thine,  Claudio  ;  thine  I  say. 

D.  Fedro.  You  ssij  not  right,  old  man. 

Leon.   My  lord,  ni}'  lord, 
ril  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare  ; 
Despite  his  nice  f^nce,  and  iiis  active  practice  :' 
His  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  lustyhood. 

Claud.  Away,  1  will  not  have  to  do  with  )'0U. 

Leo7i.  Canst  thou  sodalfme  ?  Thou  hast  kill'd  my  child.; 
If  thcu  kilTst  me,  boy,  thou  shalt  kill  a  man. 

Ant.   He  shall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed.' 
But  that's  no  matter  ;  let  him  kill  one  first  : — 
Win  me  and  wear  me, — let  him  answer  me, — 
Come,  follow  me,  boy  :  come,  boy,  follow  me  ; 
Sir  boy,  Til  whip  yoj  from  your  foining  fence  f 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  '.vill. 

Leon.   Brotlier, — 

Ant.  Content  j'ourself :  God  knows,  I  Icv'd  my  niece  ; 
And  she  is  dead,  slander'd  to  death  by  villains  ; 
That  dare  as  well  answer  a  man,  indeed, 
As  I  dare  take  a  serpent  by  the  tongue  : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  jacks,  milksops  ! — 

Leon.   Brother  Antony, — 

Ant.  Hold  you  content ;  What,  man  !  I  know  them,  yea, 
And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost  scruple  : 
Scambling,  out-facing,  fashion-mong'ring  boys, 

ri]  i  e    defence,  or  skill  in  the  science  of  fe.icing.  or  defence.     DOUCE. 

[2J  Thi.s  brother  Antony  iv  the  triiest  pictuie  imasjinHMe  of  human  nature.  He 
bad  aEsinn.?d  thsrharqtter  of  a  sajre  to  romfort  bis  brother,  overwhelmed  with  grief 
for  his  only  daughtor's  a-Jront  and  di.shonour;  and  had  severely  reproved  him  for 
not  commaodino:  hi^  passion  better  on  so  trying  an  occasion  Yet,  immediately 
after  thi?.  no  soonr-r  does  he  bejin  to  >-u5j»e«'t  that  his  a^e  and  valour  are  "lishted, 
but  he  falls  into  the  mo«t  intempoi-ate  iit  of  rage  himself;  and  all  he  can  f'o  or  «;ay 
is  not  of  power  to  pa-ify  iiim  Thi'?  is  copying  nature  Tvith  a  penetration  and  ex- 
af;;lness  of  judsmr-nt  prcuiiar  to  Sh-4'Kf-i>eire.  As  to  the  cvrres.sion,  too,  of  hii? 
pa.ssion,  riotjii:}?  ra.i  be  more  hi -'-.'v  p.Hinted.     W  AH  BUPT-'  X. 

[3J  Foining  h  a  term  ia.  feoci«6«  aad  hjcjuis  tAmstUig.    DOUCE. 
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That  lie,  anJ  cog^,  and  ilout,  Jeprave  and  slander, 
Go  anticly,  and  show  outward  hideousness, 
And  speak  olF  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durst, 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Antony, — ' 
Ant.  Come,  'tis  no  matter  ; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

D.  Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake  your  pa- 
tience. 
My  heart  is  sorrj  for  your  daughter's  death ; 
B  ]t,  on  mv  honour,  she  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  trae,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon.    My  lord,  ray  lord, — 

D.  Pedro.   1  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No  ? — 
Brottier,  away  : — I  will  be  heard  ; — 

Ant.  And  snail, 
Or  some  of  us  will  smart  for  it.  [Exe.  Leon,  and  Ant, 

Eiiter  Benedick. 

D.  Ped.  See,  see  ;  here  comes  the  man  we  went  to  seek. 

Claud.   Now,  signior  !   what  new^s  ! 

Bene.  Good  day,  ins  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Welcome,  signior:  You  are  almost  come  to 
part  almost  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  noses  snapped 
off  witli  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

D.  Pedro.  Leooalo  and  his  brother:  What  t^jink'st  thou? 
bad  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  should  have  been  too  young 
for  them. 

Bene.  In  a  false  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour.  I 
came  to  seek  you  both. 

Clavd.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  seek  thee  ;  for 
we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain  have  it 
beaten  away  :    Wilt  thou  u-^e  thy  wit  '^ 

Bene.   It  is  in  my  scabbard  ;   Shall  I  draw  it  ? 

D.  Pedro.   Dost  thou  wear  tliy  wit  by  thy  side  ? 

Cloud.  Never  any  did  so,  though  very  many  have  been 
beside  their  wit. — I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do  the 
miu=itrels  ;  draw,  to  pleasure  us. 

D.  Pedro.  As  1  am  an  honest  man,  he  looks  pale  : — 
Art  thou  sick,  or  angry  ? 

Oaud.  What!  co'Vi-ao;^,  mc»n  !  SV^.n.t  Ibough  care  killed 
a  cat,  thou  hast  metiie  enough  in  t.hee  to  Kill  care. 
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Bene.  Sir,  I  shall  meet  yowv  wit  in  the  career,  an  you 
charg;e  it  against  me.     I  praj'  you,  choose  another  subject. 

Claud.  Nay,  tliea  give  him  another  staff;  tliis  last 
was  broke  cross." 

7^.  Pedro.  By  this  light,  hp  changes  more  and  more  ;  I 
think,  he  be  angT}-,  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle.* 

Bene.  Shall  1  speak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  biess  me  from  a  challenge  ! 

Bene.  You  are  a  villain  ; — I  jest  not  : — I  will  make  it 
good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you 
dare  : — po  me  right,  or  I  will  protest  your  cowardice. 
You  have  killed  a  sweet  lad}-,  and  her  death  shall  fall 
heavy  on  you  :  Let  me  hear  from  yon. 

Claud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  so  I  may  have  good  cheer. 

D.  Pedro.   What,  a  feast?  a  feast? 

Claud,  rfaiih,  I  thank  him  ;  he  hath  bid  me  to  a  calf's 
head  and  a  capon  ;  the  which  if  1  do  not  carve  most  cu- 
riously, say,  my  knife's  naught. — Shall  I  not  tiad  a  wood- 
cock too  ? 

Be7ie.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well  ;  it  goes  easily. 

D.  Pedro.  VU  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  praised  thy  wit  the 
oth.er  da}^ :  1  said,  thou  hadst  a  fine  wit  ;  Ti-ue,  says  she, 
a  fine  Utile  one:  A'o,  said  I,  a  great -wit ;  Right,  says  she, 
a  great  gross  one  :  A?<7/,  said  I,  a  good  n-it ;  Just,  said 
slie,  it  hurts  nobody;  Afi//,  said  1,  the  gentleman  is  Xi:ise  ; 
Certain,  said  she,  a  zvise  gentle/nan  :^  Aay,  said  I,  he  hath 
the  tongues ;  That  I  believe,  said  she, /or  he  swore  a  thing  to 
me  on  Svionday  night,  rchich  he  forszcore  on  Tuesday  morn- 
{■ig  ;  There'' s  a.  double  Imgue  ;  there's  trco  tongues.  Thus 
did  she,  an  ho;ir  together,  transshape  thy  particular  vir- 
tues ;  yet,  at  last,  she  concluded  with  a  sigh,  thou  wast 
the  propercv^t  man  in  \\.^\y. 

Claud.  For  the  which  she  wept  heartily,  and  said,  she 
cared  not. 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  that  she  did  ;  but  yet,  for  all  that,  an 
if  she  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  siie  would  love  him  dear- 
ly :   the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

r4j  All  aMujii.n  to ////(H^.     t>ee  note,  ^i   /.•.//?>./«,  A-n  111.  sc.  iv.     WARB.      • 

[5j  We  have  a  proverbial  fi,'eL'ch.  If  he  be  an^ry,  iet  him  tura  the  biu:kle  of 
his  eiHle      But  I  i!o  iio»  kuow  it*  original  or  nieaninjc      JOHNSON. 

l.'!?e  hclts  r.ere  «nrii  with  the  buckle  Hefore,  but  for  vrestlins  the  buckle  vras 
l')riie<!  I  ehind,  to  give  the  aoversarva  fa-rer  irra-;u  at  the  girdle  To  turn  the 
buC  le  beliind.  thert-ure.  wa.<;  a  challfcn<!;e      HOLT  WHITE. 

{•:jj  Perhai)s  nnst  ^mil'Tinu  »v  is  in  tha»  age  u.se<J  ironically,  and  stood  for  tV!y 
fe'.Uiw.    We  still  call  a  man  deftcieat  in  unCerstanJing,  a  nisc-acre.    STE  EVENi. 
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Claud.  All,  all ;  and  moreover,  God  sa-w  him  xvhen  he 
tvas  hill  in  the  garden, 

D.  Pedro.  But  when  sliall  we  set  the  savag-e  bull's  horns 
on  the  sensible  Benedick's  head  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath,  Here  dzn-ells  Benedick 
the  married  man  ? 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy  ;  you  know  my  mind ;  I 
will  leave  you  now  to  your  gossip-iike  humour  :  you 
break  jests  as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which,  God  be 
thanked,  hurt  not. — My  lord,  for  your  many  courtesies 
I.  thank  3'ou  :  I  must  discontinue  your  company  :  your 
brother,  the  bastard,  is  fied  from  Messina  ;  you  have, 
among  yon,  l.illod  a  sweet  and  innocent  lady  :  For  my 
lord  Lack-beard  there,  he  and  I  shall  meet ;  and  till  then^ 
peace  be  with  !iim.  [Exit  Benedick. 

J).  Pedro,  lie  is  in  earnest. 

Claud.  In  moGl.  profound  earnest ;  and,  I'll  warrant  you,, 
for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

D.  Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee  ? 
Claud.  Most  sincerely. 

D.  Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  in 
his  doublet  and  hose,  and  leaves  off  his  wit ! 
Enter  Dogeerry,  Verges,  a^id  the  Watch,  with  Conrade 
and  BoRACHio. 
Claud.  IJe  is  \^i)Qx-L  a  giant  to  an  ape  :  but  then  is  an  ape 
a  doctor  to  such  a  man. 

D.  Pedro.  Bat,  soft  you,  let  be  ;  pluck  up,  my  heart, 
and  be  sad  !   Did  he  not  say,  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Dcgb.  Come,  you,  sir  ;  if  jfistice  cannot  tame  you,  she 

shall  ne'er  vreigh  more  reasons  in  her  balance  :  nay,  and 

you  be  a  cursing  hypocrite  once,  you  must  be  looked  to. 

D.  Pedro.  IIovv  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men  bound  ! 

Borachio,  one  ! 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord  ! 
D.  Pedro.  Officers,  wliat  offence  have  these  men  done? 
Dogb,  Marr}^  sir,  t!iey  have  committed  false  rej)ort ; 
moreover,  they  have  s'poken  untruths  ;  secondarily,  they 
are  slanders  5  sixth  and  lastly,  they  have  belied  a  lady; 
thirdly,  they  have  verified  unjust  things  :  and,  to  con- 
dude,  they  are  lying  knaves. 

D.  Pedro.  First,  1  ask  thee  what  they  have  done ; 
thirdly,  I  ask  thee  what's  their  offence  ;  sixth  and  lastly^ 
why  they  are  committed  ;  and,  to  conclude,  what  you  lay 
iO  their  charge  ? 
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Claud.  Rightly  reasoned,  and  in  iiis  own  division ; 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  suited." 

D.Pedro.  Whom  have  you  ollended,  masters,  that  you 
are  thus  bound  to  your  answer  ?  this  learned  constable  is 
too  cunning  to  be  understood  :   What's  your  oflfence  ? 

Bora.  Sweet  prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine  an- 
swer ;  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  count  kill  me.  J 
have  deceived  even  your  very  eyes  :  what  your  wisdoms 
could  not  discover,  these  shallow  fools  have  brought  to 
light ;  who,  in  the  night,  overheard  me  confessing  to 
this  man,  how  Don  John  your  brother  incensed  me  to 
slander  the  lady  Hero  ;  how  you  were  brought  into  the 
orchard,  and  saw  me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  gar- 
ments ;  how  you  disgraced  her,  when  you  should  marry 
her  :  my  villany  they  have  upon  record  ;  which  I  had 
rather  seal  with  my  death,  than  repeat  over  to  my 
shame  :  the  lady  is  dead  upon  miae  and  my  master's 
false  accusation  ;  and,  briefly,  1  desire  nothing  but  the 
reward  of  a  villain. 

jD,  Pedro.  Runs  not  this  speech  like  iron  through  your 
blood  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poison,  while  he  utter'd  it. 

D.  Pedro    But  did  my  brother  set  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora.   Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  practice  of  it. 

D.  Pedro.  He  is  compos'd  and  fram'd  of  treachery: 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villany. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero  !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  semblance  that  I  first  loved  it. 

Dogh.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiffs  ;  by  this  time 
Our  sexton  hath  reformed  signior  Leonato  of  the  matter  : 
And  masters,  do  not  forget  to  specify,  when  time  and 
place  shall  serve,  that  1  am  an  ass. 

Verg.  Here,  here  comes  master  signior  Leonato,  and 
the  Sexton  too. 

Re-cnier  Leonato  and  Antonio,  "wiih  the  Sexton. 

Leon.   Which  is  the  villain  ?  Let  me  see  his  eyes  ; 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him  :   Which  of  these  is  he  ? 

Bora.   If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on  me. 

Leon.  Art  thou  the  slave,  that  with  thy  breath  hast  kill'd 
Mine  innocent  child  ? 


[7]  That  is,  one  mianing  fs  put  intc  many  difftrtnt  dresses  :  the  Prince  having 
asked  the  s*  -e  question  in  four  me  .  ■-  of  i^i.eech.    JOHisSON. 

10  Vol.  HL  G 
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i    Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.   No,  not  so,  villain  ;  thou  belj'st  thyself; 
Here  stand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : — 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death  ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  wortliy  deeds  ; 
^Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.   I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Yet  I  must  speak  :  Choose  your  revenge  yourself- 
Impose  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  sin  :  Yet  sinn'd  I  not, 
But  in  mistaking. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  soul,  nor  I  ; 
And  yet,  to  satisfy  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 
That  he'll  enjoin  me  to. 

Leon.   I  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  live, 
That  were  impossible  ;  but,  I  pray  you  both, 
Possess  the  people  in  Messina  here, 
How  innocent  she  died:  and,  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  sad  invention, 
Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb, 
And  sing  it  to  her  bones  ;  sing  it  to-night : — 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  house  ; 
And  since  you  could  not  be  my  son-in-law, 
Be  yet  my  nephew :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 
Almost  a  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  she  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us  ; 
Give  her  the  right  you  should  have  given  her  cousin. 
And  so  dies  my  revenge. 

Claud.  O,  noble  sir, 
Your  over-kindness  doth  wring  tears  from  me  t 
I  do  embrace  your  offer  ;  and  dispose 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon.  To-morrow  then  I  will  expect  your  coining  ; 
To-night  I  take  my  leave. — This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.   No,  by  my  soul,  she  was  not ; 
Nor  knew  not  what  she  did,  when  she  spoke  to  me  ; 
But  always  hath  been  just  and  virtuous, 
la  any  tiling  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Do^b.    Moreover;    sir,    (which,    indeed,  is  not  undr>^ 
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white  and  black)  this  plaintiff  here,  tiie  offender,  did 
call  ine  ass  :  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be  remembered  in  his 
punishment :  And  also,  the  watch  heard  them  talk  of 
one  Deformed  :  they  s-aj,  he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and 
a  lock  hanging  by  it;®  and  borrows  money  in  God's 
name  ;^  the  which  he  hath  used  so  long,  and  never 
paid,  that  now  men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend 
nothing  for  God's  sake  :  Pray  you,  examine  him  upon 
that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honest  pains. 

Do^b.  Your  worship  speaks  like  a  most  thankful  and 
reverend  3'outh  ;  and  I  praise  God  for  you. 

Leon.   There's  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb.  God  save  the  foundation  !* 

Leon.  Go,  I  discharge  thee  of  thy  prisoner,  and  I 
thank  thee. 

Dogb.  I  leave  an  arrant  knave  with  3'^our  worship  ; 
which,  I  beseech  your  worship,  to  correct  yourself,  for 
the  example  of  others.  God  keep  your  worship  ;  I  wish 
your  worship  well  ;  God  restore  you  to  health  :  I  hum- 
bly give  you  leave  to  depart  ;  and  if  a  merry  meeting 
may  be  wishpd,  God  prohibit  it. — Come,  neighbour. 

[Exe.  Dogb.  Verg.  and  IVatch. 

Leon.  Until  to-morrow  morning,  lords,  farewell. 

Ant.  Farewell,  mv  lords  ;  we  look  for  you  to-morrow. 

D.  Pedro.   We  will  not  fail. 

Claud.  To-night  I'll  mourn  with  Hero^ 

[Exe.  D.  Pedro  and  Claud. 

Lccn.    Bring   you   these   fellows   on  ;   we'll  talk  with 
Margaret, 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow.     [Ex. 

[■:]  TfiLTe  couliJ  DOt  be  a  pleasanter  ridicule  ou  the  fashion,  than  the  constable's 
d-escant  on  his  own  blunder.  They  heard  the  conspirators  satirize  ^he  fnsfiion  : 
whono  they  took  to  be  a  noan  sarnamed  Dcformid.  This  the  con-<tabie  applies  with 
exquisite  humour  to  the  courtiers,  in  a  description  of  one  of  the  o^ost  fantastical 
fashions  of  that  time,  the  men's  wearin»  rings  in  their  ears,  and  indulging  a  favour- 
ite lock  of  hair,  ^vhich  was  brought  before  and  tied  with  ribbons,  and  called  a  love- 
lock.    WARBURTON 

Fynes  .Vloryson.  in  a  very  particular  account  that  he  has  given  of  the  dress  of 
lor!  Montjoy,  (the  ri\al,  an.l  afterwards  the  friend,  of  Robert,  earl  of  Essex,)  =ays, 
that  his  hair  was  "  thinne  on  the  head,  where  he  wore  it  short,  except  a  'ock 
und  r  his  lift  eart,  which  he  nourishe''  in  the  time  of  this  varre,  [the  Irish  War,  ia. 
15J9]  and  being  wo%'en  up,  hid  it  in  his  neck  under  his  rulfe  "  Itinerart/,  F  fh 
Wiieo  he  was  not  on  service,  be  probably  wore  it  in  a  diilerent  fashion.' 

AI  ALONE. 

[9]  i.  0.  as  a  comTion  be»rar.  This  alludes,  with  too  much  levity,  to  Prov.  xii. 
17  :  "  He  that  siveth  to  the  poor,  lendel>i  unto  the  Lord."     ST^IEVENS. 

[1]  Such  p^as  the  custom-^ry  parase  emjiloye''  bv  those  who  receive.!  alms  at  the 
g:ates  of  religious  houses.  Dogberrv,  however,  ir.  the  present  iostaoce,  naiglrt  haTfl 
HwigDed  to  say—''  God  save  the/ounder .'"    STEEVENS. 
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SCENE  II. 

Leonato's    Garden.       Enter    Benedick    and  Margaret, 
7neeti7ig. 

Bene.  Pray  thee,  sweet  mistress  Margaret,  deserve 
well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  speech  of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  sonnet  in  praise  of  my 
beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  so  high  a  style,  Margaret,  that  no  man  living 
shall  come  over  it;  for,  in  most  comely  truth,  thou  de- 
servest  it. 

Marg.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me  ?  why,  shall  I 
always  keep  below  stairs  ? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's  mouth, 
it  catches. 

Marg.  And  yours  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils,  which 
hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene.  A  most  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt  a 
woman  ;  and  so,  1  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice  :  I  give  thee 
the  bucklers.^ 

Marg.  Give  us  the  swords,  we  have  bucklers  of  our  own. 

Bene.  If  you  use  them,  Margaret,  you  must  put  in 
the  pikes  with  a  vice  ;  and  they  are  dangerous  v/eapons 
for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I  think, 
hath  legs.  [Exit  Margaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come.  [Singiiig. 

The  god  of  love, 
'^f  That  sits  above^ 

''^'  Jind  knows  ine,  and  knows  me, 

How  pitiful  I  deserve, — 
.1  mean,  in  singing  ;  but  in  loving, — Leander  the  good 
swimmer,  Troilus  the  first  employer  of  pandars,  and  a 
whole  book  full  of  these  quondam  carpet-mongers,  whose 
names  yet  run  smoothly  in  the  even  road  of  a  blank  verse, 
why,  they  were  never  so  truly  turned  over  and  over  as 
my  poor  self,  in  love  :  Marry,  I  cannot  show  it  in  rhyme  ; 
1  have  tried  ;  I  find  out  no  rhyme  to  lady  but  baby,  an  in- 
nocent rhyme  ;  for  scorii  horn,  a  hard  rhyme  ;  for  school, 
fool,  a  babbling  rhyme  ;  very  ominous  endings  :  No,  I 
was  not  born  under  a  rhymhig  planet,  for  I  cannot  woo  in 
festival  terms. — 

\2]  1  suppose,  that  to  give  the  bucklers  is,  to  yield,  or  to  lay  by  all  thoughts  of 
B^cnce,  so  difpeum  Al^icere. ,  Ttie  re^t  deserves  no  comuiCDt.    JOHNSON 
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Enter  Beatrice. 
Sweet  Beatrice,  wouldst  thou  ccme  when  I  called  thee  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O,  stay^but  till  then  ! 

Beat.  Then,  is  spoken  ;  fare  you  well  now  : — and  yet, 
ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  what  I  came  for,  which  is,  with 
knowing  what  hath  passed  between  you  and  Claudio. 

Bene.   Only  foul  words  ;  and  thereupon  I  will  kiss  thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  is  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind  is  but 
foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noisome  ;  therefore  1  will 
depart  unkissed. 

Bene.  Thou  hast  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  right 
sense,  so  forcible  is  thy  wit :  But,  I  must  tell  thee  plainly, 
Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge  ;  and  either  I  most  short- 
ly hear  from  hirn,  or  I  will  subscribe  him  a  coward.  And, 
I  pray  thoo  now,  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didst 
thou  iirst  fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  altogether ;  which  maintained  so  politic 
a  state  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good  part  to 
intermingle  with  them.  But  for  which  of  my  good  parts 
did  you  first  suffer  love  for  me  ? 

Be?ie.  Sii/J^er  hrce ;  a  good  epithet!  I  do  sufTer  IcvOj  in- 
deed, for  1  love  thee  against  my  v.-iil. 

Beat.  In  spite  of  your  heart,  I  think  ;  alas  !  poor  heart! 
If  you  spite  it  for  my  sake,  I  v.ill  spite  it  for  yours  :  for  I 
will  never  love  that,  which  my  friend  hales. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  toq  wise  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confession  ;  there's  not  one 
wise  man  among  twenty,  that  will  praise  himself. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  instance,  Beatrice,  that  lived  in 
the  time  of  good  neighbours  :  ^  if  a  man  do  not  erect  in 
this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he  shall  live  no  longer 
in  monument,  than  the  bell  rings,  and  the  widow  weeps. 

Beat.   And  how  long  is  that,  think  you  ? 

Bene.  Q,uestion  ? ^Vjiy,  an  hour  in  clamour,  and  a 

quarter  in  rheum  :  Therefore  it  is  most  expedient  for  the 
wise,  (if  Don  Worm,  his  conscience,  find  no  impediment 
to  the  contrary,)  to  be  t!ie  trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as 
I  am  to  myself:  So  much  for  praising  myself,  (who  I 
myself  will  bear  witness,  is  praise-worthy)  and  now  tell 
me,  How  doth  your  cousin  ? 

Beat.   V^ery  ill. 

[3]  i.  e  When  men  were  not  enviriM.  bill  everv  o!ie  gave  auotier  Lis  due.  Tti8 
reply  is  extremely  humorous,  WARBURTON. 
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Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.   Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,    and    mend  :  there   r.ill  I 
leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 
Enter  Ursula. 

Urs.  Madam,  you  must  come  to  your  uncle  ;  yonder's 
old  coil  at  home  :  '^  it  is  proved,  my  lady  Hero  hath  been 
fMsely  accused,  the  prince  and  Claudio  mightily  abused  ; 
and  Don  John  is  the  author  of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone  : 
Will  you  come  presently  ? 

Beat.   Will  you  go  hear  tliis  news,  signior  ? 

Bene.  I  will  hve  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap,  and  be 
buried  in  thy  eyes  ;  and,  moreover,  1  will  go  with  thee 
to  thy  uncle's.    "  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

T7ie  inside  of  a  Church.     Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and 
Attendants^  with  music  and  tapers. 
Claud.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ? 
Atten.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Claud.   [Reads  from  a  scroll.']  ■    . 

Done  to  death^  by  slaiidcrous  tongues, 

Was  the  Hero  that  here  lies  : 
Death,  in  qiierdon  of  her  zvrongs 

Gives  her  fame  zi-hich  never  dies  : 
So  the  life,  that  died  with  shame, 
Lives  in  death  with  gloriov.s  fai/ie. 
Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomb,  [Affixing  it; 

Praising  her  when  I  am  dumb. — 
Now,  music,  sound,  and  bing  your  solemn  hyma. 


SONG. 

Pardon,  goddess  nf  the  night, 
Those  that  slew  thy  virgin  knight 
For  the  which  with  so?igs  of  woSy 
Round  ahout  her  tomb  they  go. 

Midnight,  assist  our  moan  ; 

Help  us  to  sigh  and  groan^ 
Heavily,  heavily : 


[4]  Old,  (I  know  (lot  why,)vvasaacif  ntlyaronrinjoii  aut;mentative  iu  familiar  lau- 
gua/re.     Coi/ is  biisUe,  stir.  STEEVENS. 

[5]  This  obsolete  piirase  occurs  frequently  in  our  amient  writers.        M  ALONE. 

[r.|  Krii-i  ht,  in  its  original  ^ienincaUoii,  laeiasfoUoTvn,  or  pupil, wd  in  tliis  seiB© 
May  be  fcminiue.  JOHNSON. 
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Graves,  yan-m,  arid  yield  your  dead, 
Till  death  be  uttered, 
Heavily,  heavily. 
Claud.  Now,  unto  thy  bones  good-night  J 

Yearly  will  1  do  this  rite. 
D.  Pedro.  Good-morrow,  masters ;  put  your  torches  out ; 
The  wolves  have  prey'd  ;  and  look,  the  gentle  day, 
Before  the  wheels  of  Plioebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  of  grey  : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us  ;  fare  you  well. 

Claud.  Good-morrow,  masters  ;  each  his  several  way. 
D.  Pedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds  ; 
And  then  to  Leonato's  we  will  go. 

Claud.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  issue  speeds, 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  render'd  up  this  woe  I         [Exe. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House.     Enter  LeOxVato,  Antonio, 
Benedick,  Beatrice,  Ursula,  Friar,  and  Hero. 

Friar.  Did  not  I  tell  you  she  was  innocent? 

Leon.  So  are  the  prince  and  Claudio,  who  accus'd  her^ 
Upon  the  error  that  j^ou  heard  debated : 
But  Margaret  was  in  some  fault  for  this  ; 
Although  against  her  will,  as  it  appears 
In  the  true  course  of  all  the  question. 

Ajit.   Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  sort  so  well. 

Bene.  And  so  am  I,  being  else  by  faith  enforc'd 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.   Well,  daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all. 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  yourselves  ; 
And,  when  I  send  for  you,  come  hither  mask'd : 
The  prince  and  Claudio  promis'd  by  this  hour 
To  visit  me  : — You  know  your  office,  brother  ; 
You  must  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.  [Exeunt  Ladiis. 

Ant.  Wl)ich  1  will  do  with  confirm'd  countenance. 

Bene    Friar,  I  must  entreat  your  pains,  I  think. 

Friar.   To  do  what,  signior  ? 

Bene.   To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them.— 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  signior, 
Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

L,€on.  That  eye  my  daugfiter  lent  her  j  'Tis  most  tnic?- 
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Bene,  And  1  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 
Leon.  The  sight  whereof,  I  think,  you  had  from  me, 
From  Claudio,  and  the  prince  ;  But  what's  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Your  answer,  sir,  is  enigmatical  : 
But,  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
May  stand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoin'd 
in  the  estate  of  honourable  marriage  ; — 
In  which,  good  friar,  I  shall  desire  your  help. 
Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 
Friar.  And  my  help. 
Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio,  't£;ith  Attendants. 
D.  Pedro.  Good-morrow  to  this  f\ir  assembly. 
Leon.  Good-morrow,  prince  ; — good-morrow,  Claudia  j 
VV^e  here  attend  you  ;  Are  you  yet  determin'd 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  ? 
Claud.  I'll  hold  my  mind,  were  she  an  Ethiope. 
Leon.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  friar  ready. 

[Exit  Antonio. 
IJ.  Pedro.  Good-morrow,  Benedick:  Why,  what's  the 
matter, 
That  you  have  such  a  February  face, 
i5o  full  of  frost,  of  storm,  and  cloudiness  ? 

Claud.  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  savage  bull : — ■ 
Tush,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold. 
And  all  Europa  shall  rejoice  at  thee  ; 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lusty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beast  in  love. 

Bene.  BullJove,  sir,  had  an  amiable  low  ; 
And  some  such  strange  bull  leap'd  your  father's  cow. 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  same  noble  feat, 
Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  just  his  bleat. 

Re-enter  Antonio,  with  the  Ladies  masked. 
Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you  :   here  comes  other  reckofl- 
ings.— 
Which  is  the  lady  I  must  seize  upon  ? 

Ant.  This  same  is  she,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Clau.  Why,  then  she's  mine :  sweet,  let  me  see  your 

face. 
Leon.  No,  that  you  shall  not,  till  you  take  her  hand 
Before  this  friar,  and  swear  to  marry  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  friar; 
I  am  your  husband,  if  you  iike  of  me. 
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Hero.  And  when  I  lived,  I  uas  jour  other  wife  : 

[Vninaskin§, 
And  wiien  you  loved,  you  were  my  other  husband. 

Claud.   Another  Hero  ? 

Hero.   Nothing  certainer : 
One  Hero  died  detil  d  ;  but  I  do  live. 
And,  surely  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

D.  Pedro.   The  former  Hero  !   Hero  that  is  dead  ! 

Leon.  She  died,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  slander  liv'2. 

Friar.   All  this  amazement  can  1  qualify  ; 
When,  after  that  Wxa  holy  rites  are  ended, 
I'll  tell  you  largelj'  of  fair  Hero's  death  : 
Mean  time,  let  wonder  seem  familiar. 
And  to  the  chapel  let  us  presently. 

Bene.   Soft  and  fair,  friar. — Which  is  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  I  ansvver  to  that  name  ;   {JJaniaskin^.^     What  is 
your  will  ? 

Bene.   Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.   No,  no  more  than  reasor>. 

Bene.  Why,  then  your  uncle,  and  the  prince,  and  Claudio, 
Have  been  deceived  ;  tor  they  swore  you  did. 

Beat.   Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Bene.  No,  no  more  than  reason. 

Beat.   W'^hy,  then  my  coUv-*in,  Margaret^  and  Ursula^ 
Are  much  deceiv'd  ;  for  they  did  swear,  you  did. 

Bene.   They  swore  tiiat  you  were  almost  sick  for  me. 

Beat.  They  swore,  that  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for  me. 

Bene.  'Tis  no  such  matter  : — Then,  you  do  not  love  me  'i 

Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompense. 

Leon.   Come,  cousin,  i  am  sure  you  love  the  gentleman. 

Claud.  And  Til  be  sworn  upon't,  that  he  loves  her  ; 
For  here's  a  paper,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  sonnet  of  his  own  j)UFe  brain, 
Fa-hion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.   And  here's  another. 
Writ  in  my  cousin's  hand,  stolen  from  her  pocket, 
Containing  her  atfection  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle  !  here's  our  own  hands  agrainst  our 
hearts  ! — Come,  I  will  have  thee  ;  but,  by  this  light,  i  tnke 
thee  for  jiity. 

Beat.  I  would  not  deny  you  ; — but,  hy  this  grood  day,  I 
yield  upon  great  persuasion  ;  and.  j  artly,  to  save  yourlife^ 
ibr  1  was  told  vou  Wv^re  in  a  consi 


lion. 


JSe»e.  Peace,  I  wiU  stop  your  mouth. —       [Kissing  k^r. 
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D.  Pedro.  How  dost  thou,  Benedick  the  married  man  1 

Bene.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  prince  ;  a  college  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour  :  Dost  thou 
think,  I  care  for  a  satire,  or  an  epigram?  No  :  if  a  man 
will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  shall  wear  nothing  hand- 
!Some  about  him :  In  brief,  since  I  do  propose  to  marry, 
I  will  think  nothing  to  any  purpose  that  the  world  can  say 
against  it ;  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me  for  what  I  have 
said  against  it ;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my 

conclusion. For  thy  part,  Claudio,  1  did  think  to  have 

beaten  thee  ;  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my  kinsman, 
live  unbruised,  and  love  my  cousin. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped,  thou  would'st  have  denied 
Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgelled  thee  out  of  thy 
single  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer  :  which,  out  of 
question,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  cousin  do  not  look  exceeding 
narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends  : — let's  have  a  dancer 
ere  we  are  married,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  heartSj, 
suid  our  wives'  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afl;erwards. 

Bene.  First,  o'  my  word  ;  therefore,  play,  music. — 
Prince,  thou  art  sad  ;  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife  ; 
there  is  no  staff"  more  reverend  than  one  tipped  with 
,horn. ' 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta*en  in  flight, 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Messina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow  ;  I'll  devise  thee 
brave  punishments  for  him. — Strike  up,  pipers. 

[Dance.     Exeunt. 


[71  The  allHsion  is  to  the  ancient  trial  by  tvager  of  battel,  in  suits  both  criminal 
and  civil.  Of  the  lafft  trial  of  this  latter  kind  in  England,  (which  was  in  the  13th  year 
of  Queen  Elizabet'i,)  our  author  might  have  read  a  particular  accotint  in  Stowe's 
Jnna!ts  Henry  Nailor,  masl€r  of  defence,  was  champion  for  the  demandants, 
Simon  Low  and  John  Kyme;  and  George  Thome  for  the  t<;nant,  (or  iefen(!ant) 
Tnnmas  Paramoiire  The  combat  was  appointed  to  be  fought  in  Tuthill-fields,  and 
the  Judges  of  the  Common  Pleas  am)  Serjeants  at  Law  attended.  Among  other 
ceiT?monie9  Stowe  mentions,  that  "the  gauntlet  that  was  cast  down  by  George 
Thorne  was  borue  before  the  sayd  Nailor,  in  his  passage  thro'  London,  upon  a 
swoidS  point,  and  his  ba-ton(a  ftajfoi  a^u  ell  long,  made  taper-wise,  <i/J<  with  horn,) 
■with  hissfaield  of  hard  leather,  «\'a"«  borne  after  him,"  &c.  See  also  Miiisheu's  Diet. 
1617,  in  V.  CoPibat ;  from  which  it  appeaf-s  that  Nailor  on  this  occasion  was  intro- 
du-'Cd  to  the  Judg,-p£,  with  "  three  snltnin  conifers,"  by  a  very  reverend  person,  "  Sir 
Jerone  B<ives.  amhas'-alor  from  Queen  Elizaheth,  into  Russiai  who  carried  a  )|$^ 
Pastvi  of  aa  eU  loD^,Mpped  with  korne.**  MAXiOPfS. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 

LovE*s  Labour's  Lost.]  I  have  not  hitherto  disco- 
vered any  novel  on  which  this  comedy  appears  to  have 
been  founded  ;  and  yet  the  story  of  it  has  most  of  the  fea- 
tures of  an  ancient  romance.  Steevens. 

I  suspect  tha-t  there  is  an  error  in  the  title  of  this  play» 
which,  1  believe,  should  be — "  Lovers  Labours  Lost.^^ 

M.  Mason. 

Lovers  Labour^s  Lost,  I  conjecture  to  have  been  veritteD 
m  1594.  See  An  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  Order  of  Shake' 
ipeare's  Plays,  Vol.  IL  Malone. 
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Ferdinand,  King  of  Navarre. 
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LoNGAViLLE,    \  lords,  attending  on  the  King, 

DUMAIN,  J 

ii|         '       ^  lords^  attending  on  the  Princess  of  FraneSi, 

Don  Adrjawo  de  Armado,  a  fantastical  Spaniard, 

Sir  Nathaniel,  a  curate. 

HoLOFERNES,  a  schoolituisler,. 

Dull,  a  constable. 

Costard,  a  clown. 

Moth,  page  to  Jiriiiado, 

A  Jt  or  ester* 


Princess  of  France^ 

Rosaline,     i 

Maria,  \  ladies;  attending  o»  the  Princes, 

Katharine  ) 

Jahuenetta,  a  country  wench. 

fifficeri  and  others^  attendants  on  the  King  and  PriM9Sf* 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  I. — Kavarre.     A  Park,  rcith  a  Palace  in  it.    Bn- 
ter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Dumain. 

King. 

Let  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives. 

Live  register'd  upon  our  brazen  tombs, 

And  then  grace  us  in  the  disgrace  of  death  ; 

When,  spite  of  cormorant  devouring  time, 

Th'  endeavour  of  this  present  breath  may  buy 

That  honour,  which  shall  bate  his  scythe's  keen  edg^', 

And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 

Therefore,  brave  conquerors  I — for  so  you  are, 

That  war  against  your  own  affections, 

And  the  huge  army  of  the  worlds  desires,— 

Oiir  late  edict  shall  strongly  stand  in  force  : 

Navarre  shall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world;. 

Our  court  shall  be  a  little  Academe  y 

Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art. 

You  three,  Biron,  Dumain,  and  Longaville, 

Have  sworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me, 

My  fellow-scholars,  and  to  keep  those  statutes, 

Th>^t  are  recorded  in  this  schedule  here  : 

Your  oaths  are  past,  and  now  subscribe  your  names  J 

That  his  own  hand  may  strike  his  honour  down, 

That  violates  the  smallest  branch  herein  : 

If  \ou  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  sworn  to  do. 

Subscribe  to  your  deep  oath,  and  keep  it  too. 

Lo7ig.   I  am  resolv'd  :   'tis  but  a  three  years'  fast'* 
The  mind  shall  banquet,  though  the  bodv  pine  ; 
Fat  pannches  have  lean  pates ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bank'rout  quite  the  wits. 

Duin.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortified  ; 
The  grosser  manner  of  these  world's  deliohts 
He  throws  upoo  the  gross  world's  baser  slaves : 
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To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  1  pine  and  die  ; 
With  all  these  living  in  philosophy. ' 

Biron.  I  can  but  say  their  protestation  over, 
So  much,  dear  liege,  t  have  already  sworn, 
That  is.  To  live  and  study  here  three  years* 
But  there  are  other  strict  observances  : 
As,  not  to  see  a  woman  in  that  term  ; 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there  : 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food ; 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  beside  ; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there  : 
And  then,  to  sleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night. 
And  not  be  seen  to  wink  of  all  the  day  ; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day  ;) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there  : 
O,  these  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep  ; 
Not  to  see  ladies,  study,  fast,  not  sleep. 

King.   Your  oath  is  past  to  pass  awav  from  these. 

Biron.  Let  me  say  no,  my  liege,  an  if  you  please  ; 
I  only  swore,  to  study  with  your  grace. 
And  stay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years'  space. 

Long.   You  swore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  rest. 

Biron.   By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  then  I  swore  in  jest. — 
What  is  the  end  of  study  ?  let  me  know. 

King.  Why,  that  to  know,  which  else  we  should  not  know. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd,  you  mean,  from  common 
sense  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  is  study's  god-like  recompense, 

Biron.  Come  on  then,  I  will  swear  to  study  so,. 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know  : 
As  thus, — To  study  where  I  well  may  dine. 

When  I  to  feast  expressly  am  forbid  ; 
Or,  study  where  to  meet  some  mistress  fine, 

When  mistresses  from  common  sense  are  hid: 
Or,  having  sworn  too  hard-a-keeping  oath, 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  study's  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  so. 
Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know  : 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  f  will  ne'er  say,  no. 

King.   These  he  the  stops  that  hinder  study  quite. 
And  train  our  intellects  to  vain  delight. 

(1]  By  all  ttieat  the  (.oft  ^eeins  to  menu,  a'/  ti-sf  ii.itltmtn^  who  have  awotato 
^oaecute  tae  same etudies  witb  me.  STEE  VEHS. 
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Biron.  \Vhy,  all  delights  are  vain  ;  but  that  most  vain, 
Which,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain  : 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book, 

To  seek  the  light  of  truth  ;  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  filsely'  blind  the  eye-sight  of  his  look  : 

Light,  seeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile  : 
So,  ere  you  liud  where  light  in  darkness  lies, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  losing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  please  the  eye  indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye  ; 
Who  dazzling  so,  that  eye  shall  be  his  heed, 

And  give  him  light  that  was  it  lilinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun, 

That  will  not  be  deep-search\i  with  saucy  looks  ; 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Save  base  authority  from  other's  books. 
These  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lightSj 

That  give  a  name  to  ever}  lixed  star, 
Have  no  more  protit  of  their  shining  nights. 

Than  those  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is,  to  know  nought  but  fame  ; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name.^ 

King.  How  well  he's  read,  to  reason  against  reading  ' 

Dam.  Proceeded  well,  to  stop  all  good  proceeding  1 

Long.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  still  lets  grow  the  weeding 

Biron.  The  spring  is  near,  when  green  geese  are  a 
breeding. 

Dum.  How  follows  that  ? 

Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Dum.  In  reason  nothing. 

Biron.   Something  then  in  rhyme. 

Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  sneaping  frost,* 
That  bites  the  first-born  infants  of  the  spring. 

Biron.   Well,  say  I  am ;  why  should  proud  summer  boast, 
Before  the  birds  have  any  cause  to  sing  ? 
Why  should  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Christmas  I  no  more  desire  a  rose, 

[2]  Falxely  is  here,  ami  in  many  other  places,  the  i=ame  as  ctis'innestiv  or  treache- 
Tousli/  The  whole  sense  of  this  jingling  declanriation  is  only  this,  that  a  man  by 
too  close  study  may  read  himself  blind.     JOHNSON. 

[l!]  T>ie  consequence,  says  Biron,  of  too  much  knowhdge,  is  not  any  real  solution 
©f  doubts,  hut  mere  empty  reputation.  That  is.  too  much,  knowltdge  givfs  only 
farrtr,  n  name  rvhich.  everv  sodfnlher  c<in  give  likenns' .     JOHNSON. 

(4]  >o  sneaping  winds  m  T>ie  IV inter's  Tale  To  snfap  is  to  clieclr,  to  rebukr. 
TbQS  also,  Faistaar,  "  I  will  not  underjio  this  s?ieap,  without  reply."    STEEVEN?; 

n  Vol.  hi.  H 
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Than  wish  a  snow  in  May's  new-fangled  shows  ;* 
But  like  of  each  thing,  that  in  season  grows. 
So  3'ou,  to  study  now  it  is  too  late, 
Glimb  o'er  the  house  t'unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  sit  you  out:  go  home,  Biron  ;  adieu  ! 

Biron.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  i  Ve  sworn  to  stay  with  you.- 
And,  though  I  have  ior  barbarism  spoke  more, 

Than  for  that  angei  knowledge  you  can  say, 
Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  1  have  swore, 

And  'bide  the  penance  of  each  three  year's  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  same  ; 
And  to  the  stricl'st  decrees  Til  write  my  name. 

King.  How  well  this  yielding  rescues  thee  from  shame  ? 

Biron.  [Reads.]  Item,  that  no  moman  shall  come  within  a 
mile  of  my  court. — And  hath  this  been  proclaim'd  ? 

Long.  Four  days  ago. 

Biron.    Let's   see   the  penalty. — [Reads.^  On  pain  of 
losing  her  tongue. — Who  devis'd  this  l 

Long.   Marry,  that  did  1. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty. 

Biron.   A  dangerous  law  against  gentility. 

[Reads.]  Item.  If  any  man  be  seen  to  talk  with  a  woman 
within  the   term  of  three  years,  he  shall  endure  such  public 
shame  as  the  rest  of  the  court  can  possibly  devise. 
— This  article,  my  liege,  yourself  must  break  ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embassy 
The  French  king's  daughter,  with  yourself  to  speak,-"- 

A  maid  of  grace,  and  comjlete  majesty, — 
About  surrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  sick,  and  bed-rid  father: 
Ther<. fore  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  princess  hither. 

King.   What  say  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was  quite  fbrgot; 

Biron.   So  study  evermore  is  overshot  ; 
While  it  doth  i-tudy  to  have  what  it  would, 
It  doth  forget  lo  do  the  tl>ing  it  should  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  most, 
'Tis  won,  as  towns  with  tire  ;  so  won,  so  lost. 

LCing.   We  must,  of  force,  dispense  with  this  decree; 
Siie  must  lie  here  on  mere  necessity.^ 

[5]  By  fhows  (he  poet  means  Mut/franies,  at  ^hich  a  snow  wcuili)  lie  very  unwel- 
come and  uiiexjiected,-  if  is  only  a  I  erip'irasis  lor  iUd.v     T  WAKTON. 

[G]  Lie  here,  tncaas  rciide  here,  in  the  aaa'j  senst  as  an  atnbas^iador  h  said  to  Hi 
TrezfT.    REEB. 
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Biron.  Necessity  will  make  us  all  forsworn 
Three  thousand  times  within  this  three  years'  space  : 
For  every  man  with  his  aliects  is  born  ; 

Not  by  might  masterd,  but  by  special  grace : 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  shall  speak  for  me, 
I  am  forsworn  on  mere  necessity. — "^ 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  1  write  my  name  :  [Suhserif^ef, 

And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  least  degree, 
•Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  shame  : 

Suggestions^  are  to  others,  as  to  me  ; 
But,  [  believe,  although  I  seem  so  loth, 
1  am  the  last  that  will  last  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ?^ 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is  :  our  court,  you  know,  is  haunted 

With  a  retined  traveller  of  Spain  ; 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fashion  planted. 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrases  in  his  brain  : 
One,  whom  the  music  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravish,  like  enchanting  harmony  ; 
A  man  of  compliments,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chose  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny  ;' 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  higVit. 

For  interim  to  our  studies,  shall  relate, 
In  high-born  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 
From  tawn}'  Spain,  lost  in  the  world's  debate. 
How  you  del'^  :.t,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  1  j 
But  I  protest,  i  love  to  hear  him  lie, 
And  I  will  use  him  for  my  minstrelsy.* 

Biron.   Armado  is  a  most  ilhisirious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire-ncw  words,^  fashion's  own  knight. 

[7]  Biron,  amidst  his  extravasancies,  speaks  with  great  justness  against  the  folly 
of  vows.  They  are  made  without  siiiScieiif  regard  to  the  variations  of  life,  and  are 
therefore  broken  liy  somi  unforeseen  necessity.  They  proceed  commonly  from  a 
presumptuous  coniidence,  ann  a  false  e«timateof  human  power.     JOHIS'fcON. 

[8]  >ug^fi«ons— Temi  tations.     JOH.NtiON. 

(91  Qj/ic*  recreahVjw— Lively  sport,  spritely  diversion      JOHNSON. 

[IJ  Tnis  passage,  I  believe,  mean^  no  more  than  that  Don  Armado  was  a  man 
nicely  versed  in  ceremonial  distinctions,  one  who  could  distinguish  in  the  most  de- 
licate questions  of  honour  the  exact  doundaries  of  right  and  wrong.  Compliment, 
in  Shakespeare's  time,  did  Dot  signify,  at  least,  did  not  only  signify  verbal  civility*, 
or  phrases  of  courtesy,  but,  according  to  its  original  meaiiiug,  the  trappings,  or  or- 
namenfal  appendages  of  a  character,  in  the  same  manner  and  en  the  same  principles 
of  vj.eech  with  accumpUshmtnt.  CompliTnent  is,  as  Armado  well  expresses  it,  the 
va-ni<:h  of  a  complete  man.     JOHNSON. 

[I]  i.  e.  I  will  make  a  minstrel  of  him,  whose  occupation  was  to  relate  fabulous 
stores.     DOUCE. 

[^]  i  e.  ('■ay  an  intelligent  writer  in  the  Edinburgh  Masagint,)  words  newly 
couip.;,  new  from  the  (ct'^c.  Firt  neiv,  nnv  off  the  irons,  and  the  ScottJBh  espr^v 
»l  'H  breu-mn-  have  all  the  same  origin.     STEKVBKS. 
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Long.  Costard  the  swain,  and  he,  siiall  be  our  sport ; 
And,  so  to  stad}^  three  years  is  but  short. 

Enter  Dull,  Tunth  a  letter,  and  Costard. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  Duke's  omi  person  ? 

Biron.   This,  fellow  ;   What  would'st  ? 

Dull.  I  myself  reprehend  his  own  person,  for  I  am  his 
grace's  tharborough  :*  but  I  would  see  his  own  person  ia 
flesh  and  blood. 

Biron.   This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Arme — Arme — commends  you.  There's 
villany  abroad  ;  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 

Cost.   Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  me. 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron.  How  low  soever  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God  for 
high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having :  God  grant  us 
patience  ! 

Biron.   To  hear?  or  forbear  hearing? 

Long.  To  hear  meekl}^,  sir,  and  to  laugh  moderately  ; 
or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well,  sir,  be  it  as  the  style  shall  give  us  cause 
to  climb  in  the  merriness. 

Cod.  The  matter  is  to  me,  sir,  as  concerning  Jaquenet* 
ta.     The  manner  of  it  i.-,  i  was  taken  with  the  manner.* 

Biron.  In  what  manner  ? 

Cost.  In  manner  and  form  following,  sir  ;  all  those 
three  :  I  was  seen  with  her  in  the  manor  house,  sitting 
with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken  following  her  into 
the  park  ;  w^hich,  put  together,  is,  in  manner  and  form 
following.  Now,  sir,  for  the  manner, — it  is  the  manner 
of  a  man  to  speak  to  a  woman  :  for  the  form, — in  some 
form. 

Biron.   For  the  following,  sir  ? 

CW.  As  it  shall  follow  in  my  correction  ;  And  God  de- 
fend the  right ! 

King.   Will  you  hear  this  letter  with  attention  ? 
Biron.   As  we  wonld  hear  an  oracle. 

[ij  i.  e.  TMrd.h.nrou^'i,  a  peace  olScer,  alike  in  authority  with  a  iieiiJborOiigh  or. 
a  coii^tahle.     SIR  J.  HAWKI^JJ 

[5]  i.  e.  in  ttiR  fact.     STEIOVE.VS. 

A  f<)reii«ic  term.  A  thie!'  is  xai  i  to  be  taken  with  the  manner,  i  e.  7naivnirav 
wn-n.jvr,  (for so  it  is  wntten  in  our  n\(\  h'v  booths.)  when  he  is  a|>prehen  ie<;  wi;ti  the 
thii!-r  stolen  in  his  possession.  The  thins  that  he  has  taken  was  eaJled  maincniri 
itoia  the  Fr.  manitr,  raiau  trajtare.    iMAJ.OND-. 
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Cosi.  Such  is  the  simpUcity  of  man  to  hearken  after  the 
flesh. 

King.  [Reads.]  Great  deputy,  the  ti'e//:/7?'s  vicegerent^ 
find  sole  dointnator  of  JVavarre,  my  souVs  earth's  God,  and 
body's  fostering  patron, — 

Cost,  Not  a  word  of  Costard  yet. 

Kitig.  So  it  is, — 

Cost.  It  may  be  so :  but  if  he  say  it  is  so,  he  is,  in  tell- 
ing true,  but  so,  so. 

King.   Peace. 

Cost.  — be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight ! 

King.  No  words. 

Cost.  — of  other  men's  secrets,  I  beseech  you. 

King.  So  it  is,  besieged  mith  sable-coloured  melaU' 
choly,  I  did  commend  the  black-oppressing  humour  to 
fhe  most  wholesome  physic  of  thy  health-giving  air ; 
and,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  betook  myself  to  zaalk.  The 
time  tvhen  ?  About  the  sixth  hour ;  when  beasts  most 
graze,  birds  best  peck,  and  men  set  down  to  that  nour- 
ishment which  is  called  supper.  So  much  for  the  time 
when  :  JVozv  for  the  ground  which ;  which,  I  mean,  I 
walked  upon :  it  is  ycleped,  thy  park.  Then  for  the 
^lace  where ;  where,  I  mean,  I  did  encounter  that  ob- 
scene and  most  preposterous  event,  that  draweth  from 
my  snow-white  pen  the  ebon-coloured  ink,  which  here  thou 
viewest,  bcholdest,  surveyest,  or  seest :  But  to  the  place, 
where, — It  standeth  north-north-east  and  by  east  from, 
the  west  corner  of  thy  curious-knotted  garden  :^  There 
did  I  see  that  low-spirited  swain,  that  base  minnow  of 
thy  mirth y  [Cost.  Me.]  that  unletter'^d  small-knowing 
soul,  [Cost.  Me.]  that  shallow  vassal,  [Cost.  Still  me.] 
which,  as  I  remember,  hight  Costard,  [Cost.  O  me  !} 
sorted  and  consorted,  coiitrary  to  thy  established  proclaimed 
edict  and  continent  canon,  with — withy — O  with — but  with 
this  I  passion  to  say  wherewith, — 

Cost.   With  a  wench. 

King.  — with  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve,  a  fe- 
male ;    or,  for    thy    more  sweet  understanding,  a  woman. 

[6]  Ancient  grardeps  aloubied  rith  6gure9  of  whicti  the  lines  intersected  each 
ether  in  many  •ireetioDs.     ^^TEEVENS. 

[7]  The  base  minnow  of  thy  mirth,  is  the  contemptible  little  object  that  contri- 
butes to  thy  entertainment.  Shakespeare  makes  Coriolanus  characterize  the  tribU- 
Bit|»n  insolence  of  Sl^in'us.  '.indor  tne  sjime  figure  : 

" hear  yon  not 

"  Tbis  TntOD  of  tiie  minnotvs  ?"    STEEVENi-. 
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Him  I  (as  my  ever  esteemed  duty  pricks  me  oil)  have  sent 
to  thee,  to  receive  the  meed  of  punishment^  by  thy  sxsaeet 
grace'' s  officer,  Antony  Dull;  a  man  of  good  repute,  car- 
riage, bearing,  and  estimation. 

Dull.  Me,  an't  shall  please  you  ;  I  am  Antony  Dull, 

King.  For  Jaquenetta,  (so  is  the  rveaker  vessel  called^ 
•which  I  apprehended  -tvith  the  aforesaid  szvain,)  1  keep  her 
as  a  vessel  of  thy  law''s  fury ;  and  shall,  tit  the  least  of  thy 
sxaeet  notice,  bring  her  to  trial.  Thine,  in  all  compliments  of 
devoted  and  heart-burning  heat  of  duty. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Biron.  This  is  not  so  well  as  1  looked  for,  but  the  best 
that  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay,  the  best  for  the  worst.  But,  sirrah,  what 
say  you  to  this  ? 

Cost.  Sir,  I  confess  the  wench. 

King.   Did  yon  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

Cost.  I  do  confess  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of 
the  markini^  of  it. 

King,  li  was  proclaimed  a  year's  imprisonment,  to  be 
taken  with  a  wench. 

Cost.  I  was  taken  with  none,  sir,  I  was  taken  with  a 
damosel. 

King.   Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damosel. 

Cost.  This  was  no  damosel  neither,    sir  ;    she  was    a 
Tirgin. 
.    King.   It  is  so  varied  too  ;  for  it  was  proclaimed,  virgin. 

Cost.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity ;  I  was  taken  with 
a  maid. 

King.  This  maid  will  not  serve  3^our  turn,  sir. 

Cost.   This  maid  will  serve  my  turn,  sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your  sentence  ;  You  shall 
fkst  a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Cost.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 
porridge. 

King.   And  Don  Armado  shall  be  your  keeper. 
Mv  lord  Biron,  see  him  deliver'd  o'er. — 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  m  i^ractire  that 

VVhich  each  to  other  lioih  so  strongly  sworn. 

[Exe.  King,  Longaville,  ond.  DuMAiif. 

Biron.   I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  har, 
These  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  scorn. — 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Cost.  1  suffer  for  the  truth,  sir  :  for  true  it  is,  i  was  fea- 
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ken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  girl  ;  an:^ 
therefore,  Welcome  the  sour  cup  of  prosperity  !  Afflic- 
tion may  one  day  smile  again,  and  till  then.  Sit  thee 
down,  sorrow  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  pari    of    the    same.       Armado's    House.       Enter 
Armado  and  Moth. 
Ann.  Boy,  what  sign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great  spiril 
grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.     A  great,  sign,  sir,  that  he  will  look  sad. 

Ann.  Why,  sadness  is  one  and  the  self-same  thing, 
^ear  imp.® 

Muth.   No,  no  ;   O  lord,  sir,  no. 

Ann.  How  canst  thou  part  sadness  and  melancholy, 
my  tender  Juvenal  ? 

Moth.  By  a  familiar  demonstration  of  the  working,  ray 
tough  senior. 

Ann.   Why  lough  senior  ?  why  tough  senior  ? 

Moth.   Why  tender  Juvenal  ?  why  tender  juvenal  ? 

Arm.  I  spoke  it,  tender  juvenal,  as  a  congruent  epi- 
theton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we  may 
nominate  tender. 

Moth.  And  I,  tough  senior,  as  an  appertinent  title  to 
your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.   Pretty  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  sir  ?  I  pretty,  and  my  saying 
apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  saying  pretty  ? 

Arm.   Thou  pretty,  because  little. 

Aloth.  Little  pretty,  because  little  :  Wherefore  apt  ? 

Arm.   And  therefore  apt,  because  quick. 

Mfjth.   Speak  you  this  in  my  praise,  master? 

Arm.   In  thy  condign  praise.  j 

Moth.   I  will  praise  an  eel  with  the  same  praise.  t 

Arm.   What  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious  ? 

Mjth.   That  an  eel  is  quick. 

[8]  /m/'  f.'is  flticieniiy  a  term  of  ilignity.  Lord  Ciomv«.ell,  in  his  las^  letter  t« 
H<  nrj  V!  il  pray-  for  the  ini;,  'tis  son  It  ii  no"  used  only  in  couteaipt  or  abhor- 
re  re  ,.erhdi'S  m  r.iir  auth-i's  time  it  was  ambiguous,  in  v."hiob  state  it  suits  well 
wi'-;  fhis  iliilogiie      J.)HN>0i^\ 

Tiie  word  literal'/  means  a  graff^  slip,  scion,  or  tucker  :  ar.J  by  roetonyn'y  conaet 
to  )M..u--ed  for  a  i>j-y  or  child.  The  imp.  his  nm,  is  no  more  than  his  infant  son.  It 
is  DOW  se;  a:)art  ^o  sign:ly  vuung  fiend! ;  as  the  dcVil  mud  hi-  imps. 

Dr.  J.  niiSM.;  -is  mi  ial-en  :n  <r  posing;  this  a  word  of  <'i:i<h\  I*  octurs  in  The 
Sis  ,,r^,  -J  Ct'c-  la  Ihi  Fair.  15  'il :  ' — ine  gefi'iemao  had  three  souiies,  very  OH- 
gracjoua  impet,  aad  of  a  wicked  naittire."    RltSON, 
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Arm.  I  do  say,  thou  art  quick  in  answers  :  Thou 
heatest  my  blood. — 

Moth.   I  am  answered,  sir. 

Ann.   I  love  not  to  be  crossed. 

Moth.  He  speaks  the  mere  contrary,  crosses  love  not 
him.  [Aside. 

Arm.  I  have  promised  to  study  three  years  with  the 
duke. 

Moth.   You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  sir. 

Arm.   Impossible. 

Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 

Arm.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  htteth  the  spirit  of  a 
tapster. 

Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamester,  sir. 

Arm.  1  confess  both  ;  they  are  both  the  varnish  of  a 
complete  man. 

Moth.  Then,  I  am  sure,  you  know  how  much  the  gross 
sum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.   It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth.   Which  the  base  vulgar  do  call,  three. 

Arm.   True. 

Moth.  VVliv,  sir,  is  this  such  a  piece  of  study  ?  Now 
here  is  three  studied,  ere  you'll  thrice  wink  :  and  how 
easy  it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  study  three 
years  in  two  words,  tlie  dancing-horse  will  tell  you.^ 

Ann.   A  most  line  ligure  ! 

Moth.   To  prove  you  a  cypher.  [Aside. 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confess,  I  am  in  love  :  and,  as  it 
is  base  for  a  soldier  to  love,  so  am  1  in  love  with  a  base 
wench.  If  drawing  my  sword  against  the  humour  of  af- 
fection would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of 
it,  I  would  take  desire  prisoner,  and  ransom  him  to  any 
French  courtier  for  a  new  devised  courtesy.  I  think 
scorn  to  sigh  ;  methinks,  I  should  out-swear  Cupid. — 
Comfort   me,   boy  :    What  great  men  have  been  in  love  ? 

Moth.   Hercules,  master. 

[9]  Raukes'.,  ''.'>/ 9'.  n -v  n  ,)lHv'i  many  remar  able  pranks  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
{H^sl.  if  tkt  World,  ftr^t  pn-t.  p  \7d,)  savs  :  If  Banks  ha-j  live.'  in  older  tinnes,  he 
would  have  shamed  all  f he  enchanters  in  the  world  :  for  whosoever  was  most  fa- 
mous among  thenn,  rouUI  never  master,  or  instruct  any  beast  as  he  did  his  horse." 

DR.  GREY. 

Among;  other  exploits  of  this  c.elt^brateri  beast,  it  is  said  that  he  went  up  to  the 
top  of  Sr  Paul's;  ai'.il  the  same  circumstance  is  likewise  mentioned  in  The.  Cuts 
Mwn-bnokt,  a  satirical  pamphlet  by  Decker,  130(».     STEK' VENS. 

li.'ii  .loiison  h:  <A.'>  at  the  ui-'orMirnte  la'-ih'rotdie  ot'  !  oth  man  and  horse,  which  I 
<in;J  happoner  at  fJ'tnje,  whtr»  t  .•  the  t  is'  race  of  tne  H.<;e,  oi'  the  country,  and  oC 
hum:init\ ,  tlj"%  rtce  fiurot  t>v  >  ler  of  the  pope,  for  va^icaat.  See  Don  Zara  del 
F6go,  12mo.  1660.  p.  114.     RJBEW. 
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Arm.  Most  sweet  Hercules ! — rJor2  r.iilhorily,  dear 
boy,  name  more  ;  and,  sr/eet  my  ciiilJ,  let  them  be  men 
of  good  re[iute  and  carriage. 

Moth.  Samson,  master  :  ho  was  a  man  of  good  car- 
riage, great  carriage  ;  for  he  carried  the  town-gates  on 
his  back,  like  a  porter:  and  he  was  in  4ove. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Samson  !  strong-jointed  Samson ! 
I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didst  me  in 
carrying  gates.  1  am  in  love  too. — Who  was  Samson's 
love,  my  d^ar  ^loth  ? 

Moth.  A  woman,  master. 
Arm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two  ;  or  one 
of  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precisely  of  what  complexion  ? 
Moth.  Of  the  sea-water  green,  sir. 
Arm.   Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 
Moth.   As  I  have  read,  sir;  and  the  best  of  them  toe. 
Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers  :  but  to 
have  a  love  of   that  colour,  methinks,  Samson  had  small 
reason  for  it.     He,  surely,  ariected  her  for  her  wit. 
Moth.   It  was  so,  sir  ;  for  she  had  a  green  wit. 
Arm.  M3'  love  is  most  immaculate  v»  uite  and  red. 
Moth.     Most  maculate    thoughts,   master,    are  masked 
under  such  colours. 

Arm..   Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 
Moth.  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue,  assist  me! 
Arm.  Sv/eet  invocation  of  a  child  ;  most  pretty,   and 
pathetical  ! 

Moth.    If  she  be  made  of  white  and  red, 
Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  ; 
For  blushing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred^ 

And  fears  by  pale-white  shov/n  : 
Then,  if  she  fear,  or  be  to  blame, 

By  this  you  shall  not  know  ; 
For  still  her  cheeks  possess  the  same, 
Wiiich  native  she  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhyme,  master,  against  the  reason  0^  white 
and  red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
Beirgar  ? 

Moth.  The    world    was    very  guilty  of  such  a  ballad 
Some  three  ages  since  :   hut,  I  think,  now  'tis  not  to  be 
Vol.  Ill,  H 
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found ;    or,  if   it    were,  it  would  neither  serve  for  the 
writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  the  subject  newly  writ  o'er,  that  I 
may  example  my  digression  by  some  mighty  precedent. 
Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  that  I  took  in  the  park 
with  the  rational  hind  Costard ;  she  deserves  well, — 

Moth.  To  be  whipped  ;  and  yet  a  better  love  than 
my  master.  [Aside, 

Arm.  Sing,  boy  ;  my  spirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 

Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light  wench. 

Arm.   I  say,  sing. 

Moth.  Forbear  till  this  company  be  past. 

Enter  Dull,  Costard,  and  Jaquenetta. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  duke's  pleasure  is,  that  you  keep  Cos- 
tard safe  :  and  you  must  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor  no 
penance  ;  but  a'  must  fast  three  days  a-week  :  For  this 
damsel,  I  must  keep  her  at  the  park ;  she  is  allowed 
for  the  day- woman.'  Fare  you  well. 

Arin.  I  do  betray  myself  with  blushing. — Maid. 

Jag.  Man. 

Arm.  I  will  visit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jag.  That's  hereby. 

Ann.  I  know  where  it  is  situate. 

Jag.  Lord,  how  wise  you  are  ! 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jag.  With  that  face  ?  / 

Ai'm.  I  love  thee. 

Jag.  So  I  heard  you  say. 

Arm.  And  so  farewell. 

Jag.  Fair  weather  after  you  \ 

Dull.  Come,  Jaqucnetta,  away.       [Ex.  Dull  and  Ja^. 

Arm.  Villain,  thou  shalt  fast  for  thy  offences,  ere  thou 
be  pardoned. 

Cost.  Weil,  sir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  shall  do  it  on 
a  full  stomach. 
,    Arm.  Thou  shalt  be  heavily  punished. 

Cost.  I  am  more  bound  to  you,  than  your  fellows,  for 
they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  villain  ;  shut  him  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  transgressing  slave  ;  away. 

[1]  i.  e.  for  the  dairy-maid.  "  Dairy ,  says  Johnson  in  his  Dictionary,  is  rleriyetJ 
from  day,  an  old  vford  for  milk.  In  \he  northeiii  counties  of  Scotland,  a  dairy- 
mtpd  ia  at  present  termed  a  day  or  dey."    Edinburgh  ilanar.ine,  Kov.  1786  ^ 
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Cost.  Let  me  not  i>e  pent  up,  sir  ;  I  will  fast,  being  loose. 

Aloth.  No,  sir  ;  that  were  fast  and  loose  :  thou  shalt  to 
prison. 

Cost.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  see  the  merry  days  of  desola- 
tion that  I  have  seen,  some  shall  see — 

Moth.  What  shall  some  see  ? 

Cost.  Nay,  nothing,  master  Moth,  but  what  they  look  up- 
on. It  is  not  for  prisoners  to  be  too  silent  in  their  words  ; 
and,  therefore,  I  will  say  nothing:  I  thank  God,  I  have  as 
little  patience  as  another  man  ;  and,  therefore  I  can  be 
quiet.  [Exe.  Moth  and  Cost. 

Arm.  I  Jo  affect  the  very  ground,  which  is  base,  where 
her  shoe,  which  is  ba.^er,  guided  by  her  foot,  which  is 
basest,  doth  tr(3ad.  I  shall  be  forsworn,  (which  is  a  great 
argument  of  falsehood,)  if  1  love  :  And  hov/  can  that  be  true 
love,  wliich  isfihcly  attempted  ?  Love  is  a  familiar  ;  love 
is  a  devil ;  there  is  no  evil  angel  but  love.  Yet  Samson 
was  so  tempted  ;  and  he  had  an  excellent  strength  :  yet 
was  Solomon  so  seduced  ;  and  he  had  a  very  good  wit. 
Cupid's  butt-shafi^  is  too  hard  for  Hercules' club,  and  there- 
fore too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapier.  The  first  and 
second  cause^  will  not  serve  rny  turn  ;  the  passado  ha  re- 
spects nof,  the  duello  he  regards  not :  his  disgrace  is  to  be 
called  boy  ;  but  his  glory  is,  to  subdue  men.  Adieu,  valour  '. 
rust,  rapier !  be  still,  drum  !  for  your  manager  is  in  love  i 
yea,  he  loveth.  x\ssist  me  some  extemporal  god  of  rhyme, 
for,  I  am  sure,  I  shall  turn  sonneteer.  Devise,  wit ;  wri^e, 
pea  J  for  1  am  for  whole  volumes  in  folio.  [Exit. 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  L — Another  part  of  the  same.  A  Pavilion  and  Tents 
at  a  distance.  Enter  the  Princess  of  France,  Rosaline,  Ma- 
ria, Katharine,  Bovet,  Lords^  and  other  Attendants, 

Boyet. 
Now,  madam,  *;ummon  up  your  dearest  spirits  : 
Consider  who  the  king  your  father  sends  ; 
To  whom  he  sends  ;  and  what's  his  embassy  : 

(2J  Y^tiil-skafi — ]  i.  e.  a.i  arrow  to  shoot  at  butts  with.     The  butt  was  the  pUce 
03  which  the  mark  to  be  >tir>*  dt  was  placed      STEEVENS. 
13]  S6€  tbe  last  set  cf  As  j"7s  Vice  -t,  with  the  notes.    JOHNSON. 


J  79  LKjVti.'b    i^ABOUn's    LOST.  ACT  11. 

Yonrselr',  hekl  precious  in  the  world's  esteem  ; 
To  parley  with  the  sole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfections  tliat  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchless  Navarre  ;  the  plea  of  no  less  weight 
Than  Aquiuiin  ;  a  dowry  for  a  queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace, 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear, 
When  she  did  starve  tiia  general  world  beside, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Pri?i.  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise  ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter'd  by  base  sale  of  chapmen's  tongues  :* 
I  am  less  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
Than  you  much  wiUing  to  be  counted  wise 
In  spending  your  wit  in  the  praise  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  tasker, — Good  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 
Doth  noise  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow. 
Till  painful  study  shall  out-wear  three  years, 
No  woman  may  approach  his  silent  court  : 
Therefore  to  us  seemeth  it  a  needful  course, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 
To  kno\v  his  pleasure  ;  and  in  that  behalf, 
Bold  of  your  worthiness,  we  single  you 
As  our  best-moving  fair  solicitor : 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  tlio  king  of  France, 
On  serious  business,  craving  quicij  despatch, 
Importunes  personal  conference  with  his  grace. 
Haste,  signify  so  much  ;  while  we  attend, 
Like  humble-visag'd  suitors  his  high  Avill. 

Botjet.  Proud  of  employment,  willingly  i  go.  [Exit. 

Prin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  so. — 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
That  are  vow-feilow3  with  this  virtuous  duke  ? 

1    Lord.  Longaville  is  one. 
*     Frin.  Know  yon  the  man  ? 

Mar.   I  know  him,  madam  ;  at  a  marriage  feast, 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Falconbridge  solemnized, 
In  Normandy  saw  I  this  Longaville  : 

[4]  r/irepwan  here  setms  to  signify  the  seller,  not.  as  now  commo'ily,  the  buyer. 
(Jheap  rir  cheaping  «a<  an^nently  the  ma-kti;  chapman  therefore  is  marktlman. 
^he  Qx  anine  is,  that  tkt  estimation  of  bcavly  deprr.ds  not  on  ttit  utteriog  orprocta- 
mniiim  qf  the  sdUr,  but  on  ihc  fje  of  the  buyer.    JOHNSON. 
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A  man  of  sovereign  parts  he  is  esteem'd  ; 
Well  litted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms  : 
Nothing-  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  v»or.ld  well. 
The  only  soil  of  his  fair  virtue's  gloss, 
(If  virtue's  gloss  v.ill  stain  with  any  soil,) 
Is  a  sharp  wit  matcliM  with  too  blunt  a  will  ; 
Whose  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whose  v.'ill  still  wills 
It  should  none  spare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Pri.'i.  Some  iiierr}'  mocking  lord,  belike  ;  is't  so? 

Mar.  They  say  so  most,  that  most  his  humours  knoWi 

Prin.  Such  short-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 
Who  are  the  rest '/ 

Kaih.  The  young  Dumain,  a  well-acccmplish'd  youth. 
Of  all  that  virtue  love  for  virtue  lov'd  : 
Most  power  to  do  most  harm,  least  knowing  ill ; 
For  he  hath  U'it,  to  make  an  ill  shape  good, 
And  shape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  uo  wit. 
I  saw  him  at  the  duke  Alen9on's  once  ; 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  f  saw, 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthiness. 

Ros.  Another  of  these  students  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him :  if  I  have  heard  a  truth., 
Biron  thej'  call  him  ;  but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  spent  an  hour's  talk  withal  : 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  his  wit ; 
For  ever}'  object  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jest ; 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expositor,) 
Dehvers  in  such  apt  and  gracious  words, 
That  aged  ears  plaj-  truant  at  his  tales, 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravished  : 
So  sweet  and  voluble  is  his  discourse. 

Pinn.  Got]  bless  my  ladies  I  are  they  all  in  love  ; 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  gai'nished 
With  such  bedecking  ornaments  of  praise  ? 

J\Iar.  Here  comes  Boyet. 

Re-enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance,  lord  ? 

Boyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach  ; 
And  he,  and  his  competitors  in  oath, 
Were  all  address'd  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady. 
Before  !  came.     Marry,  thus  murh  I've  learnt, 
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He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 

(Like  one  that  conies  lierc  to  besiege  his  court,) 

Than  seek  a  dispensation  for  his  oath, 

To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  house. 

Here  comes  Navarre.  [The  ladies  mask^ 

Enter  King^  Longaville,  DuMAI^%  Biron,  and  .Attendants, 

King.  Fair  princess,  welcome  to  the  court  of  Navarre. 

Frin.  Fair,  1  give  you  back  again  ;  and,  welcome  1  have 
not  3'et :  the  roof  of  this  court  is  too  high  to  be  yours  :, 
and  welcome  to  the  vv'ild  fields  too  base  to  be  mine. 

King.  You  shall  be  welcome,  madam,  to  my  court. 

Prin.   I  will  be  welcome  then  ;  conduct  me  thilher. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lad^^ ;  I  have  sworn  an  oath. 

Pri.'i.  Our  Lady  help  my  lord  !   he'll  be  forsworn. 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fiir  madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.   V/hy,  will  shall  break  it  ;  will,  and  nothing  else. 

King.   Your  ladysliip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

i'risi.  Were  my  lord  so,  his  ignorance  were  wise, 
Wliere  nov/  his  knowledge  must  prove  ignorance. 
{  hear,  your  grace  hath  sworn-out  house-keeping: 
'Th  doauiy  sin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord, 
And  sin  to  break  it  :^ 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  sudden-bold  ; 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  besecmeth  me. 
Vouchsafe  to  read  the  purpose  of  my  coming, 
And  suddenly  resolve  me  in  my  suit.  [Gives  a  papen 

King.  Madam,  I  will,  if  suddenly  I  may. 

Frin.  You  will  the  sooner  that  I  were  away; 
For  you'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  stay. 

f^ircn.   Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Jios.   Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Biron.   1  know,  you  did. 

Uos.  How  needless  was  it  then 
To  ask  the  question  ! 

Biron.  You  must  not  ]>c  so  quick. 

Uos.  'Tis  'long  of  you  that  spur  me  with  such  questions. 

Bircn.   Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  speeds  too  last,  'twill  tire. 

Ro3.  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Biron.  AVhat  time  o'  day  ? 

itos.  The  hour  that  fools  siiould  ask. 

Biron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask  ! 

Ftos.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers! 

(6]  Tiic  prim-ess  sliev.s  an  incnnvf:i;;cnce  very  frequenUy  attending  rash  oatlis, 
which,  vhetiKr  kcpl  o:  broken,  {iroduco  guilt.  JOHNSON. 
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Biron.  And  send  you  many  lovers  I 

Ros.  Amen,  so  you  be  none. 

Biron.  Nay,  then  will  1  begone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns  ; 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  sum, 
Disbursed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  say,  that  he,  or  we,  (as  neither  hare,) 
Receiv'd  that  sum  ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thousand  more  ;  in  surety  of  the  which. 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us. 
Although  not  valued  to  the  money's  worth. 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  restore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unsatisfied, 
We  will  give  up  cur  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fair  friendship  with  his  majesty. 
But  that,  it  seems,  he  little  purposetb, 
For    here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thousand  crowns  ;  and  not  demands. 
On  payment  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns, 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain  ; 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal,' 
And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent, 
Than  Aquitain  so  gelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  princess,  were  not  his  requests  so  far 
From  reason's  yielding,  your  fair  self  should  make 
A  yielding,  'gainst  some  reason,  in  my  breast, 
And  go  well  satisfied  to  France  again. 

Frin.  You  do  the  king  my  father  too  much  wrong. 
And  wrong  tlie  reputation  of  your  name, 
In  so  unseeming  to  confess  receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  so  faithfully  been  paid. 

Kins:.   I  do  protest,  I  never  heard  of  it ; 
And,  if  yo]  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

rrin.   We  arrest  your  word  : — 
Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances, 
For  such  a  sum,  from  special  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

Kivg.   Satisfy  me  so. 

Boyet.  So  please  your  grace,  the  packet  is  not  eome^ 
Where  that  and  other  specialties  are  bound  ; 
To-morrow  you  shall  have  a  sight  of  them. 

[7]  To  dfpart  and  lo  part  wei-e  ancieatJy  siynonymoud.  STEKVEIf  ?.-  • 
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King.  It  shall  suffice  me  :  at  which  interview, 
All  liberal  reason  I  will  yield  unto. 
Mean  time,  receive  sach  welcome  at  my  hand. 
As  honour,  without  breach  of  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worthiness  : 
You  may  not  come,  fair  princess,  in  my  gates  ; 
But  here  without  you  shall  be  so  receiv'd, 
As  you  shall  deem  yourself  lodg'd  in  my  heart. 
Though  so  denied  fair  harbour  in  my  house. 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excuse  me,  and  farewell ; 
To-morrov/  shall  we  vi^it  you  again. 

Prin.  Sv/eet  health  and  fair  desires  consort  your  grace  I 

Kinc:.  Thy  own  wish  wish  I  thcc,  in  every  place  ! 

[Exeunt  King  and  his  Train. 

Birc'ii.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart. 

Ros.  'Fray  you,   do    my  commendations  ;   I  would  be 
glad  to  see  it. 

Biron.  I  would,  you  heard  it  groan. 

Ros.  Is  the  fool  sick  ? 

Biron.  Sick  at  heart. 

Ros.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 

Biron.   Would  that  do  it  good  ? 

Rus.  My  ph^'sic  says,  I.  ^ 

Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 

Ros.  'No  poynt,  with  my  knife,  ^ 

Biron.  Now,  God  save  thy  life  ! 

jRo5.  And  yours  from  long  hving  I 

Biron.   I  cannot  stay  thanksgiving.  [Retiring. 

Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you,  a  v/ord  :   What  lady  is  that  same  ? 

Bojjet.  The  heir  of  Alencon,  Rosaline  her  name. 

JDnrri.  A  gallant  lady  !  Monsieur,  fare  you  well.     [Exit. 

Long.  I  beseech  you,  a  v»  ord  ;  What  is  she  in  the  white  ? 

Boyet.  A  woman  sOm.etimes,  an  you  saw  her  in  the  light. 

Long.   Perchance,  light  in  the  light:  I  desire  her  name. 

Boyct.  She  hath  but  one  lor  herself;  to  desire  that, 
were  a  shame. 

Long.  Pray  you,  sir,  whose  daughter  ? 

Boyet.  Her  mother's,  1  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  blessing  on  your  beard  !  * 

[;]  Sl.ouieaiis  to  say,  rtJ/.  The  old  spelling  of  llie  afiirujative  particle  has  been 
retaiiio.i  hercfoi-  iJie  sale  of  the  rliyme.  MALONE 

[9]  No  point  >va>  h  iie^aUon  boiroAk-ed  from  the  Freucli.  See  the  note  on  the  same 
W(.r(J«,  Act  y   bc.  ii.  MALONE. 

[I]  'i'fial  is,  niay'<t  tliOii  have  sense  ami  seriousness  more  proportionate  to  thv 
Iii;:u'.:l,  t:.c  lcu;?tli  of  wlrch  juits  ill  wjtii  aacli  iillo  catches  cf  v'.L  JOHrv'SON. 
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Boyct.  Good  sir,  be  not  offended  : 
She  is  an  heir  of  Falconbridg:e. 

Lon^.  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended. 
She  is  a  most  sweet  lady. 

Boyet.  Not  unlike,  sir  ;  that  may  be.  [Exit  L0N6. 

Biron.  What's  her  name,  in  the  cap  "^ 

Boyet.  Katharine,  by  good  liap. 

Biron.  Is  she  wedded,  or  no  ? 

Boyet.  To  her  will,  sir,  or  so. 

Bhon.  You  are  welcome,  sir;  adieu  1 

Boyet.  Fare^vell  to  me,  sir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

\Exit  BiRox. — Ladies  unmask. 

Mar.  That  last  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad-cap  lord  ; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jest. 

Boyet.  And  every  jest  but  a  word. 

Prin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  board. 

Mar.  Two  hot  sheeps,  marry  ! 

Boyct.  And  ^vherefore  not  ships  ? 
No  sheep,  sweet  lamb,  unless  wc  feed  on  your  lips. 

Mar.  You  sheep,  and  I  pasture  ;  Shall  that  iini^h  the  jest  ? 
.     Boyet.  So  you  grant  pasture  for  uie.  lQc/^^'*''''^  ^'^ 

Mar.  Not  so,  gentle  beast  :  hiss  her. 

My  lips  are  no  common,  though  several*  thc}'^  bo. 

Boyet.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 

Mar.   To  my  fortunes  an  J  me. 

Prin.  Good  v/its  will  be  jangling  :  but,  gentles,  agree  : 
The  civil  war  cf  wits  were  much  better  used 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men  ;  for  here  'lis  abused. 

Boyet.  If  my  observation,  (which  very  seldom  lies,) 
By  the  heart's  still  rhetoric,  disclosed  with  eyes, 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infected. 

Prin.   With  v/hat  ? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  entitle,  affected, 

Prin.  Your  reason  '! 

Boyet.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their  retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peepine;  thorough  desire  : 
His  heart,  like  an  agate,  with  your  print  impressed, 
Proud  w^ith  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expressed  : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  fipeak  and  not  see, 

[2]  A  play  on  the  ivord  fev?-a^  which  bcsii'e-5  Us  ordinary  si^nitir-ation  G^cp^i- 
rnte^  distinrt.  likewise  sigoitie?  i^  uuiiicIoKed  lands,  a  certain  portion  of  grnui;!  ap- 
jpropriated  to  either  coru  or  iB€ado-.r,  a.ijoining  the  commou  field.  M ALO^^^ 
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Did  stumble  v»iih  haste  in  his  eye-sight  to  be  ^  * 

All  senses  to  that  sense  did  make  their  repair. 

To  feel  Oi^ly  looking  on  fairest  of  fair  : 

Methought,  all  his  senses  were  kck'd  in  his  e^y«, 

As  jewels  in  crystal  for  some  prince  to  buy ; 

Who,  tend'ring  their  own  worth,  from  where  they  were 

glass'd, 
Did  point  yon  to  bay  them,  along  as  you  pass'd. 
His  face's  own  mar^ent  did  quote  such  amazes, 
That  ail  eyes  saw  his  eyes  enchanted  with  gazes ; 
I'll  give  yon  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his, 
An  you  give  him  for  my  sake  but  one  loving  kiss. 

Prhi.  Come,  to  our  pavilion  :   Boyet  is  dispos'd — 

Boyet.  But  to  speak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye  hath 
disclos'd  : 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye. 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Ros.  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  speak'st  skilfully. 

Mar.  lie  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns  news  of  him. 

Ilos.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother  ;  for  her  father  is 
])nt  grim. 

Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 

Mar.  No.  ^ 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  see  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

Boyet.  You  arc  too  hard  for  me^  [Exeunt. 


ACT  in. 

SCENE  I. — Another  part    of  the    sanu.     Enter   Armado 
and  Mo  Til. 

Jlrmado. 
Warble,  child ;  make  passionate  my  sense  of  hearing. 
Moth.   Concolinel — *  [Singing. 

[3]  Although  the  expression  rathe  text  is  extremely  odd,  I  take  the  sense  of  it  to 
be  that  his  tongue  envied  ike  quickness  of  his  eyes,  and  strove  to  be  as  rapid  in  Us 
lUterance,  as  the>i  in  their  perceptions.— Edin.  Mag.  STEEVENS. 

■    -[4]  Here  is  apparently  a  song  lost.  JOHNSON. 

'  1  have  observed  in  the  old  comedies,  that  the  songs  are  frequently  omitted.  On 
this  occasion  the  stage  direction  is  generally — Here  they  sing — or,  Cantant.  Pro- 
tiably  the  performer  was  left  to  choose  his  own  ditty,  and  therefore  it  could  not  witte 
pnjpxiety  be  exhibited  as  a  part  of  a  new  performaDce,  STEEVENS._ 
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Arm.  Sweet  air  ! — Go,  tenderness  of  years  ;  ke  this 
key,  give  enlargement  to  the  swain,  bring  him  lestinate- 
]y  hither  ;^  I  must  emploj^  him  in  a  letter  to  my  love. 

Moth.  Master,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French 
brawl  ?^ 

Arm.  How  mean'st  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

.Moth.  No,  my  complete  master  :  but  to  jig  off  a  tune 
at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet,  humour 
it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids  ;  sigh  a  note,  and  sing  a 
cote  ;  sometime  through  the  throat,  as  if  you  swallowed 
love  with  singing  love  ;  sometime  through  the  nose,  as  if 
you  snuffed  up  love  by  smelling  love  ;  with  your  hat  pent- 
house-like, o'er  the  shop  of  your  eyes  ;  with  your  arms 
crossed  on  your  thin  belly-doublet,  like  a  rabbit  on  a  spit ; 
or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a  man  after  the  old 
painting  f  and  keep  not  too  long  in  one  tune,  but  a  snip 
and  away  :  These  are  complements,  these  are  humours  ; 
these  betray  nice  wenches — that  would  be  betrayed  with- 
out these  ;  and  mak«  them  men  of  note,  (do  you  note,, 
men  ?)  that  most  are  afiected  to  these. 

Adii.  How  hast  thou  purchased  this  experience  ? 

Moth.  By  my  penny  of  obsei-vation. 

Arm.  But  O,— but  O,— 

Moth.  — the  hobby-horse  is  forgot.* 

Arrn.  Caliest  thou  my  love,  hobby-horse  ? 

Moth.  No,  master  ;  the  hobby-horse  is  but  a  colt,  and 
your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney.  But  have  you  forgot 
your  love  ? 

Arm.  Almost  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  stulent !  learn  her  by  heart. 

Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 

[5]  i.e.  hastily.     STEEVENS. 

(6)  A  bran-l  n'a  kinL'  of  liance,  and  (as  Mr.  M  .Mason  observes,)  seems  to  be  what 
■we  no>v  call  a  cutii'ion.   STLEVEIS'S. 

[7]  It  was  d  common  trick  aaioug  some  of  the  mo?t  indolciit  of  the  ancient 
mai.ers,  to  pla-^e  the  hands  in  tae  bobom  or  Ue  pockets.,  or  cnii-eal  thetii  in 
tome  other  part  of  the  dfapery,  to  avoid  the  labour  of  lepit.^eHtinH;  tliera,  or 
to  oisguise  their  own  want  of  skill  to  employ  them  ^^itli  grace  and  propriety 

bTEEVEXS. 

[8]  In  the  celebration  of  .May-day,  Itesides  Ibe  sports  now  used  of  banging  d  jole 
vitb  Parian  ;s.  and  dancing  round  it,  forruerly  a  boy  was  dressed  up  represent  inj; 
Mai',  Miri.m  ,  anotiier  iike  a  u-iar;  and  another  rocic  on  a  kobby-hor.^,  with  '.fU.? 
jii'ilmg  and  painted  streamer^;.  A ''ter  tlie  reformation  took  place,  and  precisians 
Biuitiplicd,  tliesa  latter  ritts  were  looteo  upon  to  favour  o."  paganism;  and  then 
Maid  Mduan,  the  friar,  and  the  poor  hubbij-liorse  were  turned  out  of  the  games. 
Some  who  v.ere  not  <(>  Kiseiy  pre'-isc.  but  regretted  the  disu.-p  of  the  hobb_:;-^orse, 
Bo  lioubt,  satin/.ed  tnih  suapicjoa  of  idoluiry,  and  archly  wrote  the  epitaph  above 
clludeJ  o.     TREOBALD. 
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Moth.  AuJ  out  of  heart,  master :  all  those  three  I 
will  prove. 

Arm.  "What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Jlloth.  A  man,  if  I  live  ;  and  this,  by,  in,  and  without, 
upon  the  instant :  By  heart  you  love  her,  because  your 
heart  cannot  come  by  her  :  in  heart  you  love  her,  be- 
cause your  heart  is  in  love  with  her ;  and  out  of  heart 
you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Arm.  J  am  all  these  three. 

J\Iolh.  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet  nothing 
at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  swain  ;  he  must  carry  me  a 
letter. 

Moth.  A  message  well  sympathised  ;  a  horse  to  be  em- 
bassador for  an  ass  ! 

Ann.  Ha,  ha  !  what  sa3'St  thou  ? 

Moth.  Marry,  sir,  you  must  send  the  ass  upon  the 
horse,  for  he  is  very  slow-gaited  :   But  I  go. 

Arm.  Thy  way  is  but  short ;  away. 

Moth.  As  swift  as  lead,  sir. 

Arm.  The  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull,  and  slow  ? 

Moth.  Minime,  honest  master  ;  or  rather,  master,  no* 

Arm.  I  say,  lead  is  slow. 

Moth.  You  are  too  swift,  sir,  to  say  so  : 
Is  that  lead  slow,  v/hich  is  iir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm.  Sweet  smoke  of  rhetoric  ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he  : — 
I  shoot  thee  at  the  swain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  flee.  [Exit. 

Arm.  A  most  acute  juvenal ;  voluble  and  free  of  grace  1 
By  thy  favour,  sweet  welkin,^  I  must  sigh  in  thy  face  : 
Most  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  return'd. 

Re-enter  Moth  and  Costard. 

Moth.  A  wonder,  master  ;  here's  a  Costard  broken  in 
a  shin,' 

*Qrm,  Some  enigma,  some  riddle  :  come, — thy  V envoy ; 
— begin.* 

[9]  Welkin  is  the  sky,  to  ■which  Armado,  with  the  false  dignity  of  a  Spaniard, 
makes  an  apology  for  5i?;hing  in  its  face.     JOHNSON. 

h]  i.  p.  ahead.     STEEVEKS. 

[2]  The  Venvoy  is  a  term  borrowed  from  the  old  French  poetry.  It  appeared 
always  at  the  head  of  a  few  concluding  versei^  to  each  piece,  which  either  served  to 
convey  the  moral,  or  to  address  the  poeai  to  some  particular  person.  It  was  fre- 
q^uently  adopted  by  the  aucieiit  English  writers.    STEEVDNS.  ,'      - 
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Cost.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  r envoy ;  no  salve  in  the 
mail,  sir :'  O,  sir  plantain,  a  plain  plantain  :  no  VenvGij^  no 
r envoy,  no  salve,  sir,  but  a  plantain  ! 

Arm.  By  virtue,  thou  eniorcest  laughter ;  thy  silly 
thought,  my  spleen  :  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  provokes 
me  to  ridiculous  smiling  :  O,  pardon  me,  my  stars  !  Doth 
the  inconsiderate  take  salve  iov  P envoy,  and  the  word, 
Venvoy,  for  a  salve  ? 

Moth.  Do  the  wise  think  them  other  ?  is  not  Venvoy  a 
salve  ? 

Arm.  No,  page  :  it  is  an  epilogue  or  discourse,  to  make 
plain 
Some  obscure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  sain, 
1  will  example  it : 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  moral  :   Now  the  Venvoy. 

Moth.   I  will  add  the  Venvoy :  Say  the  moral  again. 
Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 

Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three  : 
Moth.  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door, 
And  stay'd  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Now  will  1  begin  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow  with  my 
Venvoy. 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three  : 
Arm.   Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door, 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Moth.  A  good  Venvoy,  ending  in  the  goose  ; 
Would  you  desire  more  ? 

Cost.  The  boy  hath  sold  him  a  bargain,  a  goose,  that's 
flat:— 
Sir,  your  pennyworth  is  good,  an  your  goose  be  fat. — 
To  sell  a  bargain  well,  is  as  cunning  as  fa.st  and  loose  : 
Let  me  see  a  fat  Venvoy;  ay,  that's  a  fat  goose. 

Arm.  Come  hither,  come  hither :  How  did  this  argu- 
ment begin  ? 

Moth.  By  saying,  that  a  Costard  was  broken  in  a  shin. 
Then  caH'd  you  for  the  Venvoy. 

Cost.    True,    and    J    for  a  plantain  ;   Thus  came  youif 
argument  in  ; 
Then  the  boy's  fat  Venvoy,  the  goose  that  you  bought ; 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

(SJ  Mule  or  Mail,  for  a  packet  or  bag,  vf  a§  a  word  theu  in  use.    STELVE^'■S. 
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Arm.  But  tell  me  ;  how  was  there  a  Costard  broken  m 
a  shin  'I* 

Moth.  I  will  teli  jgu  sensibly. 

Cost.  Thou  hast  no  feehng  of  it,  Moth  ;  I  will  speak 
that  r envoy  : 

I,  Costard,  running  out,  that  was  safely  within, 
Fell  over  the  threshold,  and  broke  my  shin. 

Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Cost,  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  shin. 

Arm.  Sirrah  Costard,  1  will  enfranchise  thee. 

Cost.  O,  marry  me  to  one  Frances  ; — I  smell  some 
r envoy,  some  goose,  in  this. 

.i^-m.  By  my  sweet  soul,  I  mean,  setting  thee  at  lib- 
erty, enfreedoming  thy  person  ;  thou  wert  immured,  re- 
strained, captivated,  bound. 

Cost.  True,  true  ;  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation, 
and  let  mc  loose. 

A?'m.  1  give  the-e  thy  liberty,  set  thee  from  durance  ; 
and,  in  lieu  th=ereof,  impose  on  thee  nothing  but  this  ; 
Bear  this  significant  to  the  country-maid  Jaquenetta : 
there  is  remuneration  ;  [Giving  him  money.]  for  the  best 
\-vard  of  mine  honour,  is,  rewarding  my  dependents.  Moth, 
follow.  [Exit. 

Moth.  Like  the  sequel,  I.^ — Signior  Costard,  adieu. 

Cost.  My  sweet  ounce  of  man's  flesh  !  my  in-cony 
Jew  '.^  [Exit  Moth.] — Now  will  1  look  to  his  remunera- 
lion.  Remuneration  !  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three 
farthings  :  three  farthings — remuneration. — PVhat''s  the 
price  of  this  inkle  ?  a  penny  : — JVo,  Fll  i^ive  you  a  remu- 
7ieration  :  why,  it  carries  it. — Remuneration  ! — why,  it  is 
a  fairer  name  than  French  crown.  1  will  never  buy  and 
.sell  out  of  this  word. 

[i,]  Costard  is  the  name  of  a  species  of  apple.    JOHNSOjV 

it  tiab  been  already  observe!  that  the  head  was  anciently  called  the  costard.  So 
rn  King  Richard  II  f:  *'  Take  him  over  the  costard  with  the  hilt  of  thy  sword."  A 
costard  likewise  si;;nined  a  tT(zb-i<ic,t.     STEE\FiNf>. 

[5]  Sequele,  in  Kteuch,  sig.iiiies  a  irreat  man's  train.  The  joke  is,  that  a  single 
paSH  was  all  his  train.     THEORALU. 

Sequrlle,  by  the  French,  is  never  employed  but  in  a  derogatory  sense.  They 
tee  it  to  express  the  <raag  of  a  hi?;nway-n3.in,  b^it  not  the  t^ain  of  a  lord  ;  the  fol- 
io«ers  of  a  rebel,  and  not  the  atten'lanfs  on  a  general.     STEEVENS. 

[61  [ncony  or  kony  in  the  north,  signjiies,  tine,  delicate— as  a  kovi/  thing,  a  fine 
thing.     WARBURTON. 

There  is  no  such  expression  in  the  North  as  either  lro7iy  or  incony.  The  word 
eann'i,  which  the  people  there  use.  aiul  from  which  Dr.  Warbiirti>n's  mistake  may 
have  arisen,  bears  a  variety  of  si>rni(ipatious,  none  of  which  iajine,  delicate,  or  ap* 
2>)ica&le  te  a  thing  or  value.     RITSON. 
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Eater  Biron. 

Biron.  0,my  good  knave  Costard  !  exceedingly  well  met. 

Cost.  Pray  you,  sir,  liow  much  carnation  ribbon  ma\ 
a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.   What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Cost.  Marry,  sir,  halt-penu}'  farthing. 

Biron.  O,  why  then,  throe-farthings-worth  of  silk. 

Cost.  I  thank  your  worship  :   God  be  with  you  ! 

Biron.  O,  stay,  slave  ;   I  must  employ  thee  : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  shall  entreat. 

Cost.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  sir  ? 

Biron.  O,  this  afternoon. 

Cost.  Well,  1  will  do  it,  sir  :  Fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O,  thou  knowest  not  what  it  is. 

Cost.  I  shall  know,  sir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

Biron.   V/hy,  villain,  thou  must  know  first. 

CoU.  I  will  come  to  your  worship  to-morrow  morning, 

Biron.  It  must  be  done  this  afternoon.  Hark,  slave, 
]tis  but  this  ; — 

The  princess  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park, 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  ; 
When  tongues  speak  sweetly,  then  they  name  her  name, 
And  Rosaline  they  call  her  :   ask  for  her  ; 
And  to  her  white  hand  see  thou  do  commend 
This  seard-up  counsel.     There's  thy  guerdon  ;  go. 

[Gives  him  money. 

Cost.  Guerdon, — O  sweet  guerdon  !  better  than  remu- 
neration ;  eleven-pence  farthing  better :  Most  sweet 
guerdon  ! — I  will  do  it,  sir,  in  print. — Guerdon — remu- 
Deration.  [Exit. 

Biron.  O  ! — And  I,  forsooth,  in  love  !  1,  that  have  been 
love's  whip  ; 

A  very  beadle  to  a  humourous  sigh  ; 
A  critic  ;  nay,  a  night-watch  constable  ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy. 
Than  whom  no  mortal  so  magnificent  i 
This  wimpled,"  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy ; 
This  senior-junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid  ; 

[7]  The  wimple  was  a  hood  or  veil  which  fell  over  the  face.  Had  Shakespeare 
been  acquainted  with  the  fiammcum  of  the  Romans,  or  the  gem  which  represents 
the  marriage  of  Cupjd  and  Psyche,  his  choice  of  the  epithet  would  have  been  much 
applauded  bv"  all  'he  advocates  in  favour  of  his  learning.  In  Isaiah,  iii.  22,  w« 
aid ;  "  — the  mantles,  and  the  nimpks,  and  the  crisping-piaa."    STEEVENS. 
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Regent  of  love-rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 

The  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans, 

Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malcontents, 

Dread  prince  of  plackets,®  king  of  codpieces. 

Sole  impercitor,  and  great  general 

Of  trotting  paritors,^ — O  my  little  heart! — 

And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  lield,' 

And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop  I 

What  ?  I  I  I  love  !   I  sue  !  1  seek  a  wife  ! 

A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock,* 

Still  a  repairing  ;  ever  out  of  frame  ; 

And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch, 

But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  still  go  right  ? 

Na}'^,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worst  of  all ; 

And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worst  of  all ; 

A  vv'hitelj  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 

With  two  pitch  balls  stuck  in  her  face  for  eyes  ; 

Ay,  and,  l-v  iieaven,  one  tlKit  will  do  the  deed, 

Thougli  Argus  v»'ere  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  : 

And  I  to  sigh  for  her !  to  v/atch  for  her  ! 

To  pray  fov  her  !  Go  to  ;  it  is  a  plague 

That  Cupi'J  vvili  impose  for  my  neglect 

Of  his  ahnighiy  dreadful  little  might. 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,  sigh,  pray,  sue,  and  groan  ; 

Some  men  must  love  my  lady,  and  some  Joan.  [Exit, 

[8]  A  filaclcct  h  di  i>f'.Vdcoixt.     DOUCE. 

fi'J  An  apparitor,  or  pa.ritor,  is  an  officer  of  the  Bishop's  court,  who  carries  out 
citations  ;  as  citations  are  most  frequently  issued  for  fornication,  tlie  parilor  is  put 
under  Cupid's  government.     JO^IjS'SOxV. 

[i]  It  appears  from  J;ord  Stalford's  Letfera,  Vol.  II.  p.  199,  that  -d  corporal  of 
the  afield  waa  employetl  as  an  aid-de-camp  is  now,  '•  in  taKing  ano  carrying  to  and 
fro  the  directions  of  the  general,  or  other  tlie  hig!itr  oiHcers  of  the  iJeld.' 

TYHWIIITT. 

[2]  The  follo^ving  extract  is  taken  from  a  book,  called  T/(S  Aitificial  Cluck' 
Maker,  1714. — "  Ckick-niakiiig  was  suppo.=eJ  to  have  had  its  bc>!,inning  in  Germany 
within  less  than  tlicse  t.vo  iiundred  years.  It  is  very  prohahle  that  our  balance'- 
tlocks  or  watches  and  some  other  automata,  noight  have  ha^i  their  DegMinin'-?  there," 

&c. To  the  inariificial  constrnctiou  of  tliese  Mrsl  pieces  o;'  inei'Iianisin,  eieculed 

in  Germany,  we  ciay  suppose  Shakespeare  alludes.  Tlse  clock  at  Hampton  Coiirt, 
•which  was  set  up  in  15iiO,  (is  api'eai'ts  from  the  inscriplioii  aiiixed  to  it)  is  said  to  be 
the  lirst  ever  labricated  in  England.     STf^KVEKS. 

"  In  some  towns  in  Germany,  (says  Dr.  Powel  in  hh  Human  Industry,  Cvo.  ICGl,) 
there  are  very  rare  and  eJ-iborate  clocks  (o  be  seen  in  their  town-halls,  'i\ here- 
in a  man  may  read  astroaomy,  and  never  look  up  to  the  .skies.— In  the  town- 
hall  of  Prague  there  is  a  clock  that  ^sllovs  the  annual  motions  of  the  sun  and 
moon,  the  names  and  numbers  of  the  months,  days,  and  festivals  of  the  i^'hoie 
year,  the  time  of  the  sun  rising  and  selting  throughout  the  year,  the  equinoxes, 
the  length  of  tiie  days  and  nights,  the  rising  and  setting  of  the  twelve  sii-i.s  of 
tbe  Zodiac,  kc —But  the  town  o."  Dtrasuuith  carrje:-  the  hello;  all  other  steeples 
of  Germany  in  this  point."  Tliese  elaborate  clocks  weie  probably  oftea  "out 
«f  frame."    MALOI^E. 
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ACT  lY. 

SCENE  I. — Another  part  of  the  same.  Enter  the  Princess^ 
Rosaline,  Maria,  Katharine,  Boyet,  Lords,  Atterd- 
ants,  and  a  Forester. 

Princess. 
Was  that  the  king,  that  spur'd  his  horse  so  hard 
Against  the  steep  upri.-ing  of  the  hill? 

Boyet.   I  know  not  ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he. 
Prill.  Whoe'er  he  was,  he  showed  a  mounting  mind. 
Well,  lorH.s,  to-day  we  shall  have  our  despatch  ; 
On  Sat  irday  we  will  return  to  France. 
— Then,  forester,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bush, 
That  we  must  stand  and  {day  the  murderer  in  ? 

For.   Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  j 
A  stand,  where  you  may  make  the  fairest  shoot. 
Prin.   I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  shoot. 
And  thereupon  thou  speak'st  the  fairest  shoot. 
For.   Pardon  me,  madam,  for  I  meant  not  so. 
Prin.   What,  %vhat  ?  first  praise  me,  and  again  say,  no? 
O  short-liv'd  pride  !  Not  fair  ?  alack  for  woe  1 
For.   Yes,  madam,  fair. 
Prin.   Nay,  never  paint  me  now  ; 
Where  fair  is  not,  praise  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glass,  take  this  for  telling  true  ; 

[Gi-ving  him  money. 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 
For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 
Prin.  See,  see,  my  beauty  will  be  sav'd  by  merit. 
O  heresy  in  fair,  fit  for  these  days  ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  shall  have  fair  praise. — 
But  come,  the  bcw  : — Now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  shooting  w^ell  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  save  my  credit  in  the  shcot  : 
Not  wounding,  pit}^  v/ould  not  let  me  do't  ; 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  shew  my  skill, 
That  more  for  praise,  than  purpose,  meant  to  kill. 
And,  out  of  question,  so  it  is  sometimes  ; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detested  crimes  ; 
When,  for  fame's  sake,  for-  praise,  an  outward  part, 
VYe  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart  ; 

Vol.  in.  I 
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As  I,  for  praise  alone,  now  seek  to  spill 

The  i^oor  deer's  bloovl,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

Boyet.   Do  not  curst  wives  hold  that  self-sovereignty 
Only  for  praise -sake,  when  they  strive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  praise  :  and  praise  we  may  afford 
To  anj'  lady  that  subdues  a  lord. 

Enter  Costard. 

Prin.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  commonwealth. 

Cost.  God  dig-3^ou-den  all !  Pray  you,  which  is  thq 
head  lady  ? 

Prin.  Thou  shalt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  rest  that 
have  no  heads. 

Cost.  Which  is  the  greatest  lady,  the  highest  ? 

Prill.   The  thickest,  and  the  tallest. 

Cost.  The  thickest,  and  the  tallest !  it  is  so  ;  truth  is  truth. 
An  your  waist,  mistress,  were  as  slender  as  my  wit, 
One  of  these  maid^s  girdles  for  your  waist  should  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickest  here. 

Prin.    What's  your  will,  sir  ?  what's  your  will  ? 

Cvit.  I  have  a  letter  from  monsieur  Biron,  to  one  lady 
Rosaline. 

Prin.  O,  thy  letter,  thy  letter ;  he's  a  good  friend  of 
mine  ; 
.Stand  aside,  good  bearer. — Boyet,  you  can  carve  ; 
Break  np  this  capon.' 

Boyet.   I  am  bound  to  serve. — 
This  letter  h  mistook,  it  importeth  none  here  ; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin.   We  will  read  it,  I  swear : 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,'*  and  every  one  give  ear. 

Boyet.  [Reads.]  By  heaven,  that  thou  art  fair,  z> 
most  ivfallihJe  ;  true,  that  thou  art  beauteous;  truth 
itself,  that  thou  art  lovely  :  More  fairer  than  fair,  beau- 
tiful than  beauteous ;  truer  than  truth  itself,  have  com- 
miseration on  thy  lieroical  vassal !  The  rnagnanimous 
and  most  illustrious  king  Cophctua*  set  eye  upon  the  per- 
nicious and  indubiiate  beggar  Zenelophon  ;   and  he  it  was 

[3]  i.  e.  Open  Ihi?  loner.  Our  pne(  uses  this  metaphor,  a«  the  Freneii  do  rheir 
poiih.t  ;  which  slpnit;^.  »jolh  a  yofiij;  fowl  -uiu'.  a  love  letter.  'I'he  Italians  use 
the  painc  maimer  n!  fvnrcsbioij,  when  they  call  a  love-epistle  una  pullicdta 
amo'Ofn.      T  HEOH  A  LD. 

[;]  St;il  alliKiinc:  to  the  cnpoa       JOHNSON. 

[.=»)  Thetalla'J  (-r  Km-  Co;.]^.  ti'a  mii.I  the  T^i!CP:ar-Ma)(),  inny  be  seen  in  [he  Re 
Jiqufs  nf  AncUiit  J'orU'S.     Th?  h"So^i"s  !i"'D^P  <^«8  rencloplivai.     rERCY. 
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that  might  rightly  say,  veni,  villi,  vici ;  Tfhich  to  anatom- 
ise iri  the  vulgar,  (^0  base  and  obscure  vulgar !)  videlicet, 
he  came,  saw,  and  overcame :  he  came,  one ;  saw,  two ; 
overcame,    three.       IVlio     came?    the    king;    Why   did    he 


come 


to  see ;  Why  did  he  see  ?  to  overcome :  To 
ixhom  came  he  ?  to  the  beggar  ;  What  saw  he  ?  the  beg- 
gar ;  Who  overcame  he  ?  the  beggar :  The  conclusion 
is  victory ;  On  whose  side  ?  the  king's :  The  captive  ii 
enrich'd ;  On  whose  side  ?  the  beggar's ;  The  catas- 
trophe is  a  nuptial ;  On  whose  side  ?  the  king's  ?  na^ 
on  both  in  one,  or  ojie  in  both.  1  am  the  king;  for  so 
stands  the  comparison  :  thou  the  beggar  ;  for  so  witness^ 
cth  thy  lowliness.  Shall  I  command  thy  love  ?  I  may : 
Shall  I  enforce  thy  love  ?  I  could :  Shall  I  entreat  thy 
love  ?  I  will.  IVhat  shalt  tJiou  exchange  for  rags  ?  robes  ; 
For  tittles,  titles;  For  thyself  me.  Thus,  expecting  thy 
reply,  I  profane  my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  picture, 
and  my  heart  on  thy  every  part.  2'hine.  in  the  dearest  de- 
sign of  industry, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 
Thus  dost  thou  hear  the  Neraean  lion  roar 

'Gainst  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  standest  as  his  prey; 
Submissive  iall  his  princely  feet  before. 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play  : 
But  if  thou  strive,  poor  soul,  what  art  thou  then? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repasture  for  his  den.*' 

Prin.  What  j)Iuxiie  of  feathers  is  he,  that  indited  this 
letter  ? 
What    vane  ?    what  weather-cock  ?    did  you  ever  hear 
better? 

Boyet.   I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  style. 

Prin.  Else  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  erewhile.^ 

Boyet.    This    Arraado  is  a  Spaniard,  that  keeps   here 
in  court ; 
A  phantasm,  a  Monarcho,^  and  one  that  makes  sport 
To  the  prince  and  his  book-mates, 

Prin.   Thou,  fellow,  a  word  : 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 


{C]  These  six  lines  ajipear  to  be  a  quotation  from  some  ridiculous  poem  of  that 
time      WAKBUUTON". 

m  A  pun  upon  the  word  stile.     MUSGRAVE. 

[8]  Tbe  allusion  is  to  a  fantastical  charactt- r  of  that  time.     FARMER. 

A  I(!«'al  allusion  emiilovtd  by  a  \>oet.  like  Fhal  espeare,  resembles  the  mortal 
Bteeu  that  dre»  in  the  ^riariot  of  Achilles.  But  short  services  could  be  expecte* 
fromeitbex.    STEEVEKS. 
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Cost.   I  told  you  ;   my  lord. 

Prin.   To  whom  shouldst  then  give  it? 

Cost.  From  n;v  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  v*  hich  lonl,  to  which  lady  ? 

Cost.  From  my  lord  Biron,  a  g-ood  master  of  mine, 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  call'd  Rosaline. 

Prin.  Thou   hast  mistaken  his  letter. — Come,    lords, 
away.— ^•' 
Here,  sweet,  put  up  this  ;   'twill  be  thine  another  day. 

[Exeunt. 

Boyet.  Who  is  the  suitor  ?  who  is  the  suitor  ?* 

P.os.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  knou'  ? 

Boyet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 

Ros.  Why,  she  that  bears  tiie  bow.     Finely  put  off! 

Boyef.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns  ;  but,  if  thou  marry, 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  miscarry. 
Finely  put  on  ! 

Rqs.  Well  then,  I  am  the  shooter. 

Boyet.  And  who  is  your  deer  ? 

Ros.  If  we  choose  by  the  horns,  yourself:  come  near. 
Finely  put  on  indeed  ! — 

Mttr.  You  still  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  she  strikes 
at  the  brow. 

Boyet.  But  she  herself  is  hit  lower  :  Have  I  hit  her  now  ? 

Ros.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  saying,  that 
v/as  a  man  when  king  Pepin  of  France  was  a  little  boy, 
AS  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

Boyd.  So  I  may  answer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that  was 
a  woman  when  queen  Guinever^  of  Britain  was  a  little 
trench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Ros.   Thou  cansf  not  hit  it,  hit  it,   hit  it,  [Singing. 

Thou  canst  not  hit  it^  my  good  man. 

Boyet.  Ail  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot, 
An  I  cannot,  another  can. 

[Exe.  Ros.  and  Kath. 

Cost.  By  my  troth,  most  pleasant  1  hov/  both  did  fit  it  I 

J^,!ar.   A  mark  marvellous  well  shot ;   for  they  both  did 
hit  it. 


[9]  Perliaps  the  Prince?5  said  rntlier,— C'ohjc,  ladks,  an-ny.  The  rest  of  the 
scene  deserves  no  cure.     JOHiVSOiV. 

[1]  It  afifiears  that  mUor  %vas  anciently  pronouncet]  shnolcr     FT  SEVEN'S. 

Ill  Ireland,  where,  1  [jelieve,  much  of  th«  pronunciation  of  Queen  Elizaheth's 
ajre  is  yet  retained,  ihc  word  s\:':tor  is  at  this  day  pronounced  by  the  vulear  aj  if  it 
were  v.Titte:)  .v/ioofdY      MALOI^E. 

[2]  This  was  K'iri^-  Arthur's '|uoen,  not  over  famous  for  fidelity  to  her  liusbacd. 
Mordicd  th(;  Pi'.t  is  bupposed  to  have  beeu  her  paraffiovn-.     ^'TEEYEJJS. 


ACT  IV.  I.OVr/s  Lx\B0UIl*3  LoST.  i  8t* 

Botjet,  A  mark !  O,  mark  but  that  mark  ;  A  mark,  says 
my  laJy  ! 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't,  to  mete  at,  if  it  may  be. 
J\Idr.   Wide  o'  th'  bow  hand  !  ^  i'iiiith,  your  iiand  is  out. 
Cost.  Indeed,  a'  must  shoot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne'er  hit 

the  clont. 
Boyd.  All  if  my  hr.nd  be  out,  then,  belike  your  han{' 

is  in. 
Cost.   Then  will  she  get  the  upshot  by  cleaving  the  pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greasily,  your  lips  grow 

foul. 
Cost.  She's   too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  sir  ;  challenge 

her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.   I  fear  too  much  rubbing  ;  Good  night,  my  good 
owl.  [Exeiiiit  Boyet  and  Maria. 

Cost.   By  my  soul,  a  swain  I  a  most  siniple  clown  ! 
Lord,  Lord!  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down  I 
O'  my  troth,  most  sweet  jests!  most  incony  vulgar  wit! 
When  it  comes  so  smoothly  off,  so  obscenely,  as  it  were, 

so  fit. 
Armatho  o'  th'  one  side, — O,  a  most  dainty  man  ! 
To  see  him  v/alk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan  ! 
To  see      him  kiss  his  hand :  and  how  most  sweetly  a'  will 

swear  ! — 
And  his  page  o'  t'other  side,  that  handful  of  wit ! 
Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  most  patlietical  nit ! 
Sola,  sola  !  [Shouiing  zvithin.     Exit  Cost,   runnings 

SCENE  IL 

Hie  same.  Enter  Holofernes,  .S/r  Nathaniel,  and  Dull. 

JVafh.  Very  reverent  sport,  truly  ;  and  done  in  the 
testimony  of  a  good  conscience. 

HoL*  The  deer  was,  as  yon  know,  in  sanguis, — blood  ; 

[.;J  i  e.  a  con:;  I'eal  to  the  left  of  the  mark:  ateim  still  retaine-i  in  mo<.1ern 
ar.iiery.        DOUCE. 

f-lj  There  is  very  little  personal  reflection  in  Shakespeare.  Either  the  virtue 
©f  those  times,  or  the  candour  of  ourauihor,  Lai  so  ailected,  that  his  satire  is,  for 
the  inoit  part,  general   an  ,  as  hiiniell  ?ays  : 

kis  tajinz  likf  a  nil  d- goose  flies, 

UiviJaim^d  of  any  man. — 
The  place  bffnre  us  seems  to  be  an  exception.    For  by  Holofernes  isdesirneda 

Sar'icular  chara^ 'tr.  a  pe.int  nnf^  Mjhoolmas.terr,!' our  a'.i!hor'.s  time.  (.:ii"  .'' bn 
'bu■■^.  a  tpai-:-!.  r  ::C  .he  It^i.ian  (ori.ue  m  I.ci  -v  wtin  .v-  jriveii  ii->  ■-.  -..vail 
d'l/.i  nary  o"  'JMt  l.tn^ua- *-  nii  "r  the  -itle  nf  A  \S  crl,  of  VVor,'«.  v  }r,-n.  ■  :  ^ia 
cpisUededicaiory,  be  tells  us,  "  ia  of  little  les3  value  than  bteplieus'a  Treasure  ©f 


i"l>0  ravE's  r.AEouii's  i.gst.  act  it. 

ripe  as  a  pomcTvater* — who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in 
the  ear  of  ca/o, — the  sky,  the  welkin,  the  heaven  ;  and 
anon  falleth  like  a  crab,  on  the  face  of  terra, — the  soil, 
the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath.  Trill}',  master  Holofernes,  the  epithets  are 
sweetly  varied,  hke  a  scholar  at  the  least :  But,  sir,  I 
assure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  first  head. 

Hoi.   Sir  Nathaniel,  haud  credo. 

Dull.   'Twas  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 

Hoi.  Most  barbarous  intimation  !  yet  a  kind  of  insinua- 
tion, as  it  were,  in  via,  in  way,  of  explication  ;  Jacere,  as 
it  were,  replication — or,  rather,  ostentare,  to  show,  as  it 
were,  his  inclination — after  his  undressed,  unpolished, 
uneducated,  unpruned,  untrained,  or  rather,  unletter- 
ed, or,  ratherest,  unccntirmed  fashion^ — to  insert  asraia 
my  haud  credo  for  a  deer. 


s' 


Vhe  Greek  tongue,"  the  most  complete  work  that  was  ever  yet  compiled  of  its 
kind.  li)  h!3  ineface,  he  calls  thr^e  who  critirise  1  his  works,  "  se?-!ogs,  or  land- 
critics  ;  monsters  of  men  if  not  bea-fs  rather  than  men  ;  v  hose  tee(h  are  canibals, 
their  tcfups  a;i  ers  forks,  their  lips  a-v>e^  poison,  their  eyes  hasiliskes,  their  hreath 
the  breath  o'  a  grave,  their  words  like  swoides  of  Turks,  that  strive  «hich  shall 
dive  iJeepest  into  a  christian  lying  b(-iuuii  i-efore  them  "  Well  fhereiore  might  the 
mil"  Nathaniel  riesire  Holofernes  to  abro?ale  scurriHh.!.  His  prO)e->s<ioii  ton  is  the 
leas  •'»  that  Hok'fernes  deals  so  iriich  in  Italian  sentences.  Th<^re  is  an  eiition  of 
Love''!  Labrui's  Lost,  printed  in  159b.  anr!  said  to  he  presented  heiorr  her  higliness 
this  ;ast  Christmas,  1597.  Theueit  year.  1J98,  cornes  ont  our  Johr.'  Flor^o.  with 
his  Vv'oild  of  Words,  recentihus  odiis  ;  and  in  the  preface,  falls  upoj.  the  comic  pnet 
fbr  ^'riiig.n?  h-m  on  rhe  sta^e.  "There  i:^  another  sort  ot  leering  curs,  Miat  rather 
snarie  than  bite,  whereof  I  could  instance  in  one  ^lio  lighting  on  a  good  souiie^  of  a 
gentleman's,  a  frien't  of  n.i(,e,  that  lovei'  better  to  be  a  poei  than  to  be  couaft...  so^ 

called  the  author  aRymer Lei  Aristophanes  and  hi*  comedians  make  plaies, 

and  scowie  f  heir  mouths  on  Socra'c^-  r  those  vefy  mouths  they  make  to  viliiie,  ^i^all 
be  the  means  toaitrpli  le  liis  virtue,"  kc  Here  Shake^pearp  is  so  plainly  maij'od 
out  as  not  to  be  mistaken.  As  to  the  '  .onue:  of  the  gentleman  his  frit  ni:,'  we  may 
Le  assured  it  was  uo  ot!er  thanh'sovn.  And  ><ithouf  lOiibl  tva.'-  parodied  in  the 
very  sonnet  btgiiming  with — The  prai-eful  princess,  Cic.  in  ^hich  our  author  makes 
Holofernes  say,  kr  niU  stim<'thins  ajf'icl  the  letter ;  for  it  ar^itps  faclUtn.  From 
the  ferocity  of  this  aiar/'s  temper  it  v  as,  fha*  Fha'.espeare  chi>se  for  him  the  name 
which  Rabelais  gives  to  his  pe^iant  of  Thubal  Holoferne.         WARRUKTON. 

1  am  not  of  the  lear;  ed  commentator's  oi)itiii)ti,  that  the  satire  of  Shakespeare  is 
so  seldom  per.-onal.  l^  '- nf  the  nature  of  personal  invectives  to  be  soon  unin- 
telligible; and  the  author  that  gratifies  private  malice,  aivinnm  iv  wlnere  ponit, 
destroys  the  future  c'r  cacy  of  his  ovn  Tvritings,  and  sacrihces  the  esteem  of  suc- 
ceeding times  to  the  laugliter  o;'  a  day.  It  is  no  ^vonder,  therefore,  that  the 
sarcasms  whicn  perhaps  m  our  author's  ime  s't  the  pUi:;-hi)use  in  a  '■oar,  are  '^ow 
lost  among  general  reflections  Yet  whether  the  character  of  HoloTernev  was 
pointed  at  any  particular  man,  I  am,  not v  itjistandiug  the  plausibility  of  Ur  W's 
conjecture,  inclined  to 'oubt.        Jf  HN^OK. 

Dr  Warburton  is  crrfaiuly  right  in  h'^  supposition  that  A'/«r?o  is  meant  by  the 
character  of  Hohfe.nes.  Flvrio  had  given  the  f'rst  attrrnt.  "  The  pla^r  says  he, 
Uiat  Ijey  plaie  in  V.n-i.nj\'  are  neither  -ig'if  rnmedin,  m>Trigki  lia/iidiif  ,  but  re- 
pre-ent:itionR  of  hislo-  - ;  w  itt.ont  any  .'e;  orum  "  'I'ne  -'raps  of  Latin  and  ItHpaa 
are 'r^nacribed  from  i>is  '  r.rl's.  particularly  the  prove  *.  ibrut  i^ti:ict,  which  has 
Iwen  corruptee!  so  mucu.         ?«  /*  tl\3ER 

s   iS\  A  species  of  apple  formerly  much  efileeaed.    Uaitu  carbiynaric.       6TE.    • 


ACT  IV.  tOVl/s    LAKOL'r's    LOST.  1^1 

Dv.lL  I  sail],  the  deer  r/as  not  a  hmid  credo ;  'twas  a 
pricket.^ 

Hoi.   Twice  sod  simplicity,  his  cactus  ' — O  t!:ou  monster 
ignorance,  how  deformed  dotft  thou  look  ! 

J\'atii.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  of  the  dainties  that  are, 
bred  in  a  book  ;  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it  were  ;  he 
hath  not  drunk  ink  :  his  intellect  is  not  replenished  ;  he 
is  only  an  anirnal,  only  sensible  in  the  duller  parts  ; 
And  such  barr<^n  plants  are  set  before  us,  that  we  thank- 
ful shof^ld  be 
(Which  we  of  taste  and  feeling  are)  for  those  parts  that 

do  fructify  in  us  more  than  he." 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indiscreet,  or  a 

fool, 
So,   were  there  a  patch^  set  on  learning,  to  see  him  in  a 

sciiool  : 
But,  omne  bene,  say  I  ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
J\lant/  can  brook  the  wearJier,  iha'  lave  not  the  zvind. 

Dull.  You  two  are  book-men  :  Can  you  tell  by  your  wit, 
What  was  a   month  old  at  Cain's    birth,  that's   not  fiye 
weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
Hoi.   Dictynna,  good  man    Dull  ;   Dictynna,  good  man 
Dull. 

Dull.   What  is  Dictynna  ? 

J^aih.  A  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon. 
Hoi.   The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam  was  bo 
more  ; 
And  raugbt  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to  five  score. 
The  allusion  holds  in  the  exchange.^ 

I 'Uil.   'Tis  true  indeed  ;  the  collusion  holds  in  the  ex- 
charjge. 

Hoi.  God    comfort   thy   capacity !  I    say,  the    allusioa 
holds  in  the  exchange. 

fi]  In  a  pla»- failed  The  Rttvm  from  Fn-nn^su^,  16!"6.  I  r'-ndthe  following  ac- 
ODi:'"»  of  the  ('iifernit  appella+inns  of  deer  af  their  dirt'erenr  ages  : 

Arnoretto.  I  caused  the  '  eeper  to  sever  the  rntra/ deer  from 'he  bucks  of  the 
first  if  ad.  Now,  sir,  a  bvrlc  is,  ihe  first  year,  a  /fltrn;  the  frond  year,  a  pricket  : 
the  find  year,  a  sorrf'  ;  the  fiovrth  year,  a  sua./';  ihefiftfi.  a  bu'-'-f  of  the  firtt 
hRad:  theju/."!.  year,  a  romphnt  bvc'ic.  T.ike«i-e  your  harf  is  tbe first  year  a 
ea^fe  ;  Uie  second  »ear,  a  brocket;  the  third  year,  a  spad  :  th^  fourth  year,  « 
tiaz;  the  sUtk  year,  ahort.  A  roe-bvch  is  the  first  year  a  kid:  the  s^econd  year, 
a  s:ird ;  the  third  vear,  a  hrmuse  ;  and  the-e  are  vcur  siJCcial  beasts  for  chase  " 

8TF.EVENS. 

[7]  The  lene;th  of  these  lines  wa?  no  novelrv  on  the  English  stage.  The 
Mo-^^alitie^  aPfbrd  <   enes  of  the  like  measure         JOH  N'^ON. 

[f]  The  rnea:.  '7  i«.  to  be  in  a  «'hool  would  ill  heroiiie  a.paich,  or  low  fellow,  u 
Iblh- «ni'id  he.o':  .   me.        JoH^PON. 

[9]  i.  e.  the  riddle  is  as  eoo.'  en  I  use  the  naare  of  Adam,  as  wliea  j'ou  uae  th« 
name  of  Caia.       WARBURTON, 
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Dull.  And  I  say  the  poilusion  holds  in  the  exchange  ; 
for  tiiC  moon  is  never  biit  a  month  old  :  and  I  say  beside, 
that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  princess  kilFd. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal  epi- 
taph on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and,  to  humour  the  igno- 
rant, I  have  caird  the  deer  the  princess  kill'd,   a  pricket. 

JS/\tth.  Ferge,  good  master  Holofernes,  perge ;  so  it 
shall  please  you  to  abrogate  scurrility. 

HoL  1  will  something  affect  the  letter ;  for  it  argues 
facility. 

The  praiseful  princess  pierced  and  prick' d  a  pretty  pleasing 
pricket  ; 
Some  say,  a  sore  ;  but  not  a  sore,  till  now  made  sore  with 
shooting. 
The  dogs  did  yell ;  put  I  to  sore,  then  sorel  jumps  from  thicket; 

Or  pricket,  sore,  or  else  sorel ;  the  people  fall  a  hooting. 
If  sore  be  sore,  then  L  to  sore  makes  Jifty  sores  ;  O  sore  L  !^ 
Of  one  sore  I  an  hundred  make,  by  adding  but  one  more  L. 

JVath.  A  rare  talent ! 

DiUl.  \i  a  talent  be  a  claw,^  look  how  he  claws  hina 
with  a  talent.'^ 

HoL  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  sim})le,  simple  ;  a  fool- 
ish extravagant  spirit,  fidl  of  forn;s,  figures,  shapes,  ob- 
jects, ideas,  apprehensions,  motions,  revohitions :  these 
are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nourished  in  the 
womb  of  p/«  mater;  and  deliver'd  upon  the  mellowing  ot 
occasion  :  But  the  gift  is  good  in  those  in  whom  it  is  acute, 
and  I  am  thankfd  for  it. 

JVath.  Sir,  I  praise  the  Lord  for  you  ;  and  so  may  my 
parishioners  ;  for  their  sons  are  well  tutor'd  by  yo;.,  and 
their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  you  :  yon  are  a 
good  member  of  the  commonwealt'i. 

HoL  Alehercle,  if  their  sons  be  ingenious,  they  shall 
want  no  instruction  :"  if  their    daughters    be  capable,^  1 

[5]  We  should  read,— 0/  tore  L ;— alluding  to  L  heinp  the  numeral  Tor  i\iX\. 

WARJ^URTON. 

[6]  Tn  our  author's  time  the /a/ora  of  a  hir'i  wa-^  frerjiiently  «ritlfn  inhnt.  Hence 
fbe  quibble  here,  and  in  Twelfth  Night,  "  Je'  Ihftn  use  their /H/4«n.'" 

MA  LONE. 

[7J  Honest  Dull  quibbles.    One  of  the  sfn^^es  of  to  c/'j"    is  to  slatter.  ■      STF-E. 

[8]  Of  this  double  cnlcndrp,  despicable  »=>  it  is.  Mr  Popp  and  his  coa.ji'nrs 
•vailed  themselves  in  their  unsuccessful  ■  r  niP(i> -' Rile'  Thop  Hi'iirs  After  -far- 
riage.  STEE.V — Crt/)aWe  is  used  eouivocrf">.  One  o!  i.-sfi.<;e  v.a.«/tffSf'/;,'We; 
enilpwed  with  a  ready  capacity  to  learn.    The  other  ^sauta  no  explaM^^i ir.r: 
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^vill  put  it  to  them  :  But,  vir  sapit,  qui  paiica  loquitur :  a 
soul  feminine  saluteth  us. 

Enter  .Jaquexetta  and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  give  30U  good-morrow,  master  person. 

Hoi.  Master  person, — quasi  pers-on.^  And  if  one 
should  be  pierced,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Cost.  Marry,  master  schoohnaster,  he  that  is  likest  to 
a  hogshead. 

Hoi.  Of  piercing  a  hogshead  !  a  good  hjetre  of  conceit 
in  a  turf  of  earth  ;  fire  enough  for  a  flint,  pearl  enough 
for  a  swine  :  'tis  pretty  ;  it  is  well. 

Jaq.  Good  master  parson,  be  so  good  as  read  me  this 
letter  ;  it  was  given  me  by  Costard,  and  sent  me  from 
Don  Armatho  :  1  beseech  you,  read  it. 

Hoi.     Fauste,    precor   gelidci    qiiando  jjecus    omne    sub 
lunbra. 
Riiminat, — and  so  forth.'     Ah,  good  old  Manlaan  !  1  may 
speak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  V^enice  : 

— Vinegia^  Vinegia^ 

Chi  non  te  vede,  ei  non  ie  pregia. 

Old    Mantuan !  old   Mantuan !   Who    understandeth    thee 
not,  loves  thee  not. — Ut,  re,  sol,  la,  mi,  fa. — Under  par- 
don, sir,   what  are  the  contents  ?  or,  rather,  as  Horace 
says  in  his — What,  my  soul,  verses  ? 
,    jYatli.  Ay,  sir,  and  very  learned. 

Hoi.  Let  me  hear  a  staff,  a  stanza,  a  verse  ;  Lege, 
do/nine. 

JVath.  If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I  swear  to 
love  ? 

Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vowed ! 

[9j  So  in  Holinshed,  p.  953,  "  Garrard  was  person  of  Honie-lane."  I  believe, 
however,  we    should  write  the  word— pers-^ne.     The   same  play  on    the    word 

f'tict  is  jut  into  the  mouth  of  Falstart".  STEEV. The  words  one  and  on  were, 
believe,  pronounced  nearly  alike,  at  least  in  some  counties,  in  our  author's  1  ime  ; 
the  quibble,  therefore,  that  Mr.  Steevens  has  noted,  may  have  been  intended  «5 
the  text  now  stands.  Id  the  same  style  afterwards  iVloth  says  :  "  Otfer'd  by  a  child 
to  an  olJ  man,  which  is  n'it-nld."  Person,  as  i^ir  W.  Blackstone  observes  in  hp 
Commentaries,  is  the  original  and  proper  term  ;  Persona  eccie^is.  MAL0.XC. 

[1]  Though  aii  the  editions  concur  to  give  this  speech  to  sir  Nathaniel,  yet,  as 
Dr  Thiriby  ingeniously  observed  to  me,  it  is  evident  it  must  belong  to  Hoh^'fernes. 
The  curate" is  employed  in  reading  the  letter  to  himself ;  and  while  he  isdoines*. 
that  the  £ta2;e  ma V  not  stand  still.  Holofernes  either  pulls  nut  a  book,  or,  repeating 
Bome  ver-p  Sy  heart  from  Mantuani'S,  comments  upon  the  character  of  that  poeu 
Bapti.-fd  Sj'H^noUiS,  =irname>'l  Vj'anUianus  from  the  place  of  his  birth,  was  a  writer 
or  poems,  V  ho  flourished  towarcia  the  latter  en'i  of  the  15th  ceulurv.        THEO. 

13  Vol.111  I 
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Thougli  to  njyself  forsworn,  to  thee  Til  faithful  prove  ; 

Those  thoughts  to  me   were  oaks,  to  thee  hke   osiers 
bower! . 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes  ; 

Where  all  those  pleasures  live,  that  art  would  com* 
prehend  : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall  suffice  ; 

Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  com^* 
mend  : 
All  ignorant  that  soul,  that  sees  thee  without  wonder  ; 

(Which  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  1  thy  parts  admire  ;) 
Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  dreadful 
thunder, 

W^hich,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  music,  and  sweet  fire. 
Celestial  as  thou  art,  oh  pardon,  this  wrong, 
That  sings  heaven's  praise  with  such  an  earthly  tongue  ! 

Hoi.  You  find  not  the  apostrophes,  and  so  miss  the  ac- 
cent :  let  me  supervise  the  canzonet.  Here  are  only 
Bumbers  ratified ;  but,  for  the  eleganc}^  facility,  and 
golden  cadence  of  poesy,  caret.  Ovidius  Naso  was  the 
man  :  and  v^hy,  indeed,  Naso  ;  but  for  smelling  out  the 
odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy,  the  jerks  of  invention  ?  Im- 
itari^  is  nothing ;  so  doth  the  hound  his  master,  the  ape 
his  keeper,  the  tired  horse  his  rider. — But  damosella 
virgin,  was  this  directed  to  you? 

Jaq.  Ay,  sir,  from  one  monsieur  Biron,  one  of  the 
strange  queen's  lords.' 

Hoi.  1  will  overglance  the  superscript.  To  the  snori'- 
white  hand  of  the  most  heauteous  Lady  Rosaline.  I  will 
look  again  on  the  intellect  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomination 
,df  the  part}^  writing  to  the  person  written  unto  : 

Your  ladyship's  in  ell  desired  employment,  Biron". 
— Sir  Nathaniel,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with 
the  king  ;  and  here  he  bath  framed  a  letter  to  a  sequent 
of  the  stranger  queen's,  wjiicli,  accidentally,  or  by  the 
way  of  progression,  hath  miscarried. — Trip  and  go,  my 
sweet ;  deliver  this  paper  into  the  royal  hand  of  the 
king ;  it  may  concern  miich  :  Stay  not  tiiy  compliment ; 
I  forgive  thy  duty  ;  adieu. 

Jag.  Good  Costard,  go  with  me. — Sir,  God  save  your  life  I 
Cost.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl.       [Exe.  Cost,  awe?  Jaq. 

[2]  Shakespeare  forgot  himself  in  this  [)a-?a;-',e.  .laquenetta  knew  nothing  of 
Birt<a,  and  !);i<]  said,  jui-t  bproro,  that  tiie  Isttrr  had  Lcen  serit  to  her  from  Doa 
Armatho,  aud  -iven  to  her  l«y  Costard.        M.  MASON. 
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A'arh.  Sij',  yon  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God,  very 
rchgiously  ;  and,  as  a  certain  father  saith 

IIoI.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  coloura- 
ble colours.^  But,  to  return  to  the  verses  ;  Did  they  please 
you,  sir  Nathaniel  ? 

JVath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

Hoi.  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain  pupil 
of  mine  ;  where  if,  before  repast,  it  shall  please  you  to 
gratify  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my  privilege  I 
have  with  the  parents  of  the  foresaid  cliild  or  pupil,  un- 
dertake your  betixemito ;  where  I  will  prove  those  verses 
to  be  very  unlearned,  neither  savouring  of  poetry,  wit, 
nor  invention  :   I  beseech  your  society. 

Kath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  society,  (saith  the  text,) 
is  the  happiness  of  life. 

Hoi.  And,  certes,  the  text  most  infallibly  concludes  it. 
— Sir,  [To  Dull.]  I  do  invite  you  too  ;  you  shall  not  say 
me,  na}^  nay  :  pavca  rerba.  Away  ;  the  gentles  are  at 
their  game,  and  we  will  to  our  recreation.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  part  of  the  same.     Enter  Biro:.-,  z^ilh  a  paper. 

Biron.  The  king  he  is  hunting  the  deer ;  I  am  cours- 
ing myself :  they  have  pitch'd  a  toil;  I  am  toihng  in  a 
pitch  ;^  pitch  that  defiles;  defile  I  a  foul  word.  Well, 
Set  thee  down,  sorrow  !  for  so,  they  say,  the  fool  said,  and 
so  say  I,  and  i  the  fool.  Well  proved,  wit!  By  the  Lord, 
this  love  is  as  mad  as  Ajax ;  it  kills  sheep;  it  kills  me, 
I  a  sheep  :  Well  proved  again  on  my  side  !  I  will  not 
love  :  if  i  d^j,  hang  me  ;  i'faith,  1  will  not.  O,  but  her 
eye,-pby  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love 
her  ;  yes,  for.  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the 
world  bat  iie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven,  I  do 
love  :  and  it?"  hath  taught  me  to  rhyme,  and  to  be  melan- 
choly ;  and  here  is  part  of  my  rhyme,  and  here  my  mel- 
ancholy. Well,  she  hath  one  o'  m}'  sonnets  slreaJj^  ; 
the  clown  bore  it,  the  fool  sent  it,  and  the  lady  hath  it : 
sweet  clown,  sweeter  fool,  sweetest  lad3'^ !  By  the  world, 
I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the  other  throe  were  in  :  Here 
comes  one  with  a  paper ;  God  give  him  grace  to  groan  ! 

[Gets  up  into  a  tree, 

[3j  That  is.  specious,  or  fair  seemiii?  appearances.  JOH!S"S0N. 

fl]  A  liudinj;  lo  ladv  Rosaliae's  .-omplexion,  who  is  tlirough  the  whole  plar  reprc- 
setitetJ  as  a  blsck  beauty.  JOHNSON. 
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Enter  the  King^  Zi)ith  a  paper. 
King.  Ah  me  ! 

Biron.  [Aside.l^  Shot,  by  heaven ! — Proceed,  sweet 
€tjpid  ;  thou  hast  tbump'd  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under 
the  left  pap  : — Pfaith  secrets. — 

King.   [Reads.]  So  S7i)eet  a  kiss  the  golden  sun  gives  not 

To  those  fresh  morning  drops  npon  the  rose, 
^5  thy  eye-beams,  uhen  their  fresh  rays  have  smote 

The  night  of  dew,  that  on  my  cheeks  dozen  flows  ; 
JVor  shiries  the  silver  moon  one  half  so  bright 
Through  the  transparent  bosom  of  the  deep, 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light  j 

Thou  shi?i'st  in  every  tear  that  I  do  zneep  : 
JSfo  drop,  but  as  a  coach,  doth  carry  thee. 
So  ridest  thou  triiiraphi7ig  in  my  zcoe ; 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  swell  in  me, 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  rvtll  skow^ 
But  do  not  love  thyself;  then  thou  n-iit  keep 
My  tears  for  glasses,  and  still  make  me  zeeep. 
O  queen  cf  queens,  horv  far  dost  thou  excel! 
jYo  thought  can  think,  nor  ion^xie  of  m.ortal  tell. — 
How  shall  she  know  my  griefs  ?  I'll  drop  the  paper ; 
Sweet  leaves,  shade  folly.   Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

[Steps  aside r 
Enter  Los-gaville,  with  a  paper. 
What,  Longaville  !  and  reading!  listen,  ear. 

Biron.  [Aside.]  Now,  in  thy  likeness,  one  more  fool, 

appear ! 
Long.  Ah  me  !  I  am  forsworn. 
Biron.  [Aside.]    Why,    he    comes  in  a  like    perjure, 

wearing  papers.^ 
King.  [Aside.]  In  love,  I  hope  ;    Sweet  fellowship  ie 

shame  ! 
Biron.   [Aside.]  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name 
Zjong.   Am  I  the  first  that  have  been  perjur'd  so  ? 
Biron.   [Aside.]   1  could  put  thee   in  comfort  ;  not  by 
two,  that  I  know  : 
Thou  mak'st  the  tritimviry,  tlie  comer-cap  of  society, 
The  shape  of  loves  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  simplicity. 

Long.  I  fear,  these  stubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move  ; 
O  sweet  Maria,  empress  of  my  love  ! 

151  The  piini^hment  of  perjury's  to  wear  on  fhe  breeat  a  paper  expreBsine  tbe 
cfVine.  JOH.VbON. 
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These  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  prose. 

Bu^on.   \^.hidc.\  O,  rhymes  are  guards  ©n  wanton  Cu- 
pid's hose  : 
disfigure  not  his  slop.^ 

Lon^.  This  same  shall  go. —  [He  reads  the  sonnet. 

Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  thine  eye 

(JGainst  whom  the  zi'orld  cannot  hold  argumenty) 
Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  perjury  ? 

Vo~Jcs^foT  thee  broke ^  dcserz-e  not  punishinent. 
A  wojnan  Iforszcore  ;  but,  I  z^ill  prove. 

Thou  bein^  a  goddess,  I  forszi^ore  not  thee  : 
J[Iy  vo-w  ik;as  earthly,  thou  a  hcavc7dy  love ; 

Thy  grace  bein^  gcin\i,  cures  all  disgrace  in  me. 
Vou's  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is: 

TJien  thou,  fair  sun,  i^hich  on  my  earth  dost  shine, 
ExhaVst  this  vapour  vow  ;  in  iiiee  it  is  : 
If  broken  then,  it  is  no  faidt  of  tuine  ; 
If  by  me  broke,  IVhat  fool  is  ',:at  so  wise 
To  lose  an  oath  to  xvin  a  paradise? 
Biron.  [Aside.']   This  is  the  liver  vein/  which  makes 
flesh  a  deity  ; 
A  green  goose,  a  goddess  :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend  !  we  are  much  out  o'  th'  way. 

Enter  Dumain,  7j:ith  a  paper. 

Long.  By  whom  shall  I  send  this  ? — Company !  stay. 

[Stepping  aside. 

Biron.   [Aside.]  All  hid,  ali  hid,  an  old  infant  play  :^ 
Like  a  demi-god  here  sit  i  in  the  sky, 
And  wretched  fools'  secrets  heedfuliy  o*er-eye. 
3Iore  sacks  to  th'  mill !  O  heavei^,  I  have  my  wish  ; 
Dumain  transform'd  :  four  woodcocks  in  a  dish  ! 

Diun.  O  most  divine  Kale  I 

Biron.  O  most  profane  coxcomb  !  [Jiside. 

Dum.  By  heaven,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye  ! 

Bir.  By  earth,  she  is  but  corporal  f  there  you  lie.  [Ari. 

Dum.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted.' 

[6]  S/op5  are  large  acd  Kida-knee'd  breeches,  the  garb  in  fashion  in  our  author's 
days,  as  we  may  observe  from  oIl'.  family  pictures.  THEOBALD. 

[7]  The  liver  v/as  anciently  supposed  to  be  the  seat  of  Jove.  JOHNSON. 

rsj  All  kid.  All  hid,— The  children's  cry  at  hide  and  teek.  IVIUSGRA  VE. 

[3j  The  worn  corporal  in  Shakespeare's  time,  was  used  for  corporeal        IM  AL. 

[1]  To  cote  is  to  outstrip,  to  overpays. The  beauty  of  amber  consists  in  its  va- 
riegated clovdiiuss,  which  Dviiininciil-fouliief^.  'I'he  h^iir  of  his  mistrees  1q  va- 
ried shadows  exceeded  those  of  araber.  bTEE VE>r S. 
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Biron.  An  aruber-coiour'd  raven  was  well  noted.    [Jlsi. 
Dum.  As  upright  as  tiie  cedar. 
Biron.   Stoop,  1  say  ; 
ller  shoulder  is  with  child.  [Aside, 

Dmii.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,  as  soine  days  ;  but  then  no  sun  must  shine. [./i6^. 
Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wish ! 

Long.  And  I  had  mine  i  [Aside. 

King.  And  I  mine  too,  good  Lord  !  [Aside. 

Biron.  Amen,    so    I   had   mine  :    I3   not   that   a  good 
word  ?  [Aside. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her  ;  but  a  fever  she 
lleigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembered  be. 

Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood,  wh}^,  then  incision^ 
Would  let  her  out  in  saucers  ;  Sweet  misprision  !    [Aside. 
Dinn.  Once  more  Til  read  the  cde  that  I  have  writ. 
Biron,  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  love  can  vary  wit. 

[Aside. 
Of/m.   Oil  a  day,  (alack  ike  day!) 

Love,  whose  month  is  ever  May, 
Spied  a  blossom,  passing  fair. 
Flaying  in  the  'a'aiitcn  air : 
^  lliroiigh  the  velvet  leaves  the  windi 

All  iinsecn,  ^gan  passage  Jind  ; 
Thai  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 
Wish'd  himself  the  heaven'' s  breath. 
Air,  quoih  he,  thy  cheeks  may  blorv  ; 
Air,  ti-'ould  I  might  triumph  so  P 
But  (dock,  my  hand  is  sworn, 
JVe''er  to  pluck  theefrorn  thy  thorn  : 
Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet; 
Youth  so  apt'  to  pluck  a  sweet. 
Do  not  call  it  si?i  in  me, 
Tliat  I  am  forsworn  for  thee  : 
Thou  for  whom  even  Jove  would  swear, 
Juno  but  an  Ethiop  were  ; 
And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. — 
This  will  !  send  ;  and  something  else  more  plain, 
That  shall  express  my  true  love's  fasting  pain. 

[3J  It  wastne  fasbioii  among  the  youn;;;  gallants  of  that  age,  to  stab  themselves  iu 
the  arms,  or  oIm^w  here,  in  onler  lo  iJrink  their  mistret^^s's  health,  or  write  her  name- 
in  their  blood,  as  a  proof  (f  tiseir  pabbion.  I\I.   MASOW. 

t-i]  rcihurs  v,c  rraj  better  rcad,--.I;t .'  would  1  mislit,  &;c.  JOHKSQ.N.  _• 
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King-,  Biron,  anJ  Longaville, 
Were  lovers  too!   Ill,  to  example  iil, 
WouM  irom  my  ibrehead  wipe  a  peijur'ti  note  ; 
For  none  oilenv^,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Lung.  Dumaio,  thy  love  is  far  from  cliarit}', 
'jliatiii  love's  grief  desir'st  society  :  [Advancing. 

You  may  look  pale,  but  I  should  blush,  I  know, 
To  be  o'erbearJ,  and  taken  napping  so. 

King.  Come,  sir,  [Aihaticing.]  }ou  blush  ;  as  his  yonr 
case  is  such  ; 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much  : 
You  do  not  love  Maria  ;  Longaville 
Did  never  sonnet  fir  her  sake  compile  ; 
Nor  never  lay  his  '.vreathed  arms  athwart 
His  lovin:^  bosom,  to  keep  down  his  heart. 
i  have  b-iien  closely  i^hrouded  ia  this  bush, 
And  mark'd  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blush. 
1  heard  your  guiity  rhymes,  observ'd  your  fashion  ; 
Saw  sig-hs  reek  from  you,  noted  v/ell  your  passion  ; 
Ah  me  !  says  one  ;  O  Jove  !  the  oiher  cries  ; 
One,  her  hairs  were  gold,  crystal  the  other's  eyes: 
You  would  for  paradise  break  faith  and  troth  ; 

[To  Lojfs. 
And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infiinge  an  oath. 

[To  DUMALW 

What  will  Biron  say,  when  that  he  shall  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  such  a  zeal  did  ?wear  ? 
How  will  he  scorn  ?  hov/  will  he  spend  his  wit  ^ 
IJow  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wcrdth  that  ever  I  did  see, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  so  much  by  me. 

Biron.   Now  step  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrisy. — 
-Ah,  good  my  liege,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me  : 

[Descends  from  the  ifee. 
Good  heart,  what  grace  hast  thou,  thus  to  reprove 
These  worms  for  loving,  that  art  most  in  love  ? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  ;  in  your  tears, 
Tlicre  is  no  certain  princess  that  appears  : 
You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing  ; 
Tusli,  none  but  minstrels  like  of  sonnetting. 
But  are  you  not  asham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not. 
All  three  of  you,  to  l)e  thus  much  o'ershot  ? 
You  found  his  mote  ;  the  king  your  mote  did  see  ; 
Bat  I  a  beam  do  find  m  each  of  three. 
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0,  what  a  scene  of  foolery  I  have  seen, 
Of  sighs,  of  groans,  of  sorrow,  and  of  teea  ! 
O  me,  with  what  strict  patience  have  I  sat, 
To  see  a  king  transformed  to  a  gnat!"* 

To  see  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg, 
Andprofound  Solomon  to  tune  a  jigg, 
And  Nestor  play  at  push-pin  with  the  boys, 
And  critic  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys  !* — 
Where  lies  thy  grief,  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain  : 
And,  gentle  Longaville,  where  lies  thy  pain  ?-— 
And  where  my  liege's  ?  all  about  the  breast  :-— 
A  caudle,  ho  ! 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jest. 
Are  we  be  tray 'd  tiius  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  to  you  ; 

1,  that  am  honest  ;  I,  that  hold  it  sin 
To  break  the  vovv',  I  am  engaged  in  ; 
J  am  betray'd,  by  keeping  company 

With  moon-like  men,  of  strange  inconstancy. 
When  shall  you  see  me  write  a  thing  in  rhyme  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  spend  a  minute's  time 
in  pruning  me  ?     When  shall  you  hear  that  I 
Will  praise  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  state,  a  brow,  a  breast,  a  waist, 
A  leg,  a  limb  ? — 

Ki7ig,  Soft ;  Whither  away  so  fast  ? 
A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  so  ? 

Biron.  I  post  from  love  ;  good  lover,  let  me  §o» 
Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  bless  the  King  ! 

King.  What  present  hast  thou  there  ? 

Cost.  Some  certain  treason. 

King.  What  makes  treason  here  ? 

Cost.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  sir. 

King.   If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 
The  treason,  and  you,  go  in  peace  away  together. 

Jaq.  I  beseech  your  grace,  let  this  letter  be  read ; 
Our  parson  misdoubts  it  ;   'twas  treason,  he  said. 

[4]  Mr.  Toilet  seems  to  think  this  contains  an  allusion  to  St.  Matiherv,x^nl24, 
where  the  metaphorical  term  of  a  gnat  means  a  thing  of  least  importance,  or  what 
is  proverbially  small.  STEE  VENS. 

Biron  is  abusing  the  King  for  his  sonnetting  like  a  minstrel,  ai;d  compares  him  to 
a  g-naf,  which  always  sings  as  it  Hies.  M.  MAf-ON. 

[5  j  Critic  and  Critical  are  used  by  our  author  in  the  same  ?ense  as  cynic  aud  ci'ni- 
cat.    Ia£o,  speuking  of  tht;  fair  sex  declares  he  is  nothing  if  not  critical. 

STEKVfijyS. 
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King.  Biron,  read  it  over.  [Giving  him  the  letter. 

Where  hadst  thou  it  ? 
Jag.  Of  Costard. 
King.   Wiiere  hadst  thou  it  ? 
Cost.   Of  Dun  Adiamadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 
King.  How  now  !  what  is  in  you  ?  why  dost  thou  tear  it  ? 
Biron.  A  toy,  my  liege,  a  toy  ;  your  grace  needs  not 

fear  it. 
Long.  It  did  move  him  to  passion,  and  therefore  let's 

hear  it. 
Dum.  It  is  Biron's  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 

[Picks  up  the  pieces. 
Biro7i.  Ah,  you  whoreson  loggerhead,  you  were  bom 
to  do  me  shame. —  [To  Costard 

Guilty,  m}'  lord,  guilty  ;  I  confess,  I  confess. 
King.   What? 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  to  make  up 
the  mess: 
He,  he,  and  3'ou,  my  liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick-purses  in  love,  and  we  deserve  to  die. 
O,  dismiss  this  audience,  and  I  shall  tell  you  more. 
Dur.i.  No'.v  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True,  true  ;  v/e  are  four: — 
Will  these  turtles  be  gone  ? 
King.  Hence,  sirs  ;  away. 

Cost.  Walk  aside  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors  stay. 

[Exeiint  Costard  and  Jaq, 
Biron.  Sweet  lords,  sweet  lovers,  O  let  us  embrace  ! 
As  true  we  are,  as  flesh  and  blood  can  be  : 
The  sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  snow  his  face , 

Young  blood  will  not  obey  an  old  decree  : 
We  cannot  cross  the  cause  why  we  were  born  , 
Therefore,  of  all  hands,  must  we  be  forsworn. 

King.  What,  did  these  rent  lines  show  some  love  of  thine? 
Biron.  Did   they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  sees  the  heavenlj 
Rosaline, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  savage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  first  opening  of  the  gorgeous  east. 
Bows  not  his  vassal  head  ;  and,  strucken  bimd. 

Kisses  the  base  ground  with  obedient  breast  ? 
What  peremptory  eagle-sighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty  ? 

Vol,  111.  1^ 
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King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  inspired  thee  now  ? 
My  love,  her  mistress,  is  a  gracious  moon  ; 

She,  an  attending  star,  scarce  seen  a  light.^ 
Bircn.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron  : 

O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night ! 
Of  all  complexions  tlie  cull'd  sovereignity 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek  ; 
Where  several  worthies  make  one  dignity; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itself  doth  seek* 
^Jend  me  the  flourish  of  all  gentle  tongues, — 

Fye,  painted  rhetx)ricl  O,  she  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  sale  a  seller's  praise  belongs  ; 

She  passes  praise  ;  then  praise  too  short  doth  blot. 
A  wither'd  hermit,  five-score  winters  worn, 

Might  shake  oif  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  ; 
Beauty  doth  varnish  age,  as  if  new-born, 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy. 
O,  'tis  the  sun,  that  maketh  all  things  shine  ! 
King.  By  heaven,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine  i 

A  wHq  of  such  wood  were  felicity^ 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book? 

That  I  may  sw«ar,  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  she  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  : 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  so  black. 
King.  O  paradox  !  Black  is  the  badge  of  hell, 

The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  scowl  of  night*, 
And  beauty's  crest  becomes  the  heavens  well.'' 

Biron.  Devils  soonest  tempt,  resembling  spirits  of  light. 
O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brows  be  deckt, 

It  mourns,  that  painting,  and  usurping  hair,^ 
Should  ravish  doters  with  a  false  aspect ; 

And  therefore  is  she  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fashion  of  the  days  ; 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now  ; 

[6]  Semethiiig  like  this  is  a  stanza  of  sir  Henry  Wotton,  of  which  the  poeticftl 
*«ader  will  forgive  the  insertion.- 

"  You  meaner  beauties  of  the  night, 

*'  That  [loorly  satisfy  our  eyes 
"  More  by  your  number  than  your  light, 

"  You  common  people  of  the  skies, 
•••  What  are  you  when  the  sun  shall  rise  ?"  J0HNS0I7. 

|7J  In  "heraldry,  a  crest  is  a  device  placed  above  ^  coat  of  arms.  Shakespeare 
therefore  assumes  the  liberty  to  use  it  in  a  sense  equivalent  to  top  or  utmost  heigkl, 
;»s  he  has  used  spire  y-a  CoHalanws.        TOLLET. 

[8]  Usurping  hair  alludes  to  the  fashion,  which  prevailed  among  ladies  in  our 
:i»«thor's  time,  nf  wearing  fal=e  h^h  or  periwigs,  as  they  were  then  called,  befoi* 
'4i«t,fcind  of  covering  for  the  head  was  worn  by  meB.       MALOi^-E 
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And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  dispraise, 
Paints  itself  black,  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum.  To  look  like  her,  are  chimney-sweepers  black. 
Long.  And,  since  her  time,  are  colliers  counted  bright? 
King.  And  Ethiops  of  their  sweet  complexion  crack. 
Dum.   Dark  needs  no  randies  now,  for  dark  is  light. 
Biron.  Your  mistresses  dare  never  come  in  rain, 
For  fear  their  colours  should  be  wash'd  away. 
King.  'Twere  good,  your's  did  j  for,  sir,  to  tell  you 
plain, 
I'll  find  a  fairer  face  not  wash'd  to-day, 
Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  dooms-day  here. 
King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  so  much  as  she.    ; 
Dum.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  stuff  so  dear. 
Lo?ig.  Look,  here's  thy    love  :  my  foot  and  her  face 
see.  [Shozivijig  his  shoe, 

Biron.  O,  if  the  streets  were  paved  with  thine  eyeSj 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  such  tread ! 
Dum.  O  vile  !  then  as  she  goes,  what  upward  lies 
The  street  should  see  as  she  walk'd  overhead. 
King.  But  what  of  this  ?  Are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 
Biron.  O,  Hotbing  so  sure ;  and  thereby  all  forsworn. 
King.     Then    leave  this  chat ;  and,  good  Biron,  now 

prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 
Dum.  Ay,  marry,  there  ;— some  flattery  for  this  evil, 
Long.  O,  some  authority  how  to  proceed  ; 
.^ome  tricks,  some  quillets,^  how  to  cheat  the  deviL 
Dum.  Some  salve  for  perjurj^ 
Biron.  O,  'tis  more  than  needl — 
Have  at  you  then,  affection's  men  at  arms  } 
Consider,  what  you  first  did  swear  unto  ; — 
To  fast, — to  study, — and  to  see  no  woman  ;— 
Flat  treason  'gainst  the  kingly  state  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  fast  ?  your  stomachs  are  too  young  j 
And  abstinence  engenders  raahulies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  study,  lords. 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forsworn  his  book  : 
Can  you  still  dream^  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 

[9]  Q'uV'fi  ij  the  ije-'iihar  wur.  applic: 'd  !av.-.rr;ca."e  1  imH^ruif  the  original 
to  e  tlii<,  in  the  Freucb  plea-fliigs,  every  several  alhe-^.i  ion  .1.1  'he  j.lain'  T'o 
ehAr;:e,  and  every  distin.-'t  plea  in  the  ..;e.V:)daar's  aus»>er,  began  ?vit^  the  words 
quiH>-fst ; — from  whence  was  formed  the  word  quillet,  to  si^ijip/  a  'al'ie  charge  or 
.an  evasive  aiisver.        VVARBURT^N. 

fl]  A  mrii  al  armf,'\s  ArioUi\er  arme  1  a1  all  points  bom  offensively  and  U«?6»- 
in*!/.    It  is  ao  more  ihsai,  Ye  soldUrs  of  nJ/cUiotk,      JOHX^'SOIi- 
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For  when  would  jou,  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you, 

Have  found  tlie  ground  of  study's  excellence. 

Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 

From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive  ; 

They  are  the  ground,  the  books,  the  academes, 

From  whence  doth  spring  the  true  Promethean  iire. 

Why,  universal  plodding  prisons  up 

The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries  ;' 

As  motion,  and  long-during  action,  tires 

The  sinewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 

Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face, 

You  have  in  that  forsworn  the  use  of  eyes ; 

And  study  too,  the  causer  of  your  vow  : 

For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 

Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ?- 

Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  to  ourself, 

And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewise  is. 

Then,  when  ourselves  we  see  in  ladies'  eyes. 

Do  we  not  likewise  see  our  learning  there  ? 

O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  stud}^  lords ; 

And  in  that  vow  v/e  have  forswoni  our  books  f 

For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you^ 

In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 

Sucli  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  2^' 

Other  slow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  ;^ 

And  therefore  finding  barren  practisers, 

Scarce  show  a  harvest  of  their  heavy  toil : 

But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain  ; 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements. 

Courses  as  swift  as  thought  in  every  power  ; 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power. 

Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  seeing  to  the  eye  ; 

A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  ; 

A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  lowest  sound, 

•"    [1  ]  Id  the  old  Bystem  of  physic  they  gave  the  same  office  to  the  arteries  as  is  now 
Siven  to  the  nerves.        WARRURTON. 

(21  i.  e  a  lady's  eyes  give  a  fuller  DotioD  of  beauty  than  any  author.         JOHN. 
3j  i.  e.  our  true  books  from  which  w«  derive  most  information ; — the  ei/es  of 
■women.     MALOKE. 

[4j  Numbers  are,  in  this  passage,  nothing  more  than  poetical  measures.  '  Could 
•you.'  says  Biron,  *  by  solitary  contemplation,  have  attained  such  poetical  fire,  such 
apritely  numbei-s,  as  have  been  prompted  by  the  eyes  of  beauty  V  JOHNSON- 
i.  i5j  As  we  say.  keep  the  houscj  or  keep  their  bed.       M.  MASON.       <  - 
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When  l-lie  suspicions  h-jad  of  theft  is  stoppM  f 

Love's  feeling  is  moro  soft,  and  scrj^ihlc, 

Than  are  the  tender  Jiorn?  of  cocklod  gnails  ; 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacclius  gross  in  taste  : 

For  valour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules, 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hesperides  ? 

Subtle  as  sphinx  ;  as  sweet,  and  musical, 

As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  strung  with  his  hair  ;" 

And,  when  love  speaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  gods 

Makes  heaven  drowsy  with  the  harmony.® 

Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write. 

Until  his  ink  were  tempered  with  love's  sighs ; 

O,  then  his  hnes  would  ravish  savage  ears, 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 

From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive  : 

They  sparkle  still  the  right  Promethean  fire ; 

They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes. 

That  show,  contain,  and  nourish  all  the  world  ; 

Else,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent: 

Then  fools  you  were  these  women  to  forswear; 

Or,  keeping  what  is  sworn,  j^ou  v/i\\  prove  fools. 

For  wisdom's  sake,  a  word,  that  all  men  love  ; 

Or  for  love's  sake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men; 

Or  for  men's  sake,  the  authors  of  these  women  ; 

Or  women's  sake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men ; 

Let  us  once  lose  our  oaths,  to  find  ourselves, 

Or  else  we  lose  ourselves  to  keep  our  oaths : 

It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forsworn : 

For  charity  itself  fulfils  the  law  ; 

And  who  can  sever  love  from  charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then  !  and,  soldiers,  to  the  field  ! 

Biron.   Advance  your  standards,  and  upon  them,  lords ; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them !  but  be  first  advis'd, 

[6]  i.  e.  A  lover  in  pur?uit  of  his  mistress  has  his  sense  of  hearing  quicker  than  a 
thief  (nho  suspects  every  sound  he  hears)  iu  pursuit  of  bis  prej'.        WARB. 
[7]  This   expression,  like  that  other   in  the  Two   Gentleiaen  of  Verona,  o^ 
Orpheus^  harp  was  strung  nilh  poets''  sinews, 

is  extremely  beautifuj,  and  highly  figurative.  Apollo,  as  the  sun,  is  represented 
yiitb  golden  hair ;  so  that  a  lute  strung  with  his  hair,  means  no  more  than  strung 
with  gilded  wire.        WARBURTON. 

[81  The  meaning  is.  whenever  love  speaks  all  the  gods  join  their  voices  with  his 

in  harmoiiic-u-;    concert.     HEATH. For   makes,  read  make.     See  the  sacred 

writings  :  "  The  lu.rnhcr  of  the  names  together  w«re  about  an  buadred  aiid  tweaty." 
^cis  I  IS.       MALOIsiL 
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In  conilict  that  you  get  the  sun  of  them.^ 

Lon^.  Now  to  plain  deaUng  ;  lay  these  glozes  by  : 
"Shall  we  res^olve  to  woo  these  girls  of  France  ? 

King.  And  win  them  too  :  therefore  let  us  devise 
Some  entertainment  lor  them  in  their  tents. 

Biron.    First,    from    the    park    let    us    conduct   them 
thither  ; 
Then,  homeward,  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  mistress  :  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  some  strange  pastime  solace  them, 
Such  as  the  shortness  of  the  time  can  shape  ; 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hours. 
Fore-run  ft.ir  Love,  strewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King.  Away,  away  !  no  time  shall  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Bir.  AllonsJ  Ml  oris ! — Sow'd  cockle  reap'd  no  corn  j 
And  justice  always  whirls  in  equal  measure  : 
3!iight  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forsworn  ; 

If  so,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treasure.     [ExeunS. 


ACT  V. 

5CENE  I. — Another  part  of  the  same.    Enter  Holofernss^ 
Sir  Nathaniel,  and  Dull. 

Holofernes* 
mnS  quod  srifficit. 

JS'ath.  I  praise  God  for  you,  sir:  your  reasons  at  din» 
Her  have  been  sharp  and  sententious  f  pleasant  without 
scurrility,    witty    without    aflection,'    audacious   without 

[9]  Ih  ibe  days  of  archery,  it  fias  of  conseciueiice  to  have  the  sud  at  the  bat^k  of 
the  bowirien,  and  in  the  face  of  thi?  enemy.  This  circum;-tance  was  of  great  ad- 
va!itaj,e  to  r.ur  Herjiy  the  Fifthstthe  hatfleof  Agincourt. — Out  poet,  however,  I 
belitve,  hail  al.^o  an  equivoque  iu  his  thoughts.         IVIALOKE. 

[1]  This  pioverhia'.  expres^sion  intimates,  that  beginning  with  perjury,  they  can 
eKpect  to  reap  nothing  but  falsehood.         WARBURTO^i. 

[2]  I  know  not  well  what  (ieo;ree  of  respect  Shakespeare  intends  to  obtain  for  his 
TJcar,  but  he  has  here  put  iiito  hicooutii  a  finished  representation  of  colloquial 
excellence.  It  is  vcj;y  liifficult  to  adfl  any  thing  to  his  character  of  the  school- 
•Bia-ter's  table-talk,  and  perhaps  all  the  precepts  of  Castiplioue  will  scarcely  ()« 
fbunri  to  comprehend  a  rule  for  conversation  so  justly  delineated,  so  wiiiely  nilated, 

.an<l  so  nicely  limited It  may  be  proper  just  to  note,  that  reaiov  here,  ain'  ia 

■znany  other  places,  sign i ues  diicoi^rje;  and  that  audacious  is  used  in  a  goon  sense 
rfor  spirited,  aiuviattd.  cwJLdint.     Opinion  is  the  same  with  obsiinacit  or  opinialretfn 

JOHj^SOJS.       ., 

m  I  E.  wjtirout  fcfiectftticm.       ST£EVEif.a 
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impndency,  learned  without  opinion,  and  strange  without 
heresy.  I  did  converse  this  quandain  day  witii  a  com- 
panion of  the  iving's,  who  is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called, 
Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Hoi.  jVovi  honu'netn  tanquam  te  :  Plis  humour  is  lofty, 
his  discour.^e  peremptory,  his  tongue  tiled,  his  eye  am- 
bitious, his  gait  majestical,  and  his  general  behaviour  vain, 
ridiculous,  and  thrasonical.  He  is  too  picked,*  too  spruce, 
too  affected,  too  odd,  as  it  were,  too  perigrinate,  as  I  may 
call  it. 

J^'ath.  A  most  singular  and  choice  epithet. 

[Takes  out  his  table-book. 

Hoi.  He  drawetb  out  the  thread  of  his  verbosity  finer 
than  the  staple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  such  fanatical 
phantasms,  such  insociable  and  point-devise  companions  ; 
such  packers  of  orthography,  as  to  speak,  dout,  fine,  when 
he  should  say,  doubt ;  det,  when  he  should  pronounce, 
debt;  d,  e,  b,  t:  not,  d,  e,  t:  he  clepeth  a  calf,  cauf; 
half,  hauf;  neighbour,  vacatur^  nebour ;  neigh,  abbrevia- 
ted, ne  :  This  is  abhominable^  (which  he  would  call 
abominable,)  it  insinuateth  me  of  insauie  ;  jXe  intelligis  do* 
mine  ?  to  make  frantic,  lunatic. 

Nath.  Laus  deo,  bone  intelligo 

Hoi.  Bone  ? — 6cne,  for  hem  :  Priscian  a  little  scratch'd,; 
twill  serv€. 

Enter  Armado,  Moth,  and  Costard. 

J^aih.   Videsne  quis  venit/ 

Hot.   Video,  4'  gaudeo. 

Arm.   Chirra  !  {To  MoTfi. 

Hoi.  Quare  Chirra,  not  sirrah  ? 

Ann.  Men  of  peace,  well  encountered. 

Hoi.  Most  military  sir,  salutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feast  of  languagei^ 
and  stolen  the  scraps.  [To  Costard  aside. 

m  .t 

[i]  To  have  the  beai  J  piqvcd  or  shorn  so  as  to  end  in  a  point,  was,  in  our  author^s 
ifcjme.  a  mark  of  a  traveller  ati'ecting  foieixn  fa-hions  JOHNSON. 

Piqued  may  allude  to  the  kngth  of  the  shoes  then  worn.  Buiwer  says, — "  We 
weare  our  forked  shoes  almost  as  long  azain  as  our  feete,  not  a  little  to  the  hindrance 
«f  tlie  action  of  thefoote  ;  and  not  only  so.  but  ti»ey  prove  an  impediment  to  revei«- 
entiall  devotion,  for  our  bootes  and  shooes  are  so  long  saouted,  that  we  can  hardly 
kneele  in  Go.l's  house  "'  STEEV  EiS  S. 

I  believe  pici'c'rf  (for  Eo  it  should  be  written)  si^nities  RicrZ.v  drtit  m  general> 
without  refe.-eiice  to  any  particular  fashion  of  dre^^.  It  is  a  metaphor  taken  from 
birds,  who  dress  themselves  by  pickins  aiit  or  pruning  their  broken  or  superduout 
feathers  TYRWHITT. 

[5]  Ab'iominabh, — Thu?  •  ae  word  is  coastantly  spell  ia  the  old  DsoraliUes  aAd  GiJsdt 
JWiti^uatjsdiiookat  5TEEV£i«'SL 
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Cost.  O,  they  have  lived  long  in  the  alms-baskel^  of 
words  !  I  marvel,  thy  master  hath  not  eaten  tJiee  for  a 
word  ;  for  thou  art  not  so  long-  by  the  head  as  honorijica- 
hilitudinitatihus :"  thou  art  easier  swallowed  than  a  flap - 
dragon.® 

Moth.  Peace  ;  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monsieur,  [To  Hol.J  are  you  not  letter'd  ? 

Moth.  Yes,  yes  ;  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book : — 
What  is  a,  b,  spelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his  head  ? 

Hoi.   Ba,  pueritia,  with  a  horn  added. 

Moih.  Ba,  most  silly  sheep,  with  a  horn : — You  hear 
his  learning. 

Hoi.  Quis,  guts,  thou  consonant  ? 

Moth.  The  third  of  the  live  vowels,  if  you  repeat  them : 
or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  i.— 

Moth.  The  sheep  :  the  other  two  concludes  it ;  o,  u.^ 

.Inn.  Now,  by  the  salt  wave  of  the  Mediterraneum,  a 
sweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit :  snip,  snap,  quick  and 
home  ;  it  rejoiceth  rriy  intellect :  true  wit. 

Moih.  OiTered  by  a  child  to  an  old  naan  ;  which  is 
wit-old. 

HgI.  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  ? 

Moth.  Horns. 

Hol.   Thou  disputest  like  an  infant :  go,  whip  thy  gig. 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  1  will 
whip  about  your  infamy  circum  circa. ;  A  gig  of  a  cuck- 
old's horn  ! 

Cost.  An  1  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou  shouldst 
have  it  to  buy  gingerbread  :  hold,  there  is  the  very  re- 
muneration 1  h;id  of  thy  master,  thou  half-penny  purse  of 
wit,  thou  pigeon-egg  of  discretion.  O,  an  the  heavens 
v/ere  so  pleased,  that  thou  wert  but  my  bastard!  what  a 
joyful  father  woaldst  thou  make  me  !  Go  to  ;  thou  hast  it 
ad  dimghill,  at  the  fingers'  ends,  a?  they  say. 

Hol.  O,  I  smell  false  Latin  ;  dungjiill  for  u?iguem, 

Jirm.  Arts-man,  proeambula  ;  we   will  be  singled  from 

[6]  The  refuse  meat  of  families  was  out  into  a  basket  in  our  author's  lime,  and 
Siven  to  the  poor.  MALOIv^E. 

[7]  This  word,  wheucesoever  it  comes,  is  often  mentioned  as  the  longest  word 
known.  JOHiVSOA. 

["]  A^flap'dragon  is  a  small  inflammable  sulxsfance,  which  topers  swallow  in  a 
Bias-  of  .V  iie  STEE  V  EN  ^v 

[9J  Ry  O,  U,  Aloth  would  nn.ein — Oh.  you — i.  e.  You  are  the  she«p  still,  eitker 
•sray  i  ao  matter  which  of  us  repeats  them.  TllblOIiALD. 
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the  barbarous.     Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  charge^ 
house  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  ?' 

Hoi.  Oi\  vions^  the  hill. 

Ann.  At  your  sweet  pleasure,  for  the  mountain. 

Hoi.   I  do,  sans  question. 

Jirm.  Sir,  it  is  the  king's  most  sweet  pleasure  and  af- 
fection, to  congratulate  the  princess  at  her  pavilion,  in 
the  posteriors  of  this  day  ;  which  the  rude  multitude  caH, 
the  afternoon. 

HgI.  The  posterior  of  the  day,  most  generous  sir,  fs 
liable,  congruent,  and  measurable  for  the  afternoon  :  the 
v.'ord  is  well  cuii'd,  chose  ;  sweet  and  apt,  1  do  assure 
you,  sir,  I  do  assure. 

Ar7ii.  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentleman  ;  and  my  fa- 
miliar, I  do  assure  you,  very  good  friend  : — For  what  is 
iiivvard  between  us,  let  it  pass  : — 1  do  beseech  thee, 
remeuiber  thy  courtesy  ; — i  beseech  thee,  apparel  thy 
head  ;- — and  among  other  iin]>ortiiKate  and  most  seri- 
ous designs,™ and  of  great  in)port  indeed,  too  ; — but  let 
that  pass: — for  I  must  tell  thee,  it  will  please  his  grace 
fby  the  world)  sometime  to  lean  upon  my  poor  shoulder  ; 
and  v.ith  his  royal  finger,  thus,  dally  with  my  excre- 
ment, with  ray  mustachio  :^  but  sweet  heart,  let  that  pass. 
By  the  world,  I  recount  no  fable  ;  some  certain  special 
honours  it  pleaseth  his  greatness  to  impart  to  Armado,  a 
soldier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  seen  the  world  :  but 
}et  that  pass. — The  very  all  of  ail  is, — but,  sv/eet  heart, 
I  do  implore  secrecy, — that  the  king  would  have  me  pre- 
sent the  princess,  sweet  chuck,^  with  some  delightful  os- 
tentation, or  show,  or  pageant,  or  antick,  or  tire-work. 
Now,  understanding  that  the  curate,  and  your  sweet  self, 
are  good  at  such  eruptions,  and  sudden  breaking  out  of 
mirth,  as  it  wx>re,  i  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to  the 
end  to  crave  your  assistance. 

HcjL  Sir,  you  shall  present  before  her  the  nine  worthies. 
Sir  Nathaniel,  as  concerning  some  entertainment  of  time, 
some  show  in  the  posterior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendered  by 
our    assistance, — the    king's     command,     and    this     most 

[1]  The  cliarge-hnuse— 1  suppose,  ia  the  frte-school.  t«TEEVE>JS. 

[2j  By  "  reineinbertiiy  courtesy,"  1  suppose  Aritac^o  means — "  remember  thai 
all  this  time  thou  art  standing  -with  thy  hat  o;V."  STEEVEKS. 

[2]  The  autJjor  calls  the  beard  valour's  ncremint  iu  Tee  Merchant  of  Venice; 

.JOKNS02^. 
li]  i.  e.  cLki.ec  ;  aa  ancieat  term  of  endearmcat.  STEEV£?,'s. 

14  Vol.  ill. 
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jTfallant,  illustrate,    and    learned  gentleman, — before  the 
princess  ;  I  say,  none  so  fit  a»  to  present  the  nine  worthies. 

JValh.  Where  will  you  iind  men  worthy  enough  to  pre- 
sent them  ? 

Hoi.  Joshua,  yourself;  myself,  or  this  gallant  gentle- 
man, Judas  Maccabasas  ;  this  swain,  because  of  his  great 
limb  or  joint,  shall  pass  Fompey  the  great ;  the  page, 
Hercules. 

Ann.  Paruon,  sir,  error  :  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  -vvorthy's  thumb  :  he  is  not  so  big  as  the  end  of 
his  club. 

Hoi.  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  shall  present  Hercu- 
les in  minority  :  his  enter  and  exit  shall  bo  strangling  a 
snake  ;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that  purpose. 

Moth.  An  excellent  device!  so,  if  any  of  the  audience 
hiss,  you  may  cry :  zvell  done,  Hercules !  now  thou 
crushest  the  snake !  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  offence 
gracious  ;  though  few  have  the  grace  to  do  it. 

Ann.  For  the  rest  of  the  worthies  ? — 

Hoi.  I  will  play  three  myself. 

Moth.  Thrice-worthy  gentleman  I 

Arm.  Shall  i  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

Hoi.   We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  antick.  I  be- 
seech you,  follow. 

Hoi.  Via,  good  man  Dull!  thou  hast  spoken  no  word 
all  this  while. 

Dull.  Nor  understood  none  neither,  sir. 

Hoi.  AUons !  we  v/ill  employ  thee. 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  so  ;  or  I  will  play  on 
the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hay. 

Uol.  Most  dull,  honest  Dull,  to  our  sport,  av/ay. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. 

Another  part  of  the  same.    Before  the  Princess^  pavilion.  En- 
ter Princess,  Katiiariae,  Rosaline,  a?id  Maria. 

Prin.  Sweet  hearts,  we  shall  be  rich  ere  we  depart. 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in  : 
A  lady  vvalTd  about  with  diamonds  ! — 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  king. 

Bos.   Madam,  came  nothing  else  along  with  that  ? 

Prin.  Nothing  but  this  ?  yes,  as  much  love  in  rhynae. 
As  would  be  craaim'd  up  in  a  sh3ct  cf  paper. 
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Writ  on  bcUv  sides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all  ; 
That  he  vvas  fain  to  seal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Ros.   That  was  tlie  way  to  make  his  god-head  wax ;' 
For  I)e  hath  been  five  thousand  years  a  bo3^ 

Kath.  Ay,  and  a  shrewd  uahapp}^  gallows  too. 

llos.  You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him;  he  kill'd  3'our 
sister. 

Kath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  sad,  and  heavy  j 
And  so  she  died  :  had  she  been  light,  like  you., 
Of  such  a  merry,  nimble,  stirring  spirit, 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  she  died  : 
And  so  may  you  ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Ros.  Vrhat's  your  dark  meaning,  mouse,  of  this  lig'kt^ 
word  ? 

Kaih.  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  dark. 

Ros.  We  need  more  light  to  tlnd  your  meaning  out 

Kaih.  You'll  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  snuflf ; 
Therefore,  I'll  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Roo.  Look,  what  you  do,  you  do  it  still  i'  th'  dark. 

Kath.  So  do  not  3'ou  ;  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 

Ros.  Indeed,  I  weigh  not  you ;  and  therefore  light. 

Kath.  You  weigh  me  not, — O,  that's  you  care  not  for  me 

Res.  Great  reascn  ;  for,  Past  cure  is  still  past  care. 

Prin.  V*'ell  bandied  both  ;  a  set  of  wil'-"  well  play'd. 
But  Rosaline,  you  have  a  favour  too  : 
Who  sent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 

Rgs.  I  would,  yoii  knew  : 
An  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great  ;  be  witness  this. 
Nay,  I  have  verses  too,  I  thank  Biron  : 
The  numbers  true  :  and,  were  the  numb'ring  to©, 
I  were  the  fairest  goddess  on  the  ground  : 
i  am  compar'd  to  twenty  thousand  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  ray  picture  in  his  letter! 

Rrhi.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Ros.  Much,  in  the  letters  ;  nothing  in  the  praise. 

Prin.   Beauteous  as  ink  ;  a  good  conclusion. 

Kaik.   Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy  book. 

Ros.  'Ware  pencils  1'  How  ?  let  me  not  die  your  debtor. 


[.")]  T.  n'a.T  aiiciently  signifled  to  grorv.     It  is  yet  said  of  the  moon,  that  sb«- 
Ti-nifs  and  tvan-s.  FTEEVr.K  S. 

[6]  A  term  from  tenris.  hTEEVEXS. 

[7]  Rcsaiiue,  a  black  beaaiy,  reprcacL^  the  fail  Katharifie  for  paiiitinj^. 
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My  red  dominical,  ray  golden  letter: 

O,  that  your  face  were  not  so  full  of  O's! 

Kaih.  A  pox  of  that  jest  !  and  beshrew  all  shrows  I 

Prin.  But  what  was  sent  to  you  from  fair  Dumaia  ? 

Kath.  Madam,  thi.--  glove. 

Prin.   Did  he  not  send  you  twain  ? 

Kath.   Yes,  madam  ;  and  moreover, 
Some  thousand  verses  of  a  faithful  lover; 
A  huge  translation  of  hypocrisy. 
Vilely  compird,  profound  simplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  these  pearls,  to  me  sent  Longaville  j 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.   I  think  no  less  :   Dost  thou  not  wish  in  heart, 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  short  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  these  bands  might  never  part. 

Prin.  We  are  wise  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  so. 

Pi.os.  They  are  worse  foolc  to  purchase  mocking  so. 
That  same  Eircn  ill  torture  ere  I  go. 
O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  Iq  by  th'  week ! 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  seek  ; 
And  wait  the  season,  and  observe  the  times, 
And  spend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootless  rhymes , 
And  shape  his  service  wholly  to  my  behests  ; 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  that  jests  !* 
80  portent-like  would  I  o'ersway  his  state. 
That  he  should  be  my  fool,  and  i  his  fate.^ 

Prin.  None  are  so  snrely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'd^ 
4.S  v/it  turn'd  fool  :'  folly,  in  wisdom  hatch'd, 
Hath  wisdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  school ; 
And  wit's  ov/n  srace  to  fi:race  a  learned  fool. 

rCT]  The  meaning  of  this  obscure  line  sefrcs  l^o  be,  "  1  would  make  him  proud  to 
fialtcr  me  wiio  m.tke  a  mock  of  hib  flattery."     Edin.  Mag.  STEEVENS. 

[9]  In  old  farsep,  to  show,  the  inevitable  approaches  of  death  and  destiny,  the 
Fool  ei  \\\^  farce  is  maJe  to  employ  all  his  stratagems  to  avoid  Death  or  ii'afe  ; 
wliieh  \cry  sfrufasems  as  they  are  ordered,  briag  the  Fool,  at  every  turn,  into  the 
very  jaw«  of  Fate.     To  this  bihake  speare  alUutes  again  in  Measure  for  Measure : 

"  iBerely  thou  art  UtaiVsfnol : 

"  For  him  thou  laboi;r'sl  bv  tuy  dijihf  to  shun, 
"  And  yet  runn'st  towards'him  still."—  WARBURTOIV. 

Until  some  proof  be  broujrhf  of  the  existence  of  such  characters  as  Dealh  and  the 
Fr,ol,  in  old  farces,  (for  the  mere  assertion  of  Dr.  Warburton  is  not  to  be  relied  on,) 
this  passEge  aiust  he  literally  unoersfood,  independently  01  any  particular  allusion. 
Tue  Old  reading  might  probably  mean—'-  so  sctjlngly  would  I  o'ersv/ay,"  fee. 

DOUCfJ. 

[  1  j  ThFse  are  observations  T^ori  hy  of  a  maa  vhe  has  surve!}'ed  homan  nature  r.  :iJ» 
>the  cicjL'it  iiiteiitioa.  JSHjN'bO!'^. 
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Ros.  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  with  such  excess, 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonness. 

J\lar.   Folly  in  fool^  bears  not  so  strong  a  note, 
As  foolery  in  the  wise,  when  wit  doth  dote  ; 
Since  iiU'the  power  t'-cirof  it  doth  rpply, 
To  prove,  by  wit,  vrcrth  in  simjilivity. 
Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.   Here  comes  Eoyct,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.  O,    1    am  stabb'd   with  laughter  i  Where's  he? 
rra-'o  ? 

Prin.  Thy  news,  Boyet  ? 

Boyet.  Prepare,  naadain,  prepare  ! — 
Arm,  wenches,  arm  !   er^coisnters  iiionnted  are 
Against  \our  peace  :   Love  doth  approach  disguis'd, 
Arsned  in  arguments  :  you'll  be  snrpris'd  : 
Muster  your  v/its  ;  standi  in  your  own  defence  ; 
Or  :ide  your  heads  hka  cowards,  "nd  iiy  hence. 

Frin.  Saint  Dennis  to  saint  Cupid  !*  What  are  they 
That  charge  Ihr-ir  breath  against  us  ?  say,  scout,  sa/, 

Boyet.  Under  the  cool  shade  of  a  sycamore, 
I  thougbt  to  close  mine  eyes  some  half  an  hour  : 
When,  lo  !  to  interrupt  my  purposed  rest, 
Toward  that  shade  I  might  behold  addrest 
The  king  and  his  companions:  warily 
I  stole  into  a  neigiibour  thicket  by, 
And  overheard  what  you  shall  overhear  ; 
Tiiat,  by  and  by,  disguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  prettv  knavish  page. 
That  well  by  heart  halb  conn'd  his  embassage  : 
Action,  and  accent,  did  they  teach  him  there  ; 
Thus  must  thou  speak^  and  thtis  thy  body  bear : 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 
Presence  majestical  would  p^it  him  out; 
For,  cpioth  the  king,  c;:  ar2:el  shalt  thou  see  ; 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  speak  audaciously. 
Tlie  boy  reply'd,  An  angel  is  not  evil; 
I  shoidd  have  fea?'\l  her,  had  she  been  a  devil. 
V/ith  that  ail  laughd,  and  clapp'd  him  on  the  shoulder ; 
Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praises  bolder. 

[k]  Johnson  ceiiniires  the  Princess  for  iiivokirf:  ^vith  so  pjuch  levity  (he  patron  of 
her  country,  to  oppose  his  {"ov  er  to  that  of  Cupi.i ;  bui  that  Mas  not  her  iijtei'tioB. 
Being  determifi*>(t  to  engage  the  King  and  his  A.ilowere,  she  gives  for  the  Tvor.1  of 
battle  St.  Dfiiiii?.  as  the  Eiii;:,  "  heu  he  was  (Jetermloed  to  attack  her,  had  give* 
fcr  the  won;  oi  battle  ^:t.  Cz'put : 

"  Saittt  Cviiid  theu,  aod,  soidiera,  to  tiiC  SeW."       M.  MASOJf. 
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One  riibb'd  his  elljow,  thus  :  and  fleer'd,  and  swore, 
A  better  speech  was  never  spoke  before  : 
Another,  with  his  linger  and  his  thumb, 
Cry'd,  Via  !  we  wiH  do''t,  come  what  zvil!  come  : 
The  third  he  caper'd  and  cried,  All  goes  well: 
The  fourth  turnM  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 
With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 
With  such  a  zealous  laughter,  so  profound, 
That  in  this  spleen  ridiculous  appears,' 
To  check  their  folly,  passion's  solemn  tears. 

Priii.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  visit  us  ?. 

Boyet.  They  do,  they  do  ;  and  are  apparel'd  thus,-*- 
Like  Muscovites,  or  Russians  :  as  I  guess,* 
Their  purpose  is,  to  parle,  to  court,  and  dance  : 
And  ever}^  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  several  mistress  ;  which  they'll  know 
By  favours  several,  which  they  did  bestow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  so  ?  the  gallant  shall  be  task'd : 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  mask'd  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  s'lall  have  the  grace, 
Despite  of  suit,  to  see  a  lady's  face. 
. — Hold,  Rosaline,  this  favour  thou  shalt  wear  ; 
And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  dear  ; 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  sweet,  and  give  me  thine  ; 
So  shall  Biron  take  me  for  Rosahne. — 
And  change  you  favours  too  ;  so  shall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  these  removes. 
.,    Ros.  Come  on  then  ;  wear  the  favours  most  in  sight. 

Kath.   But,  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 

Prin.  Th'  effect  of  my  intent  is,   to  cross  theirs  : 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment ; 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  several  counsels  they  unbosom  shall 
To  loves  mistoo':  ;  and  so  be  mock'd  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occasion  that  we  meet, 

[31  The  sTplten  was  anciently  supposed  to  be  the  cause  of  lau;':hter.         STEFV. 

[4j  A  mask  of  Muscovites  was  no  uncommon  recreation  nt  court  long  bplor*-  '.'UP 
iuthor'b  time.  In  the  first  year  oi  King  Henry  tne  Ejgbth,  at  a  banquet  mane  lor 
the  foreign  embassa'Jors  in  the  parliament-chamber  at  Westminster:  '-came  t;ie 
lonk-- Henry,  Earl  of  Wiltshire,  and  the  lorcie  Fitzwater,  in  tvoo  long  gnune?  of 
yellnv.e  satin  tiiiversed  with  white  satin,  and  in  every  b«n  of  white  was  a  ben?  of 
cnoison  satin  after  thf'  fashion  of  Russia  or  Rusiande,  v.  ith  turred  hattes  of  ere;  on 
their  hedes,  either  of  thenri  havynj;  an  hatchet  in  their  h-indes,  and  bontes  with 
pykft'i  turned  up."  flail.  H'nrii  I- III.  p.  6.  This  extract  may  serve  to  convey  an 
idea  of  the  dress  u.sed  upon  the  ;  re'-ent  occasion  by  the  King  and  his  Lorda  at  the 
performance  of  the  play.        lUTyOJM 
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With  visages  dispiay'd,  to  talk,  and  greet. 

Ros.  But  shall  we  dance,  if  they  desire  us  to't  ? 

Frhi.  No  ;  to  the  death,  we  will  not  move  a  foot : 
Nor  to  their  pennM  speech  render  we  no  grace  ; 
But,  while  'lis  spoke,  each  tr^rn  away  hov  face. 

Boyct.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  speakers  heart. 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it  ;  and,  I  raake  no  doubt, 
The  rest  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  snch  sport,  as  sport  by  sport  o^'erthro^vn ; 
To  make  theirs  o;.irs,  a:iJ  ours  none  but  cur  own  : 
So  shall  we  stay,  mocking  intended  gam^s  ; 
And  they,  v/ell  mcck'd,  depart  away  with  shame. 

[Trumpets  sound  n-ith'n.. 

Boyet.   The  trumpet  sounds  ;   be  misk'd,  the  maskers 
come.  [The  ladies  mask.. 

Enter  the  Kinij;,  Birox,  Lcxgavi:  r.r,  and  Dumajn,  in  Rus- 
sianhabits,  and  mashed;  Motpi,  jMiisicians,  and  Attendants. 

Moth,  Jill  hail,  the  ri-'hest  beauties  on  the  earth  ! 

Boyet.  Beauties,  no  richer  than  rich  taffata.^ 

Moth,  A  holy  parcel  of  the  fairest  dames, 

[The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 
Thai  ever  turned  their — hacks — to  7norial  viezcs  .' 

Biron.   Tiieir  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.    That    ever    turnd    their    eyes    to    mortal    views ! 
Out— 

Boyet,  True  ;  out,  indeed. 

Moth.    Out  of  your  favours,  heavenly  spirits,  vouchsafe 
J\'ot  to  behold — 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth,   Once  to  behold  zvilh  your  sxni-beamed  eyes, — with 
your  sun-beamed  eyes — 

Boyet.  They  will  cot  ansvrer  to  that  epithet ; 
You  were  best  call  it,  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth.  They  do  not  m?.rk  me,  and  that  brings  me  out. 

Biron.  Is  this  j^our  perfectness?  begone,  3^ou  rogue. 

Ros.  What  would  these   strangers  ?  know  their  mmd», 
Boyet  : 
If  they  do  speak  our  language,  'lis  our  will 
That  some  plain  man  recount  their  purposes : 
Know  vvhat  they  would. 

Boyct,  What  would  you  with  the  princess  ? 

[5]  i  e.  the  tafnta  raasks  tliey  wore  to  conceal  themselves.        THEOBALD. 
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Biron.  Nothing  but  peace,  t-nri  gentle  visitation. 

Ros.   What  would  they,  say  thej  ? 

Boyet.  Nothing    bnt  peace,  an(i  gentle  visitation. 

Ros.  Wh^ ,  that  ihi^j  have  ;  and  bid  them  so  be  gone. 

Boyet.  She  says  you  h.we  it,  and  you  may  be  gone. 

King.  Say  to  her,  we  have  ineas'ir'd  many  miles, 
To  tread  a  measare  with  her  on  this  grass. 

Boyet.   They  say,  that  they  have  nicasur'd  many  a  mile, 
To  tread  a  measure  with  yon  on  this  grass. ^ 

Ros.   It  is  not  so  :  ask  th^m,  iiow  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile  :  if  they  have  nieasured  many, 
The  measure  then  of  one  is  easily  told. 

Boyet.   If,  to  come  hither,  yon  have  measur'd  miles,, 
And  many  miles  ;  the  princess  bids  yoa  tell, 
How  manj'  inche?  do  till  up  one  mile. 

Biron.  Tell  her,  we  measure  them  by  weary  steps. 

Boyet.  She  hears  herself 

Roi<.   How  many  weary  steps, 
Of  many  weary  miles  you  Isave  o'ergone, 
Are  naml>er'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 

Biron.    We  number  nothing  that  we  spend  for  you  ^ 
Our  duty  is  so  rich,  so  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  still  without  accompt. 
Vouchsafe  to  show  the  sunshine  of  your  face. 
That  we,  like  savages,  may  worship  it. 

Ros.   My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

Ki7ig.  Blessed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  such  clouds  do  ! 
Vouchsafe,  bright  moon,  and  these  thy  stars,  to  shine 
(Those  clouds  removM)  iipon  our  watVy  eyne.''' 

Ros.  O  vain  petitioner  !  beg  a  greater  matter; 
'Thou  now  ryquest'st  but  moonshine  in  the  water. 

King.     Then,    in  our  measure    do  but  vouchsafe  one 
change  : 
Thou  bid'st  me  leg  ;  this  begging  is  not  strange. 

Ros.   Play,  music,  then  :  nay,  you  must  do  it  soon. 

{Music  plays. 
Not  Vvit; — no  dance  : — thus  change  1  like  the  moon. 

[G]  The  measures  M-ere  danres  solemn  and  slow  They  were  perfonned  at  murt, 
ai)  i  at  public  enteftainmentji  of  the  societies  of  law  and'eonity,  at  (heir  hall'*,  oil 
pi^r'i'.ular  nccafiioiis.  It  vas  foi'merly  not  deemed  in- onsisteni  with  propt-iety 
eve:i  for  he  gravest  ;)er:<oiih  to  join  in  them;  bii  J  Hcronlin'ily  at  tht  revolt  <«  li-^li 
were  c;- t  Jira^ed  at  the  inn.*  o'  <«jurt,  it  l-as  not  lieen  'imisnal  I'or  the  first  thar<i"ter» 
in  \]\r  !  iw  i,;  become  performers  in  lrea<'in^  tke  tniMsuts.  See  Dugdale'-*  Ur'gints 
Jvridirnts.         lil.V.l) 

[7]  V>  lie:,  v'iueer  'ilizahetti  asked  an  eiahassador  h<j>  he  liked  her  laM'e-',  '  Itis 
♦»aw,'  aaid  he,  '  to  Juage  of  e'ars  ia  tie  preseace  of  the  sun.'       JOHNSON. 
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King.  Will  you  not  dance  ?  How  come  you  thus  es- 
tranged ? 

Ros.  You  took  the  moon  at  full ;  but  now  she's  chang'd. 

King.   Yet  still  she  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  music  plays  ;  vouchsafe  some  motion  to  it. 

Ros.  Our  ears  vouchsafe  it. 

King.  But  your  legs  should  do  it. 

R^os.  Since  you  are  strangers,  and  come  here  by  chance, 
We'll  not  be  nice  :  take  hands  ; — we  will  not  dance. 

King.  Why  take  we  hands  then  ? 

Ros.  Only  to  part  friends  : — 
Court'sy,  sweet  hearts  ;  and  so  the  measure  ends. 

King.  More  measure  of  this  measure  ;  be  not  nice. 

Ros.   We  can  aiford  no  more  at  such  a  price. 

King.  Prize   you   yourselves ;    What  buys  your  com- 
pany ? 

Ros.  Your  absence  only. 

King.  That  can  never  be. 

Ros.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :  and  so  adieu 
Twice  to  your  visor,  and  half  once  to  you  1 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 

Ros.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  best  pleas'd  with  that. 

[They  converse  apart, 

Bir.  White-handed  mistress,  one  sweet  word  with  thee. 

Prin.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  sugar  ;  there  is  three. 

Biron.  Nay  then,  two  treys,  (an  if  you  grow  so  nice) 
Metheglin,  wort,  and  malmsey  ; — Well  run,  dice  ! 
There's  half  a  dozen  sweets. 

Prill.  Seventh  sweet,  adieu  ! 
Since  you  can  cog,®  I'll  play  no  more  with  yoi 

Biron.  One  word  in  secret. 

Prin.  Let  it  not  be  sweet. 

Biron.  Thou  griev'st  my  gall. 

Prin.  Gall !  bitter. 

Biron.  Therefore  meet.  [Th^y  converse  apart, 

Dum.  Will  you  vouchsafe  with  me  to  change  a  word  ? 

Mar.  Name  it. 

Dum.  Fair  lady, — 

Mar.  Say  you  so  ?  Fair  lord, — 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady . 

[S]  To  cog,  s'igDiS^  to  f alsify  the  dice,  a.nito  falsify  a  narrative,  or  to  lie. 

JOHNSOy. 
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Dum.  Please  it  you, 
As  much  in  private,  and  I'll  bid  adieu.  [TJiey  converse  apart. 

Kath.  What,  was  your  visor  made  without  a  tongue  ? 

Long.  I  know  the  reason,  lady,  why  you  ask. 

Kath.  O,  for  your  reason  !  quickly,  sir ;  I  long.       * 

Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  mask, 
And  would  afford  my  speechless  visor  half. 

Kath.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutchman  ; — Is  not  veal  a  calf"? 

Long.  A  calf,  fair  lady  ? 

Kath.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 

Long.  Let's  part  the  word. 

Kath.  No,  I'll  not  be  your  half: 
Take  all,  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look,    how  you  butt    yourself  in    these  sharp 
Will  you  give  horns,  chaste  lady  ?  do  not  so.         [mocks  ! 

Kath.  Then  die  a  calf,  before  your  horns  do  grow. 

Long.  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 

Kath.  Bleat  softly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry. 

[They  converse  apart. 

Boyet.  The   tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keen 

As  is  the  razor's  edge  invisible, 
Cutting  a  smaller  hair  than  may  be  seen  ; 

Above  the  sense  of  sense  :  so  sensible 
Seemeth  their  conference  ;  their  conceits  have  wings, 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  swifter  things. 

Ros.  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids  ;  break  off,  break  off. 

Biron.  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  scoff! 

King.  Farewell,  mad  wenches  ;  you  have  simple  wits. 
[Exe.  King^  Lords^  Moth,  Music,  and  Attendants. 

Prin.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Muscovites. — 
Are  these  the  breed  of  wits  so  wonder'd  at  ? 

Boyet.    Tapers  they  are,    with    your    sweet    breaths 
puff 'd  out. 

Ros.  Well-liking  wits''  they  have  ;  gross,  gross  ;  fat,  fat. 

Prin.  O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly-poor  flout ! 
Will  they  not,  think  you,  hang  themselves  to-night? 

Or  ever,  but  in  visors,  show  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  countenance  quite. 

Ros.  O  !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cases  ! 
The  king  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word. 

Prin.  Biron  did  swear  himself  out  of  all  suit. 

Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  service,  and  his  sword  : 

— — — — II       »iw< 

[9]  WtU-liking  is  the  eame,  as  embonpoint.    So,  in  Job  xxxis.  4  :  "  Their  ycruflg 
-enes  are  in  good  liking.'*       STEEVENF. 
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No  point,  quoth  I  ;'  my  servant  straight  was  mute. 

Kath.  Lord  Longaville  said,  1  came  o'er  his  heart ; 
And  trov*^  you,  what  he  call'd  me  ? 

Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps.  ^;', 

Kath.   Yes,  in  good  faith.  *,- 

Prin.  Go,  sickness  as  thou  art ! 

Ros.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  statute -caps.' 
But  will  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  sworn. 

Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  phghted  faith  to  me. 

Kaih.  And  Longaville  was  for  my  service  born. 

Mar.   Dumain  is  mine,  as  sure  as  bark  on  tree. 

Boyet.  Madam,  and  pretty  mistresses,  give  ear  ' 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  shapes  ;  for  it  can  never  be, 
They  will  digest  this  harsh  indignity. 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 

Boijet.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows; 
And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows ; 
Therefore,  change  favours  ;  and,  when  they  repair, 
Blow  like  sweet  roses  in  this  summer  air. 

Prin.  How  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  speak  to  be  understood 

Boyet.  Fair  ladies,  m.ask'd,  are  roses  in  their  bud: 
Dismask'd,  their  damask  sweet  commixture  shown, 
Are  angels  vailing  clouds,  or  roses  blown.* 


[1]  Point  in  French  is  an  adverb  of  negation;  but,  if  properly  spoken,  is  no 
sounded  like  the  point  of  a  s-.vord.  A  quibble,  however,  is  intended.  From  this 
and  the  other  passasres  it  appears,  that  either  our  author  was  not  well  acquainted 
with  the  pronunciation  of  the  French  language,  or  it  was  different  formerlj' to 
what  it  is  at  pre.seot.  The  former  supposition  appears  to  me  much  the  more  pro- 
bable of  the  two.  RIALONE. 

[2]  This  line  is  not  universally  understood,  because  every  reader  does  not  know 
that  a  statute-cap  i~  part  of  the  academical  habit.  Lady  Rosaline  declares  that  her 
expectation  was  di^sppoiuted  by  these  courtly  students",  and  that  better  nils  might 
be  fotmd  in  the  common  places  of  education.  JOHNSON. 

Woollen  caps  were  enjoined  by  act  of  parliament,  in  the  year  1571,  the  13th  of 
Queen  Elizabeth.  "  Besides  the  bills  passed  into  acts  this  parliament,  there  was 
one  which  I  judge  not  amiss  to  be  taken  notice  of — it  concerned  ti.e  Queen's  care 
fbr  employment  for  her  poor  sort  of  subjects.  It  was  for  continuance  of  making 
and  wearing  woollen  caps,  in  behalf  of  the  trade  of  cappers  ;  providing,  that  a)i 
above  the  age  of  six  j'eares,  (except  the  nobility  and  some  other.?)  should  en  sa''baii,. 
days  zod  holy  days,  vrear  czps  of  wool,  knit,  thicked.  and  drest  iii  England,  upo'ii 
penalty  often  groats."    Strype's  Anuiils  of  Quetn  Elizabeth,     ".  U,  II.  p.  'li- 

GREY. 

This  act  may  account  for  the  distinguishing  mark  of  Mother  Red-cap.       STE. 

The  king  and  his  lords  probably  wore  hats  adorned  with  feathers.  So  they  aro 
represented  in  the  p^int  affixed  to  this  play  in  Mr.  Rowe's  edition,  probably  froii. 
some  stage  tradition.  M ALONE. 

[3]  Ladies  unmask''d,  say ^  Boyet,  are  like  angels  vailing  c'sr/rff,  or  letting  those 
clouds  which  obscured  their  brightness,  sink  from  before  them.  JOHNSON. 

Holinshed  says,  "  The  Britains  began  to  avale  the  hills  where  they  had  lodged."" 
j.'.e.  they  began.to  descend  the  hills.    If  Shakespeare  uses  the  wcrd  vailir.^  in  t":;u 
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Prin.  Avaunt,  perplexity  !      What  shall  we  do, 
If  thej^  return  in  their  own  shapes  to  woo  ? 

Ros.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  still,  as  well  known,  as  disguis'd : 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Disguis'd  like  Muscovites,  in  shapeless  gear  ; 
And  wonder,  what  they  were  ;  and  to  what  end 
Their  shallow  shows,  and  prologue  vilely  penn'd, 
And  their  rough  carriage  so  ridiculous, 
Should  be  presented  at  our  tent  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw  ;  the  gallants  are  at  hand. 

Prin.  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  over  land. 

[Exe.  Prin.  Ros.  Kath.  and  Mar. 
Enter  the  King,  Birox,  Longaville  and  Dumain,  in  their 
proper  habits. 

King.  Fair  sir,  God  save  you  !    W^here  is  the  princess  ? 

Boyet.  Gone  to  her  tent :  Please  it  your  majesty. 
Command  me  any  service  to  her  thither  ? 

King.   That  she  vouchsafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 

Boyet.  I  will  ;  and  so  will  she,  I  know,  my  lord.   [Exit. 

Biron.  This  fellow  pecks  up  wit,  as  pigeons  peas  ; 
And  utters  it  again  when  God  doth  please  : 
He  is  wit's  pedler ;  and  retails  his  wares  «;. 

At  wakes,  and  wasscls,^  meetings,  markets,  fairs  ; 
And  we  that  sell  by  gross,  the  Lord  doth  know, 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  such  show. 
This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  sleeve  ; 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve  : 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lisp  :    Why,  this  is  he, 
That  kiss'd  away  his  hand  in  courtesy  ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  monsieur  the  nice, 
That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
Li  honourable  terms  ;  nay,  he  can  sing 
A  mean  most  meanly  ;^  and,  in  ushering, 

sense,  the  tneanine;  is— Angels  descendiiag  from  clouds  which  concealed  their  beau- 
ties. TOLLET. 

To  avnlc  comes  from  the  French  aval,  term  de  batelier.  STEEVENS. 

[4]  F/aes  he.al,  thnt  is,  be  of  health,  was  a  salutation  first  u?ed  by  the  liady  Kow- 
em  to  King  Vortiger.  Afterwards  ii  became  a  custom  in  villages,  on  new  year'a 
eve  and  tweli'lh  ri/vht,  to  carry  a  nasseJ  or  nais sail  bowl  from  house  to  house, 
which  was  presented  v.ith  the  Saxon  words  above  mentioned.  Hence  in  process  of 
time  fvassel  signiiiei  intemperance  in  drinking,  and  also  a  meeting  for  the  purpose 
of  festivity.  M  ALONE. 

[5 )  The  mean  in  music  is  the  tenor.  So  Bacon :  "  The  treble  cutteth  the  air  so 
•«  sharp,  as  it  returneth  too  swift  to  make  the  sound  equal ;  and  therefore  a  mean  or 
"  tenor  is  tho  sweetest."  STEEVENS. 
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Mend  him  who  can  :  the  ladies  call  him,  sweet ; 
The  stairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kiss  iiis  feet  : 
This  is  the  flower  that  smiles  on  every  one, 
To  show  his  teeth  as  white  as  whales  bone  :^ 
And  consciences,  that  will  not  die  in  deht, 
Pay  him  the  dr.e  of  honey-tongued  Boyet. 

King.  A  blister  on  his  sweet  tongue,  with  my  hearty 
That  put  Armado's  pag-e  out  of  his  part ! 
Enter  the  Princess,  nsher'd  by  Boyet  ;   Rosaline,  Maria, 
Katharixe,  a7id  Attendcmts. 
Biron.  See  where  it  comes  ! — Behaviour,   what  wert 
thou, 
Till  this  man  showM  thee  ?  and  what  art  thou  now  ? 
King.  All  hail,  sweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of  day ! 
Prill.  Fair,  in  all  hail,  is  foul,  as  1  conceive. 
King.  Construe  my  speeches  better,  if  you  may. 
Prin.   Then  wish  me  better,  I  will  give  3^ou  leave. 
King.  We  came  to  visit  3:013 ;  and  purpose  now 
To  lead  vou  to  our  court:  vouchsafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  field  shall  hold  me  ;  and  so  hold  your  vow: 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  lor  that  which  jou  provoke  ; 

The  virtue  of  your  eye  must  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name    virtue  :    vice   yo'j  should  hav^ 
spoke  ; 
For  virtue's  ofF.ce  never  breaks  men's  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unsullied  lily,  I  protest, 
A  world  of  torments  thoi:;gh  I  should  endure, 

I  would  not  3'ield  to  be  your  house's  guest : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking-cause  to  be 
Of  heavenly  oaths,  vowM  with  integrity. 
King.  O,  you  have  liv'd  in  desolation  here, 

Unseen,  unvisited,  much  to  our  shame. 
Prin.   Not  so,  my  lord  ;  it  is  not  so,  I  swear ; 
We  have  had  pastimes  here,  and  pleasant  game ; 

[S]  Ax  rrhite  as  n-hnUs  bone  is  a  proverbial  compari-on  in  the  old  poets. 

t^kclton  joins  tbe  whales  hone  Tvithtne  brigcitest precious  stoDes,  in  describinethe 
posirioD  or  Pallas.  T.  WARTON. 

It  s'io'.!l(!  be  remembcrj  that  some  of  our  ancient  writers  supposed  ivory  to  be 
part  of  rhebui;esor^  whale.  STEEVENS. 

This  ivhite  whah  his  bone,  now  superseded  bv  irory,  was  the  tooth  of  the  Harsc 
ivha?e,  Morse,  or  VTalrus,  as  appears  by  King  Alfred's  preface  to  his  Saion  traat- 
laticnofO/c.-iKJ.  HOLT  WJFIiTE. 
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^  mess  of  Russians  left  us  but  of  late. 

King.  How,  madam  ?   Russians  ? 

Priji.  Aj,  in  truth,  my  lord  ; 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtship,  and  of  state. 

Ros.  Madam,  speak  true  : — It  is  not  so,  my  lord ; 
My  lady,  (to  the  manner  of  the  days,) 
In  courtes}^  gives  undeserving  praise. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  here  with  four, 
Ju  Russian  habit :   here  they  stay'd  an  hour, 
And  talk'd  apace  ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, 
They  did  not  bless  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools  ;  but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirst}^  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

Biron.   This  jest  is  dry  to  me. — Fair,  gentle  sweet, 
Your  wit  makes  wise  things  foohsh  ;  when  we  greet  ^ 
With  eyes  best  seeing  heaven's  fiery  eye, 
By  light  we  lose  light :   Your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  store 
Wise  things  seem  foolish,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Ros.  This  proves  you  wise  and  rich ;  for  in  my  eye.-— 

Biron.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 

R.OS.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong., 
U  were  a  fault  to  snatch  words  from  my  tongue. 

Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  1  possess. 

Ros.  All  the  fool  mine  ? 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  less. 

Ros.  Which  of  the  vis-jrs  was  it,  that  you  wore  ? 

Biron.  Where  ?  when  ?  what  visor  1  why  demand  you 
this? 

Ros.  There,  then,  that  visor  ;  that  superfluous  case, 
j'hat  hid  the  worse,  and  show'd  the  better  face. 

King.  We  are  descried:  they'll  mock  us  now  downright. 

Otim.  Let  us  confess,  and  turn  it  to  a  jest. 

Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord  ?  Why  looks  your  highness  sad  ? 

Ros.  Help,   hold   his  brows  !    he'll  swoon  !  Why  look 
you  pale  ? — 
JSea-sick,  I  think,  coming  from  Muscovy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  stars  down  plagues  for  perjury.' 
Can  any  face  of  brass  hold  longer  out? — 
Here  stand  I,  lady  ;  dart  thy  skill  at  me  ; 

Bruise  me  with  scorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout ; 

■ '1  Thh  13  a  very  lofty  and  elegant  cocnplimeDt.  JOHN  PON. 
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Thrust  thy  sharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  ; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wish  thee  never  more  to  dance, 

Nor  never  more  in  Russian  habit  wait. 

0  !  never  will  I  trust  to  speeches  penn'd, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  school-boy's  tongue  ; 
Nor  never  come  in  visor  to  my  friend ; 

Nor  woo  in  rhjme,  hke  a  blind  harper's  song: 
Taflfata  phrases,  silken  terms  precise, 

Three-pird  hyperboles,®  spruce  affectation, 
Figures  pedantical  ;  these  summer-flies 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  ostentation : 

1  do  forswear  them  :  and  I  here  protest, 

By  this  white    glove,    (how  white   the   hand,   God 
knows  !) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  shall  be  express'd 

In  russet  yeas,  and  honest  kersey  noes  : 
And,  to  begin,  wench, — so  God  help  me,  la  !— 
My  love  to  thee  is  sound,  sans  crack  or  flaw* 

Ros.  Sans  sans,  I  pray  you.^ 

Biron,   Yet  1  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage  : — bear  with  me,  I  am  sick  ; 
ril  leave  it  by  degrees.     Soft,  let  us  see  ; — 
Write,  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,^  on  those  three  ; 
They  are  infected,  in  their  hearts  it  lies  ; 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes  : 
These  lords  are  visited  ;  you  are  not  free, 
For  the  Lord's  tokens  on  you  do  I  see. 

Prin.  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  these  tokens  to  us. 

Biron.  Our  states  are  forfeit,  seek  not  to  undo  us. 

Ros.  It  is  not  so  ;  For  how  can  this  be  true, 
That  you  stand  forfeit,  being  those  that  sue  ?* 

Biron.  Peace  ;  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

m- ' 

[8]  A  metaphor  from  the  pilt  oi  velvet.  So,  in  The  Winter's  Taie,  Autolycua 
says  :  "  1  iiave  worn  three-pihy  STEEVENS. 

[9]  i.  e  nithout  sans ;  without  French  words:  an  affectation  of  which  Biron  had 
been  guilty  in  the  last  iine  of  his  speech,  thoueh  just  before  be  had  forsworn  all 
afftdation  in  phrases,  terms,  &c.  TYRWHITT. 

[1]  This  was  the  inscription  pnit  upon  the  door  of  the  houses  infected  with  the 
y.lague,  to  which  Biron  compares  the  love  of  himself  and  his  companions  ;  and  pur- 
suing the  nietaphor  finds  the  tokens  likewise  on  the  ladies.  The  tokens  of  the  plague 
are  the  first  spots  or  diseolourations,  by  which  the  infection  is  known  to  be  re- 
ceived. JOHNSON. 

[2]  That  i5,  how  can  those  be  liable  to  forfeiture  that  begin  the  process?  The 
jest  lies  in  the  ambiguity  of  sue,  which  signifies,  to  prosecute  by  law,  er  to  t^er  o- 
pitition.  JOHNSON. 
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Jlqs.  Nor  shall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron,  Speak  for  yourselves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

Ki7ig.  Teach   us,  sweet   madam,  for  our  rude  trans- 
gression 
Some  fair  excuse. 

Prin.  The  fairest  is  confession. 
Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  disguis'd  ?  "'^ 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ?^ 

King.  I  was,  fiiir  madam. 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  here, 
What  did  you  whisper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  respect  her. 

Prin.  When  she  shall  challenge  this,  you  will  reject  her* 

King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no. 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear: 
Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forswear.* 

King.  Despise  me,  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will ;  and  therefore  keep  it : — Rosaline, 
What  did  the  Russian  whisper  in  your  ear  ? 

Ros.  Madam,  he  swore,  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-sight  .;  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world  :  adding  thereto,  moreover, 
That  he  v^ould  wed  me,  or  else  die  my  lover. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him!  the  noble  lord' 
Most  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King.  V/hat  mean  you,  madam  ?  by  my  life,  my  troth^ 
I  never  swore  this  lady  such  an  oath. 

Ros.  By  heaven,  you  did  ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this  :  but  take  it,  sir,  again. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this,  the  princess  1  did  give; 
1  knew  her  hy  this  jewel  on  her  sleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  sir,  this  jewel  did  she  wear; 
And  lord  Eiron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear  : — 
What ;  will  you  have  me,  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either  ;   I  remit  both  twain. — 
I  see  the  trick  on't ; — Here  was  a  consent, 
(Knov/ing  aforchand  of  our  merriment,) 
To  dash  it,  hke  a  Christmas  comedy  : 
Some  carry-tale,  some  please-man,  some  slight  zany/ 

[31  i.e.  acting  with. siip"icient  deliberation.  feTKEVENS. 

,  14]  }  UK  furce  not,  i»  the  same  with,  you  make  no  difficult;'.  This  is  a  very  just 
ooseivation.  The  crime  which  has  been  once  cornmiited,  is  committed  asaiinvith 
lops  rtluctance.  JOHNt«ON 

[6]  A  ■/.■Any  is  a  bulloojij  a  maiTy  Ajodrew,  a  gross  mimick.  STEEVENS. 


ACT  T,  love's  labour's  LOST.  223 

Some  mumble-news,  some  trencher-knight,^  some  Dick, 

—  That  smiles  his  cheek  in  years  ;  and  knows  the  trick 

To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  she's  disposM, — 

Told  our  intents  before  :  which  once  disclos'd, 

The  ladies  did  change  fayours  ;  and  then  we, 

Following  the  signs,  woo'd  but  the  sign  of  she. 

Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror, 

We  are  again  forsworn  ;  in  will,  and  error. 

Much  upon  this  it,  is  ; — And  might  not  you,       [To  Boybt. 

Forestal   our  sport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 

Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  th"'  squire,^ 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  stand  between  her  back,  sir,  and  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jesting  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out :  Go,  you  are  allow'd  ;® 
Die  when  you  will,  a  smock  shall  be  your  shrowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  e\'e, 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  sword. 

Boyet.  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  brave  manage,  this  career,  been  run. 

Biron.  Lo,heis  tilting  straight!  Peace  ;  1  have  done. 
Eater  Costard. 
Welcome,  pure  wit !  thou  partest  a  fair  fray. 

Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  they  would  know. 
Whether  the  three  worthies  shall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron.   What,  are  there  but  three  1 

Cost.   No,  sir  ;  but  it  is  vara  fine. 
For  every  one  pursents  three. 

Biron.   And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Cost.  Not  so,  sir;  under  correction,  sir;  I  hope,  it  is 
not  so  : 
You  cannot  beg  us,  sir,^  I  can  assure  you,  sir ;  we  kno?f 

what  we  know  : 
I  hope,  sir,  three  times  thrice,  sir, — 

[6]  See  a  feiv  lines  below : 

"  And  stand  between  her  back,  sir,  and  the  fire, 
*'  Holding  a /re/icAcr," — Sic.         MALO^.'E. 
[7]  From  nquierre,  French,  a  rule,  or  squa-e.     The  sense  is  nearly  the  same  aS 
that  of  the  proverbial  expre.'-sion  \n  our  owl  language,  he  hath  got  the  length  oj  her 
tool;  i.  e.  he  hath  humoured  her  so  loiig  that  ue  can  perbuade  her  to  what  be 
pleases.        HEATH 

[aj  i  e.  vou  may  say  what  you  will;  you  area  licensed  fool,  a  conmnoxi  jester. 
So.  in  Trrtim-mght  -. 

"  There  i^  no  slander  in  an  allovj'd  fool."        WARBURTON. 
f9]  That  is,  we  are  not  rools  ;  our  next  relations  canitct  ic;  the  wardship  of  oiH' 
perNons  anr  iot  '.^ues.     One  ol  the  le^ial  tests  of  a  naf  umi  is  to  try  whether  hfixaB 
-number.       JOiLNSOJM. 

44  V^i..  III.  K2 
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Biron.  is  not  nine. 

Cost.  Under  correction,  sir,  we  know  whereuntil  it 
doth  amount. 

Biron.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 

Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  it  were  a  pity  you  should  get  your 
living  by  reckoning,  sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Co^t.  O  Lord,  sir,  the  parties  themselves,  the  actors, 
sir,  will  show  whereuntil  it  doth  amount :  for  my  own 
part,  I  am,  as  they  say,  but  to  parfect  one  man, — e'en 
one  poor  man  ;  Pompion  the  great,  sir. 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 
'     Cost.  It  pleased  them,  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompion 
the  great :  for  mine   own  part,  I  know  not  the  degree  of 
the  worthy  ;  but  I  am  to  stand  for  him.* 

Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 

Cost.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  sir  ;  we  will  take  some 
care.  [^Exit  Cost. 

King.    Biron,  they  will   shame  us,  let   them    not    ap- 
proach. 

Biron.  We    are  shame -proof,  my  lord  :  and  'tis   some 
policy 
To  have  one  show  worse  than  the  king's  and  his  company. 

King.  I  say,  they  shall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you  now  ; 
That  sport  best  pleases,  that  doth  least  know  how  : 
Where  zeal  strives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Die  in  the  zeal  of  them  which  it  presents. 
Their  form  confounded  makes  most  form  in  mirth  ; 
When  great  things  labouring  perish  in  their  birth. 
^    Biron.  A  right  description  of  our  sport,  my  lord. 
Enter  Armado. 

.Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  so  much  expense  of  thy 
Voyal  sweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

[Armado  con-verses  with  the  King,  and 
delivers  him  a  paper, 
,     Prin.  Doth  this  man  serve  God  ? 

Biron.   Why  ask  you  ? 

Prin.  He  speaks  not  like  a  man  of  God^s  making. 

Jlrm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  sweet,  honey  monarch  : 
for,  J  protest,  Ihe  school-master  is  exceeding  fantastical ; 

,[1]  This  is  a  stroke  of  satire  ivhich,  to  this  hour,  has  lost  uothiiigof  its  force 
few  performers  are  policitous  about  the  history  of  the  character  they  are  t-» 
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too,  too  vain  ;  too,  too  vain.  But  we  will  put  it,  as  they 
sa}^  to  fortima  della  guerra.  I  wish  you  the  peace  ^f 
fiiind,  most  royal  couplement !  [^Exit, 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  presence  of  worthies  : 
He    presents   Hector  of  Troy  ;  the  swain,  Pompey  the 
great;  the    parish    curate,    Alexander:  Armado's    page, 
Hercules  ;  the  pedant,  Judas  Machabaeus. 
And  if  these  four  worthies  in  their  first  show  thrive, 
These  four  will  change  habits,  and  present  the  other  five. 

Biron.   There  is  five  in  the  first  show. 

King.  You  are  deceiv'd,  'tis  not  so. 

Biron.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge-priesty 
the  fool,  and  the  boy  : — 

Abate  a  throw  at  novum  ;'  and  the  whole  world  again, 
Cannot  prick  out  five  such,  take  each  one  in  his  vein. 

King.  The  ship  is  under  sail,  and  here  she  comes  amaia.. 
[Seats  brought  for  the  King,  Princess,  4*^.- 

Pageant  of  the  A'mc  Worthies.^     Enter  Costard  a/rm''d,for 

POMPEV. 

Cost.  I  Pompey  am,- — 

Boyet.  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Cost.   I  Pompey  am, — 

Boyet.  With  libbard's  head  on  knee.*         s 

[2]  I  suppose  the  meaning  is,  Except  or  put  the  chance  of  the  dice  out  of  the 
question,  an;!  the  world  cannot  produce  five  such  as  these.  Abate,  from  the  Fr^ 
abatrc.        M  ALONE. 

[3]  In  MS.  Karl.  2057,  p.  31,  is  "  The  order  of  a  showe  intended  to  be  made 
Aug.  1,  1621  " 

"  First,  2  wood  men,  &c. 

••  St.  George  fighting  with  the  drajrnn. 

*'  The  9  worthies  in  oompleat  arnnour  with  crownes  of  gould  on  their  heads,  every 
one  having  hi?  esquires  to  beare  before  him  hisshieldand  penon  of  armes,  dressed 
according  as  these  lords  were  accustomed  to  be :  3  Assaralits,  3  Infidels,  3  Christians. 

"After  them,  a  Faroe,  to  declare  the  rare  virtues  and  noble  deedes  of  the  9 
worthye  women." 

Such  a  pageant  as  this,  we  may  suppose  it  was  the  design  of  Shakespeare  t» 
ridicule.        STEEVETvS. 

"  This  sort  of  procession  was  the  '.ir;ial  recreation  of  oirr  ancestors  at  Christmas 
and  other  festive  seasons.  Such  thing-*,  being  chiefly  plotted  and  composed  by 
ignorant  people,  were  seldom  committed  to  writing,  at  least  with  the  view  of  pre- 
servation, and  are  of  course  rarely  discovered  in  the  researches  of  even  the  most 
industrious  antiquaries.  Audit  is  certain  that  nothing  of  the  kind  (except  the 
speeches  in  this  scene,  which  were  intended  to  burlesque  them)  ev«r  appeared  in 
print."  Thisobservation  belongs  to  Mr.  Ritson,  who  has  printed  a  genuine  specimen 
of  the  pcetrv  and  manner  of  this  rude  and  ancient  drama,  from  an  original  manu- 
script of  Edward  the  Fourth's  time.     (Tanner's  MSS.  <ia7.)        JIEED. 

[4]  This  alludes  to  the  old  heroic  habits,  which  on  the  knees  and  sTioulders  bed 
•fttually  by  way  of  orcacient,  the  resemblance  of  a  leopard's  or  lion's  head. 

-    ^  ^    ,  WARBUJIT^)»    1 
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Billon.  Well  said,  old  mocker  ;  I  must  needs  be  friends 
with  tliee. 

Cost.  I  Pompey  am,  Pompeij  surnanCd  the  big^ — 
Dum.   The  great. 

Cost.  It  is  great,  sir  ; — Pompey  surnam^d  the  great ; 
That  oft  in  field,  with  targe  and  shield^  did  make  my  foe  to 

szveat : 
And.,  travelling  along  this  coast,  I  here  am  come  by  chance  ; 
And    lay    my    arms    before  the  legs  of  this  sweet  lass  of 

France. 
If  your  ladyship  would  say,  Thanks,  Pompey,  I  had  done. 
Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 
Cost.  'Tis  not  so  much  worth  ;  but,  I  hope,  I  was  per- 
fect :  I  made  a  little  fault  in,  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  halfpenny,  Pompey  proves  the  best 
worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  arm'd,  for  Alexander. 
Nath.   When  in  the  world  I  liv''d,  I  was  the  world^s  com' 
mander ; 
By   east,  west,  north,  and   south,  I  spread   my  conquering 

mi^ht : 
My  "* scutcheon  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alisander. 

Boyet.  Your  nose  says  no,  you  are  not ;  for  it  stands 

too  right.*^ 
Biron.    Your  nose   smells,   no,    in    this,   most  tender- 
smelling  knight. 
Prin.    The    conqueror  is    dismaj'M  :     Proceed,    good 

Alexander. 
JVdth.   When  in  th^  world  I  liv''d,  I  was  the  world's  com- 

mander ; — 
Boyet.  Most  true,  'tis  right ;  you  were  so,  Ahsander. 
Biron.   Pompey  the  great, — 
Cost.  Your  servant,  and  Costard. 

Biron.   Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away  Alisander. 

Cost.  O,  sir,    [To  Nath.]  you    have   overthrown    x\li- 

jiander  the  conqueror !  You  will  be  scraped  out  of  the 

painted  cloth    for  this  :  your  lion,  that  holds  his  poll-ax 

sitting  on  a  close-stool,''  will  be  given  to  A-jax  :®  he  will 

[6]  It  shoiiid  he  remembered,  to  relish  this  joke,  that  the  head  of  Alexander  was 
placed  obliquely  on  his  shoulders.        STEE  VENS. 

[7]  This  alludes  to  the  arms  piven  in  the  old  history  of  the  Nine  Worthies,  t© 
"Alexander,  the  which  ilid  beare  geules,  a  lion,  or  sfiante  in  a  chayer,  holdiag.fc 
tjattle-ax  arceut."    Leigh's  Acci'ience  of  Armory,  1597.        TOLLET. 

[8]  There  ia  a  conceit  of  Ajaz  aacI  a  jakts.       JOHiv  SDK. 
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be  the  ninth  worthy.  A  conqueror,  and  afeard  to  speak  1 
run  away  for  shame,  Alismder.  [Nath.  reti^res.] — 
There,  an't  shall  please  you  ;  a  foolish  mild  man  ;  an 
honest  man,  look  you,  and  soon  dash'd  !  He  is  a  mar- 
vellous good  neighbour,  insooth  ;  and  a  very  good 
bowler  :  but,  for  Alisander.  alas,  you  see,  how  'tis  ; — a 
little  o'erparted  :" — But  there  are  worthies  a  coming  will 
speak  their  mind  in  some  other  sort. 
Frin.  Stand  aside,  good  Porapey. 

Enter   HoLOFERNES  amid,  for  Judas,  and  Moth  arnCd, 
for  Hercules. 

Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  presented  by  this  imp, 

Whose  club  kiWd  Cerberus,  that  three-headed  canu8 ; 
And,  -(j::hen  he  Zi^as  a  babe,  a  child,  a  shrimp. 
Thus  did  he  strangle  serpents  in  his  manu3  : 
Quoniam,  he  seemeth  in  minority  ; 
•■^rgo,  1  coiae  zciih  this  apology. — 
rCeep  some  state  in  thy  exit^  and  vanish.  [Exit  MoTB* 

Hoi.  Judas  I  am, — 

Dum.  A  Judas  ! 

HgI.  Not  Iscariot,  sir. — 
Judas  I  am,  ycleped  Machahceus. 

Dum.  Judas  Machabaeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron.  A  kissing  traitor  : — How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas «!■ 

Hoi.  Judas  I  am, — 

Dum.  The  more  shame  for  you,  Judas. 

Hoi.   What  mean  you,  sir? 

Boyei.  To  make  Judas  hang  himself. 

Hoi.  Begin,  sir;  you  are  my  elder. 

Biron.  Well  folio w'd  :  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an  elder  ; 

Hoi.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Because  thou  hast  no  face. 

Hoi.  What  is  this  ?  .  / 

Boyet.  A  cittern  head.  "_ 

Dum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Biron.  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 

Lo7ig.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  scarce  sees* 

Boyet.  The  pummel  of  Caesar's  faulchion. 

Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flask. ^ 

[9]  That  is,  the  port  or  character  allotted  toJbim  in  this  piece  is  too  considerable. 
"^  ■"  AIALOi^B.      . 

T I]  i  e.  a  soldier's  iJowder- torn.       STEEViUKS, 
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Biron.  St.  George's  half-cheek  in  a  brooch. 
Dinn.   Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 
Biron,  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth -drawp r  : 
And  now,  forward  ;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  countenance: 
Bol.   You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 
Biron.  False  ;  we  have  given  thee  faces. 
Hoi.   But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 
Biron.  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  so. 
Boyet.  Therefore,  as  he  is,  an  ass,  let  him  go. 
^nd  so  adieu,  sweet  Jude  !  nay,  why  dost  thou  stay  ? 
Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 
Biron.  For  the  ass  to  the  Jude  ;  give  it  him  : — Jud-as, 

away. 
Hoi.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 
Boyet.  A  light  for  monsieur  Judas  :  it  grows  dark,  he 

may  stumble. 
Prin.  Alas,  poor  Machabaeus,  how  hath  he  been  baited! 

Enter  Armado  arm'd,  for  Hector. 

Biron.  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles  ;  here  comes  Hector 
in  arms. 

Dum.  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will 
now  be  merry. 

King.  Hector  was  but  a  Trojan'  in  respect  of  this, 

Boyet.  But  is  this  Hector  ? 

Dum.  I  think.  Hector  was  not  so  clean-timber'd. 

Long.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Hector. 

Dum.  More  calf,  certain. 

Boyet.  No ;  he  is  best  indued  in  the  small. 

Biron.  This  cannot  be  Hector. 

Dum.  He's  a  god  or  a  painter  ;  for  he  makes  faces. 

Arm.  The  armipotent  Mars,  of  lances  the  almighty^ 
Qave  Hector  a  gift, — 

Dum.   A  gilt  nutmeg. 

Biron.  A  lemon. 

Long.  Stuck  with  cloves.* 


[2]  A  TrDjan,  I  believe,  was  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare,  a  cant  term  for  a  thief. 
5o,  in  King  Henry  11^.  P  I.  "Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans,  that  thou  (Iream'st 
not  of.*'  &c.        STEEVETS^S         [3]  i.  e.  of  lance-men.        STEEVENS. 

[4]  An  orange  stuck  with  doves  appears  to  have  been  a  common  new-year's 
Ipft.  A  giU  nutmeg  k  mentioned  by  Ben  Jonson  as  a  present  on  the  same  occasion. 
The  use,  ho«^ever.  of  an  oiange,  &c.  may  be  ascertained  from  The  Second  Baoke 
t^f  notable  Thinges,  by  Thomas  FiUpton,  4to.  bl.  1.  :  "  Wyne  wyll  be  pleasant  ia 
taste  and  savour  if  an  orengt  or  a  Lymon  (stickt  round  about  w  ith  Cloavrs)  be  lianged 
within  the  vcssell  that  it  touche  not  the  wyne.  And  so  the  wyoe  wyl!  b9  preserved 
ftom  foystmes  and  evyJl  savour."       ST£EVEJ^fS. 
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Dum.  No,  cloven. 
Arm,  Peace  ! 
The  armipotent  Aiars,  of  lances  the  almighty^ 

Gave  Hector  a  '^ijt,  the  heir  of  Hi  on  ; 
A  man  so  breath'' d^  that  ceriain  he  zz-oidu  fght,  yeu  - 

From  morn  till  night,  out  of  his  pavilion. 
I  am  that  floser, —  : 

Dum.   That  mint. 
Long.  That  ccl'imbine. 

.^rm.  Sweet  lord  Longaville,  rein  thy  tongue. 
Long.  1  must  rather  give  it  the  rein  ;  for  it  runs  against 
Hector. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  Hector's  a  greyhound. 
Arm.  The  sweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten;  sweet 
chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buried  :  when  he 
breath'd,  he  v/as  a  man — But  I  will  forward  with  my  de- 
vice :  Sweet  royalty,  [To  the  Princess.]  bestow  on  me  the 
sense  of  hearing.  [Biron  whispers  Costard. 

Prin.  Speak,  brave  Hector ;  we  are  much  dehghted. 
Arm.   I  do  adore  thy  sweet  grace's  slipper. 
Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 
Dum.  He  may  not  by  the  yard. 
Arm.    This  Hector  far  surmounted  Hannibal^ — 
Cost.  The  party  is  gone,  fellow  Hector,  she  is  gone 5 
she  is  two  months  on  her  way. 
Arm.   What  meanest  thou  ? 

Cost.  Faith,  unless  you  play  the  honest  Trojan,  the  poor 
wench  is  cast  away  :  she's  quick  ;  the  child  brags  in  her 
belly  already  ;   'tis  yours. 

Arm.  Dost  thou  infamonize  me  among  potentates  ?  thoti 

shalt  die. 
Cost.  Then  shall  Hector  be   whipp'd,  for   Jaquenetta 
that  is  quick  by  him  ;  and  hang'd,  for  Pompey  that  is  dead 
by  him. 

Dum.  Most  rare  Pompey  ! 
Boyet.   Renowned  Pompey ! 
Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great 
Pompey  !  Pompey  the  huge  ! 
Dum.   Hector  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  mov'd  : — More  Ates,  more  Ates  ;* 
stir  them  on  !  stir  them  on  ! 

Dum.  Hector  will  challenge  him. 

[■^]  T  hat  is,  more  iDsiratioa.    Atd  w«a  tka  mischievous  goddess  that  iacUo^ 
maodske*.  J0iLDfS0^: 
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Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's  belly 
than  nil!  sup  a  flea. 

Arm.   By  the  north  polo,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Cost.  I  will  not  tight  with  a  pole,  like  a  northern  man  ; 
I'll  slash  ^  ril  do  it  by  the  sword  : — I  pray  you,  let  me 
i)orrow  my  arms  again  .^ 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incensed  worthies. 

Cost,   ril  do  it  in  my  shirt. 

Dwn.  Most  resolute  Pompey  ! 

Moth.  Master,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole  lower. 
Do  you  not  see,  Pompey  is  uncasing  for  the  combat  ? 
What  mean  you  ?  you  will  lose  your  reputation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen,  and  soldiers,  pardon  me  ;  I  will  not 
tiombat  in  my  shirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  deny  it ;  Pompey  hath  made  the 
challenge. 

Ai^m,  Sv/oet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

Biron.   What  reason  have  you  for't  ? 

Arm.  Tlie  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  shirt ;  I  go 
woolward  for  penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  him  in  Rome  for  want 
of  linen  :"^  since  when,  I'll  be  sworn,  he  wore  none,  but  a 
lish-clout  of  Jaqnenetta's  ;  and  that  a'  wears  next  his 
heart,  for  a  favour. 

Enter  Mercade. 

Mer.  God  save  you,  madam  ! 
Prin.   Welcome,  Mercade  ; 
But  that  thou  interrupt'st  our  merriment. 

Mer.   I  am  sorry,  madam  ;  for  the  news  I  bring 

46]  The  weapons  aud  armour  vhich  he  wore  in  the  character  of  Pompey. 

J  OH  j\"  SON. 

[7]  This  maj-  posi^ibly  allurfeto  a  story  well  known  in  our  author's  time,  to  this 
iBftert  ; — A  t-paiiiani  at  Rome  falling;  in  adui.'Uas  he  lay  expiring,  an  intimate  friend, 
by  I'hnnce,  catne  [,y,  and  (t;i'erc()  liim  his  hesf  services,  'i'hedyinjr  man  toM  him  he 
ha.' hut  one  request  to  >nake  him  but  conjured  him,  !»y  the  memorv  of  (heir  1  ast 
frtii  -hip,  punctually  to  ccmjdy  V  itii  it,  which  was,  not  to  suiier  hitn  tobe'^ttipt, 
bu'  ".  '.Miry  him  a#  he  l:jy,  in  the  habit  he  then  ha(i  on  Wiien  this  v.as  pioniised, 
the  t-jianiard  closed  his  eyes,  and  expired  witli  j;reat  composure  and  resignation. 
But  his  friend's  curiosity  prevailing  over  his  good  faith,  he  had  him«tript,  and  found, 
to  his  great  surprise,  that  he  was  without  a  shirt.  WARBU  IITON. 

Tos^nrvoolward,  I  believe  was  a  phrase  appropriated  to  pilgrims  and  penitentiaries. 
Skinnerderives  r^)oo/5i'rt^d  from  the  Saxon  \\o\.,  phigur,  sec  oruiarily  «/iv  g'ca/  dis' 
tresf:^  and  weard,  toward.  Thus,  s-^ys  he,  it  si^nirts,  "  in  mngiio  discrivdnv  k  ex- 
pectiiii.ijiie.i7.,ii.)ii  71'fili  cir/isiihju/s  ''  " I  rather  think  it -siiould  be  written  ivoohvard, 
tM  that  it  meaus  dothea  in  jkoqI.  aiid  not. in  linen.        T.  W ARTOJS:. 
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Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.     The  king  your  father — 

Prill.   Dead,  for  m}'  life. 

Aler.  Even  so  ;  my  tale  is  told. 

Biron,  Worthies,  away ;  the  scene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath  :  I  have 
seen  the  day  of  wrong  through  the  little  hole  of  discre- 
tion, and  I  will  right  myself  like  a  soldier. 

\Exeunt  Worthies. 

King.  How  fares  j^cur  majesty  ? 

Pri.i.   Boyet,  prepare  ;  I  will  away  to-night. 

King.  Madam,  not  so  ;  I  do  beseech  you,  stay. 

Prin.  Prepare,  I  say. — I  thank  you,  gracious  lords., 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours  ;  and  entreat, 
Out  of  a  new-sad  soul,  that  you  vouchsafe 
In  your  rich  wisdom,  to  excuse,  or  hide, 
The  liberal  opposition  of  our  spirits:^ 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourselves 
In  the  converse  of  breath,  your  gentleness 
Was  guilty  of  it. — Farewell,  worthy  lord! 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  hum-ble  tongue  : 
Excuse  me  so,  coming  so  short  of  thanks 
For  my  great  suit  so  easily  obtain'd. 

King.  The  extreme  parts  of  time  extremely  form 
All  causes  to  the  purpose  of  his  speed  ; 
And  often,  at  his  very  loose,  decides 
That  which  long  process  could  not  arbitrate  :  \ 

And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  smiling  courtesy  of  love. 
The  hcl}^  suit  wliioh  fain  it  would  convince  ; 
Yet,  since  love's  argument  was  first  on  foot, 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  sorrow  justie  it 
From  what  it  purposed  ;  since,  to  wail  friends  lost, 
Is  not  by  much  so  wholesome,  profitable, 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Prin.   I  understand  you  not;  my  griefs  are  double. 

Biron.   Honest  plain  words  best  pierce  the  ear  of  grief; 
— And  by  these  badges  understand  the  king. 
For  your  fair  sakes  have  we  neglected  time, 
Plav'd  foul  play  with  our  oaths  ;  your  beauty,  ladies. 
Hath  much  deform'd  us,  fashioning  our  humours 
Even  to  th'  opposed  end  of  our  intents  : 
And  what  in  us  hath  seero'd  ridiculous, — 

[8]  Libsral^Frcitociciss.  STEEVEJNiE). 
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As  love  IS  full  of  unbeiiUing  strains  ; 

All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping,  and  vain ; 

Form'd  bj  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye 

Full  of  strange  shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms. 

Varying  in  subjects  as  the  eye  doth  roll 

To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance  : 

Which  p:irty-coated  presence  of  loose  love 

Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes, 

Have  misbecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities, 

Those  heavenly  eyes,  that  look  into  these  faults, 

Suggested  us  to  make  :^  Therefore,  ladies, 

Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 

Is  likewise  yours  :  we  to  ourselves  prove  false, 

By  being  once  false  for  ever  to  be  true 

To  those  that  make  us  both, — fair  ladies,  you : 

And  even  that  falsehood,  in  itself  a  sin 

Thus  purifies  itself,  and  turns  to  grace. 

Prin.   We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love; 
Your  favours,  the  embassadors  of  love  ; 
And,  in  our  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtship,  pleasant  jest,  and  courtesy, 
As  bombast,  and  as  lining  to  the  time  :* 
But  more  devout  than  this,  in  our  respects, 
Have  we  not  been  ;  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fashion,  like  a  merriment. 

Dum.  Our  letters,  madaui,  ahuw'd  much  more  than  jest. 
Lo7ig.  So  did  our  looks. 
Ros.  We  did  not  quote  them  so. 
King.  Now,  at  the  latest  minute  of  the  hour, 
6frant  us  your  loves. 

Prin.   A  time,  methinks,  too  short 
To  make  a  world-without-end  bargain  in  : 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  is  perjur'd  much^ 
Full  of  dear  guiltineris  ;  and,  therefore  this, — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  such  cause) 
You  Vv'ill  do  aught,  this  shall  you  do  for  me  : 
Your  oath  1  will  not  trust  ;   but  go  with  speed 
To  some  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage, 
" '  —  " '    '  '    '  '       I  ■  ■  I  ^. 

m  That  is,  trmpUd  us.  JOHNSON. 

[1]  This  line  is  ob•^c■ure.  Bombast  was  a  kind  of  loose  texture  not  unlike  what  is 
anw  called  7i'arftZirt|-,  u.scd  to  give  the  dresses  of  that  time  bulk  and  protuberance, 
without  much  increase  of  weight -,  wlieuce  the  same  name  is  given  to  a  tumour  of 
■wor  is  unsupported  by  solid  sentiment.  The  princess,  therefore,  says,  that  they 
consi.iered  this  courtship  as  but  howbaxt.  as  something  to  fill  out  life,  which  not  be- 
?5g  closely  uoJteU  with  it,  might  be  thrown  away  at  pleasure,  JOHNSON* 
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Remote  from  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world^ 

There  stay,  until  the  twelve  celestial  signs 

Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning : 

If  this  austere  insociable  life 

Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood  ;  '. 

If  frosts,  and  fasts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds^ 

Nip  not  the  gaudy  blossoms  of  your  love, 

But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  last  love  ; 

Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 

Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  these  deserts  j 

And,  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kissing  thine, 

I  will  be  thine  ;  and,  till  that  instant,  shut 

My  woeful  self  up  in  a  mourning  house  ; 

Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation. 

For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 

If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part ; 

^either  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King.   If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny. 
To  flatter  up  these  powers  of  mine  with  rest^ 
The  sudden  hand  of  death  close  up  mine  eye  ! 
Hence  ever  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  breast. 

[Biron.  And  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  and  what  to  me  •? 

Ros.  You  must  be  purged  too,  your  sins  are  rank ; 
You  are  attaint  with  faults  and  perjury' ; 
Therefore,  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelvemonth  shall  you  spend,  and  never  rest, 
But  seek  the  weary  beds  of  people  sick.*] 

Dum.  But  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  but  what  to  me  *! 

Kath.  A  wife! — a  beard,  fair  health,  and  honesty; 
With  three-fold  love  I  wish  you  all  these  three. 

Dum.  O,  shall  I  say,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife  ? 

Kath.   Not  so,  my  lord  ; — a  twelvemonth  and  a  day 
ril  mark  no  words  that  smooth-fac'd  wooers  say  : 
Come  v/hen  the  king  doth  to  my  lady  come, 
Then,  if  I  have  much  love,  I'll  give  you  some. 

Dum.  I'll  serve  thee  trae  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Kath.  Yet  swear  not,  lest  you  be  forsworn  again. 

Long.   What  says  Maria  ? 

Mar.  At  the  twelvemonth's  end, 
I'll  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

[2]  Thase  six  verics  both  Dr.  Thirlby  and  Mr.  Warburton  concur  to  thint 
should  be  expunged;  and  therefore  1  have  put  them  between  crotchets:  not  that 
they  V7 ere  an  interpola'ion,  but  as  the  author's  draught,  which  he  afterwards  re- 
jected, and  expcute't!  the  '^arae  thought  a  little  lower  with  much  leore  epirit  aad  ele*' 
ganc-e.  THEOBALU. 
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Long,  ril  stay  with  patience  ;  but  the  time  is  long. 

Mar.  The  liker  you  ;  few  taller  are  so  young. 

Biron.   Studies  my  lady  ?  iiiistress,  look  on  me, 
Behold  the  v*'indo\v  of  my  heart,  mine  eye, 
What  humble  suit  attends  thy  answer  there  ; 
Impose  some  service  on  me  for  thy  love. 

Ros.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 
Before  I  saw  you  :   and  the  v/orkl's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks  ; 
Fiill  of  comparlf-ons  and  wounding  flouts  ; 
Which  you  oji  all  estates  v^i'l  execute, 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit  : 
To  v/eed  this  wormwood  trcm  your  fruitful  brain  ; 
And,  therewithal,  to  win  me,  if  you  please, 
(Without  the  which  1  am  not  to  be  vv'on,) 
You  shall  this  twelvemonth  term  from  day  to  da 
Visit  the  speechless  sick,  and  still  converse 
W'ith  groaning  wretches  ;  and  your  task  shall  be, 
With  ail  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  smile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  laijghter  in  the  throat  of  death? 
It  cannot  be  ;  it  is  impossible  : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  soul  in  agony. 

Bqs.   Why,  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing  spirit. 
Whose  influence  is  begot  of  that  loose  grace. 
Which  shallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools  : 
A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  if  sickly  ears, 
Deaf'd  with  the  clamom-s  of  their  own  dear  groans,* 
Will  hear  your  idle  scorns,  continue  then. 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  lault  withal  ; 
But,  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  spirit, 
And  I  shall  fmd  you  empty  of  that  fault, 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Biron.    A  twelvemonth  ?  well,  befal  what  will  befal, 
I'll  jest  a  twelvemonth  in  an  hospital.* 


[3]  JDfar  should  here,  as  in  many  other  pla-'.e?,  he  dere,  sad.  odious.     JOHNS. 

[4]  The  characters  of  Biron  and  Rosaline  sutfer  much  h_v-  comparison  with  those 
ol  E' nidick^LnA  Bea^rict  Vv'e  kno>v  that  Z/f/i;/'?  i,nftour'/ />';j<  was  the  elder  [ter- 
forrn.uice  ;  and  a-i  oi;r  lU'hor  grew  more  expericri'-e  !  in  dr.iraHtic  ■nriiing,  he  tniiht 
liavi:  seen  iiojv  muoh  he  coul.!  im.nrove  >.i\  hir,  ov  i>  originals.  To  th^s  ••i'^um.i«aijee, 
porhajis,  v.-q  are  uicJetitcd  for  the  Uiore  perfect  comctiy  of  M.uc^  Ado  abwt  Ac  •.  ing. 

STEEVEKS. 
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Prin.  Ay,  sweet  my  lord  ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

[To  the  Kin^, 

King.  No,  madam :  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 

Biron.  Our  v»'ooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play  ; 
Jack  hath  not  Jill  :  these  ladies'  courtesy 
Blight  well  have  made  our  sport  a  comedy. 

King.  Come,  sir,  it  wants  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day, 
And  then  t'will  end. 

Biron.  That's  too  long  for  a  play. 

Enter  Armado. 

Arm.  Sweet  majesty,  vouchsafe  me, — 

Prin.  Was  not  that  Hector  ? 

Dum.  The  worthy  knight  of  Troy  ? 

Arm.  I  will  kiss  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave  :  I 
am  a  votary  ;  I  have  vov/ed  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the 
plough  for  her  sweet  love  three  years.  But,  most  esteem- 
ed greatness,  will  yen  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two 
learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praise  of  the  owl  and  the 
cuckoo  ?  it  should  have  followed  in  the  end  of  our  show. 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  so. 

Arm.  Holla  1  approach. — 
Enter    Holofernes,    Nathaniel,    Moth,  Costard,  and 

others. 
This  side  is   Hiems,  winter ;  this  Ver,  the  spring  ;  the 
one  maintain'd  by  the  owl,  the  other  by  the  cuckoo.  Ver, 
begin. 

SONG. 

Spring.    IVhen  daisies  pied,  and  violets  blue. 
And  lady-smocks  all  silver-zvhitef 
And  cuckoo-buds^  of  yellow  hue. 

Do  paint  the  meadozvs  with  delight, 
TJie  cuckoo  then,  on  every  tree. 
Mocks  married  men,  for  thus  sings  he. 
Cuckoo  ; 

[5]  Gerard,  in  his  Hfrbal,  1597,  says,  that  f he  ^o*  cucuLi  cardimine,  &c.  are 
called  "  in  English  cuckoo-Jiowers,  in  Norfolk  Canterbury-bells,  and  at  Namptnich 
in  Cheshire  Indif-smocks."  Hhakespeare.  hosrever,  might  not  have  been  sufficiently 
skJilei  in  botany  to  be  aware  of  this  particular. 

Mr.  Tdlethas  observed,  that  Lyte  in  his  H'rlial,  1578  and  1579,  remarks,  that 
coivxHp.y  are  in  French,  of  some  called  coquu,  prime  vere,  and  brayes  de  coquv. 
This  he  thinks,  tv'-U  sufficiently  aocount  for  our  author's  cuckoo-buds,  by  which  he 
supposes  coTvsli'^-buds  to  be  nieaat.        STEEVENS. 
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Cuckoo^  cuckoo^ — O  word  of  fear ^ 
Unplcasing  to  a  married  ear  ! 


II. 

When  shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  strawif 

And  merry  larks  are  ploughiaen'' s  clocks, 
hlien  turtles  tread,  and  rooks,  and  dares. 

And  maidens  bleach  their  summer  smocks f 
Tlie  cuckoo  theri,  on  every  tree. 
Mocks  married  men,  for  thus  siyigs  he, 

Cuckoo ; 
Cuckoo,  cuckoo, — O  word,  of  fear, 
Unpleasing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

III. 

Winter.    When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall,^ 

And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail^' 
And  Tom  bears  lo^s  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail^ 
When  blood  is  nipped,  and  ways  be  foul 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl. 

To -who ; 
Tu-whit,  to-who,  a  merry  note, 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel^  the  pot. 

f6]  i.  e  from  the  eaves  of  the  thatch  or  other  roofing,  from  which  in  the  morniDg 
icicles  are  found  depcDfling  in  great  abundance,  after  a  night  of  frost.  Our  author 
(whose  images  are  al!  taken  from  nature)   has  alluded  in  Tke  Tempest,  to  the  drops 
of  water  thai  after  rain  flow  from  such  coverings,  in  their  natural  unfrozen  state; 
"  Hia  tears  run  down  his  beard,  like  nintcr's  drops 
'^  From  eaves  of  reeds."        MALONE. 
[7]  So,  in  King  Henry  VI.  Part  III : 

^^  Wh?it  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails,  '   ' 

"  Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day  or  night."        MALONE. 
[8]  This  word  is  yet  used  in  Ireland,  and  signifies  to  scum  the  pot. 

G0LD3iMITH. 
Keel  the  pot,  i.  e.  cool  the  pot :  "  The  thing  is,  they  mix  their  thicking  of  oatmeal 
and  water,  which  they  call  blending  the  lilting  (or  lithing,)  and  put  it  in  the  pot, 
■when  they  set  it  on,  because  when  the  meat,  pudding  and  turnips  are  all  in,  they 
cannot  so  well  mix  it,  but  'tis  apt  to  go  into  lumps ;  yet  this  method  of  theirs 
reu'lers  the  pot  liable  to  boil  over  at  the  first  rising,  and  every  subsequent  increase 
of  the  fire;  to  prevent  which  it  becomes  necessary  for  one  to  attend  to  cool  it  oc- 
casionally, by  lading  it  up  frequently  with  a  ladle,  which  they  call  keeling  the 
pot,  and  is  indeed  a  greasy  office."  Gent.  Mag.  1760.  This  account  seems  to  be 
accurate.        RITSON. 

To  fcee/ signifies  to  coolm  general,  without  any  reference  to  the  kitchen.  Mr. 
Lambe  observes,  in  his  notes  on  the  ancient  metrical  History  of  The  Battle  of 
floddm,  that  it  is  acomoKra  thiug  in  tho  North  "  Ibr  a  maid  servant  to  take  out  ^f 
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IV. 

When  all  aloud  the  tn-ind  doth  blo-ji\ 

And  coughins;  drowns  the  'parson's  saw^- 

And  birds  sii  brooding  in  the  s?ion.\ 

And  Marian's  nose  looks  red  and  raw, 

Wlien  roasted  crabs^  hiss  in  the  bo-svl^ 

Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  ozvl, 
To-Ziho  ; 

Tn-zn'hit^  to-Tvho,  a  merry  note^ 

While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury  are  harsh  after  the  songs 
©f  Apollo.     You,  that  way  ;  we,  this  way. 

[Exeunt. 

a  boiling  pot  a  rvhien,  J.  e.  a  small  quantity,  viz   a  porringer  or  two  of  hroth,  an4 
thp!j  t'j  fill  up  the  pot  witii  ccl  i  -rater.     TLe  lirothihus  taken  out,  is  called  the 
keeling  fvheen.     In  this  maiioer  greasy  Joan  keeleti  the  pot. 
«'  Gie  me  beer,  and  g^ie  me  grots, 
"  And  lumps  of  b«=ef  fo  ~r.unj  abeen ; 
"  And  ilka  time  that  I  stir  ihe  pot, 

"  He's  hae  frae  me  the  k-etling  wheen."        STEEVEA'S. 
[9]  SoTT  seems  anciently  to  have  meant,  not  as  at  prese.nt,  a  proverb,  a  sentence, 
but  the  whole  tenor  of  any  instructive  ciiscourse.        STEEVENS. 

Yet  in   Af  you  like  it,  our  author  iisea  this  word  in  the  sense  of  a  sentence,  or 
maxim  :  "  Dead  shepherd,  now  I  find  thy  sawoi  might,"  &a     It  is,  I  believe,  so 
used  here.        iVIALOAE. 
[IJ  i.  e.  the  wild  apples  so  called.        STEEVENS. 

The  bowl  must  be  supposed  to  be  filled  with  ale;  a  toast  and  some  spied  ztii 
sugar  being  added,  what  is  called  lamb's.  no»l  it  productcL        MAI.Oi\^E. 


TAMING  A  SHREW. 


OBSERVATIONS. 


Taming  of  tke  Shrew.] — We  have  hitherto  supposed 
Shakespeare  the  author  of  The  Taming  of  the  Shrezi-,  but 
his  property  in  it  is  extremely  disputable.  I  will  give  my 
opinion,  and  the  reasons  on  which  it  is  founded.  1  sup- 
pose then  the  present  play  not  originaliy  the  work  of 
Shakespeare,  but  restored  by  him  to  the  stage,  with  the 
whole  Induction  of  the  Tinker  ;  and  some  other  occasional 
improvements  ;  especially  in  the  character  of  Petruchio. 
It  is  very  obvious  that  the  induction  and  the  Play  were 
either  the  works  of  diiTercnt  hands,  or  v/ritten  at  a  great 
interval  of  time.  The  former  is  in  our  author's  best  man- 
ner, and  a  great  part  of  the  latter  in  his  worst,  or  e\en 
below  it.  Dr.  Warburton  declares  it  to  be  certamly 
spurious  ;  and  without  doubt,  supposing  it  to  have  been 
written  by  Shakespeare,  it  must  have  been  one  of  his 
earliest  productions.  Yet  it  is  not  mentioned  m  the  li.^c  of 
his  works  by  Meres  in  1598. 

I  have  met  with  a  facetious  piece  of  Sir  John  Ilarington. 
printed  in  159G,  (and  possibly  there  may  be  an  e.^riier 
edition,)  called  The  Metamorphosis  of  Ajax,  where  1  sus- 
pect an  allusion  to  the  old  play:  "  Read  the  Bookc  of 
Taming  a  Shrew,  which  hath  made  a  number  of  us  so  per- 
fect, that  norv  every  one  can  rule  a  shrew  in  ourcountrey, 
save  he  that  hath  hir." — I  am  aware  2.7no(iern  linguist  luiy 
object  that  the  word  book  does  not  at  present  seem 
dramatic,  but  it  was  once  technically  so  :  Gosson,  in  bis 
Schoole  of  Abuse,  containing  a  pleasaunt  Invective  asoinst 
Poets,  Pipers,  Players,  Jesters,  and  such  like  CnterpiLars  of 
a  Commonzvealth,  1579,  mentions  "  twoo  prose  bookes 
played  at  the  Bell-Sauage  :"  and  Hearne  telis  us,  m  a 
note  at  the  end  of  William  of  Vk  rccs^er,  that  J"'  had  ^(  en 
a  MS.  in  thf»  nature  of  a  I  lay  or  InterluaCy  mtitied  Tkr 
Booke  of  Sir  T'iwmas  Moore. 
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Ail'.]  in  tact  tiiere  is  such  an  old  anonymous  play  in  Mr, 
Pope's  list:  "A  pleasant  conceited  history,  called,  The 
Taviiag  of  a  Skreia' — sundry  times  acted  by  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke  his  servants."  Which  seems  to  have  been  re- 
published by  the  remains  of  that  company  in  1607,  when 
Shakespeare's  copy  appeared  at  the  Black-Friars  or  the 
Globe. — Nor  let  this  seern  derogatory  from  the  character 
of  our  poet.  There  is  no  reason  to  believe  that  he 
tvanted  to  claim  the  play  as  his  own  ;  for  it  was  not  even 
printed  till  some  years  after  his  death  ;  but  he  merely  re- 
•vived  it  on  his  stage  as  a  manager. 

In  support  of  wliat  I  have  said  relative  to  this  play,  let 
me  only  observe,  that  the  author  of  Hamlet  speaks  of 
Gonzago,  and  his  wife  Baptista  ;  but  the  author  of  The 
Taming  of  the  Shrezi)  knew  Baptista  to  be  the  name  of  a 
man.  Mr.  Capell  indeed  made  me  doubt,  by  declaring 
the  authenticity  of  it  to  be  confirmed  by  the  testimon}-  of 
Sir  Aston  Cockayn.  I  knew  Sir  Aston  was  much  ac- 
quainted with  the  writers  immediately  subsequent  to 
Shakespeare  ;  and  1  was  not  inclined  to  dispute  his  au- 
thority :  but  how  was  I  surprised,  when  1  found  tha* 
Cockayn  ascribes  nothing  more  to  Shakespeare,  than  the 
hiduction-Wincct-Ala  and  the  Beggar !  I  hope  this  was  only 
a  slip  of  Mr.  Capell's  memory.  Farmer. 

The  following  is  Sir  Aston's  Epigram  : 


"  TO  MR.   CLEI.IENT   FISIiER,  OF   WINCOT. 

*<  Shakespeare  your  Wincot-ale  hath  much  renown'd, 
"  That  fox'd  a  beggar  so  (by  chance  was  found 
"  Sleeping)  that  there  needed  not  many  a  ivord 
"  To  make  him  to  believe  he  was  a  lord : 
"  But  you  affirm  (and  in  it  seem  most  eager) 
"  'Twill  make  a  lord  as  drunk  as  ar.y  be^giar. 
•«  Bid  Norton  brew  such  ale  as  Shakespeare  fancies 
*'  Did  put  Kit  Sly  into  such  lordly  trances: 
"  An<l  let  us  meet  there  (('or  a  fit  of  gladness) 
"  And  drink  ourselves  merry  in  sober  sadness." 
Sir  A.  Cockwi/n's  I'oens,  1G59,  p.  124. 

In  spite  of  the  great  deference  which  is  due  from  every 
commentator  to  Dr.  Farmer's  judgment,  I  ovvn  I  canaot 
concur  with  him  on  the  present  occasion.     I  know  not  to 
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whom  r  could  impute  this  comedy,  if  Shakespeare  was  not 
its  author.  I  think  his  hand  is  visible  in  almost  every 
scene,  though  perhaps  not  so  evidently  as  in  those  which 
pass  between  Katharine  and  Petrucbio. 

I  once  thosic^ht  that  the  name  of  this  play  might  have 
been  taken  from  an  old  story,  entitled,  The  IVi/f  lapjied  in 
JMorells  6/c2";i,  or  Tlie  Taming  of  a  Shrew ;  but  1  have  since 
discovered  among  the  entries  in  the  books  of  the  Stationers' 
Company  the  following  :  "  Peter  Shorte]  May  2,  1594,  a 
pleasaunt  conceyted  hystorie,  called,  The  Taminge  of  a 
V/t/'oroe."  It  is  likewise  entered  to  Nicb.  Ling,  Jan/22, 
1606  ;  and  to  John  Smylhwicke,  Nov.  19,  1G07. 

It  was  no  uncommon  practice  among  the  authors  of  the 
age  of  Sh;ikespeare,  to  avail  themselve.?  of  tlie  titles  of  an- 
cient performances.  Thus,  as  Mr.  Warton  has  observed, 
Spenser  sent  out  his  PastGral sunder  the  title  of  Tlie  Shep- 
hercVs  Kalejidar,  a  work  which  had  been  printed  bj'  Wyn- 
ken  de  Worde,  and  reprinted  about  twentj/  years  before 
these  poems  of  Spenser  appeared,  viz,  1559. 

Dr.  Percy,  in  the  first  volume  of  his  Reliques  of  Ancient 
English  Poetry,  is  of  opinion,  that  The  Frolicksome  Duke  or 
the  Tinker''s  Good  Fortune,  an  ancient  ballad  in  the  Pepys' 
Collection^  might  have  suggested  to  Shakespeare  the  In- 
duction for  this  comedy. 

The  lollowing  story,  however,  which  might  have  been 
he  parent  of  all  the  rest,  is  related  by  Burton  in  his  £na- 
omy  of  Melancholy,  edit.  1632,  p.  649  :  A  Tartar  Prince, 
«aith  Marcus  Polus,  Lib.  II.  cap.  28,  called  Soiex  de  Man- 
libus,  the  better  to  establish  his  government  amongst  his 
subjects,  and  to  keepe  them  in  awe,  found  a  convenient 
pi  ice  in  a  pleasant  valley  environed  with  hiljs,  in  xeliich  he 
made  a  delitious  parke  full  of  odoriferous  jlozc^ers  and 
fruits,  and  a  palace  full  of  all  worldly  contents  \h.dii  could 
possibly  be  devised,  musicke,  pictures,  variety  of  meats, 
&LC.  and  chose  out  a  certaine  young  man  whom  with  a 
soporiferous  potion  he  so  benummed,  that  he  perceived 
nothing  ;  and  so,  fast  asleepe  as  he  was,  caused  him  to  be 
conveied  into  this  fair  e  garden.  Where,  after  he  had  lived 
a  while  in  all  such  pleasures  a  sensuall  man  could  desire, 
he  cast  him  into  a  sleepe  againe,  and  brought  him  forth,  that 
when  he  waked  he  might  tell  others  he  had  heene  in  Para- 
dise.''''— Marco  Paoloy  quoted  by  Burton,  was  a  traveller 
of  the  t?th  centiirv. 
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Chance,  however,  has  at  last  furnished  me  with  the 
original  to  wliich  Shakespeare  was  indebted  for  his  fable  ; 
nor  does  this  discovery  at  all  dispose  me  to  retract  my 
former  opinion  ;  and  I  would  refer  the  reader,  who  is  de- 
.sirous  to  examine  the  whole  structure  of  the  piece,  to 
Six  old  Plays  on  zrkich  Shakespeare  founded,  &c.  published 
by  S.  Leacroft,  at  Charing-Cross. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher  wTote  what  may  be  called  a 
sequel  to  this  comedy,  viz.  The  Womaii's  Prize,  or  the 
Tamer  Tairi'd;  in  which  Petruchio  is  subdued  by  a  se- 
cond wife.  Steevens. 

Among  the  books  of  my  friend  the  late  Mr.  William 
Collins  of  Chichester,  now  dispersed,  was  a  collection  of 
short  coinic  stories  i-i  prose,  printed  in  the  black  letter 
under  the  year  1570  :  "  sett  forth  by  maister  KicharJ 
Edwards,  maA'^stor  of  her  Majesties  revels.'"  Among 
these  tales  was  that  of  the  Induction  of  the  Tinker  in 
Shakespeare's  Taming  of  the  Shrew;  and  perhaps  Ed- 
wards's story-book  was  the  immediate  source  from  which 
Shakespeare,  or  rather  the  author  of  the  old  Tamiiig  of 
a  Shrszi:,  drew  that  diverting  apologue.  If  I  recollect 
Hght,  the  circumstances  almost  tallied  with  an  incident 
which  Heuterus  relates  from  an  epistle  of  Ludovicus 
Vives  to  have  actually  happened  at  the  marriage  of  Duke 
Philip  ihe  Good  of  Burgundy,  about  the  year  1440. 
That  perspicuous  annalist,  who  flourished  about  the  year 
1580  says,  this  stor}^  was  told  to  Vives  by  an  old  officer 
of  the  Duke's  court.  T.  Warton, 

Our  author's  Taming  of  ihe  Shrew  was  written,  I  ima- 
gine, in  l~)94.  See  Jin  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  Order  of 
Shakewparc''H  Plays,  Vol.  IT.  Maloke. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

A  Lord. 

Christopher  Sly,  a  drunken  tinker.  ^  Persons  in 

Hostess,  Page,  Players,  Huntsmen,  and  other  \  the    InduC' 

Servants  attending  on  the  Lord.  j  tion. 

Baptist  A,  a  rich  gentleman  of  Padua. 
ViNCENTio,  an  old  gentleman  of  Pisa. 
LucENTio,  son  to  Fincentio,  in  love  with  Bianca. 
Petruchio,  a  gentleman  of  Verona^   a  suitor  to  Kaih- 

arina. 

Gremio,  }       ..        .     r>- 

TT  }  suitors  to  Bianca. 

Hortensio,    ^ 

xi  '  J  servants  to  Lucentio. 

mONDELLO,      ) 

p  '  >  servants  to  Petruchio. 

Pedant,  an  old  fellow  set  up  to  personate  Vincentio. 

liATHARm A,  the  shrew,   }  ■,       ,.       ^    r,     .- ^ 
o  h        •  ,  }  daughters  to  Baptista, 

Bianca,  her  sister,  5  . 

Widow. 

Tailor,  Haberdasher,  and  Servants,  attending  on  Bap' 
tista  and  Petruchio. 

SCENE — sojuctimes  in  Padua ;  and  sometimes  in  Pe- 

trv,ch.io''3  house  in  the  country. 
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INDUCTION. 

SCENE  I. 

Before  an  Atehome  on  a  Heath.     Enter  Hostess  and  Sly. 
Sly. 

I'LL  pheese'  you,  in  faith. 

Host.  A  pair  of  stocks,  you  rogue  ! 

Sly.  Y'are  a  baggage  ;  the  Slies  are  no  rogues  :  Look 
in  the  chrcnicles,  we  came  in  with  Richard  Conqueror. 
Therefore,  paucas  pallabris  f  let  the  world  slide  ;  Sessa! 

Host.   You  will  not  pay  for  the  glasses  you  have  biirst?^ 

Sly.  No,  not  a  denier  :  Go  by,  says  Jeronimy  ; — Go  to 
thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee.* 

Host.  I  know  my  remedy  :  I  must  go  fetch  the  third- 
borough.  [Exit. 

Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough,  I'll  answer  him 
by  law  :  I'll  not  budge  an  inch,  boy  ;  let  him  come,  and 
kindl}'.  [Lies  donsn  on  the  ground^  and  falls  asleep, 

[1]  To  pfieese  oi\feaif,  is  to  separate  a  twist  into  single  threads.  In  the  r5gura- 
tive  sense  it,  may  well  enough  be  taken,  like  tcaze  or  tcze,  for  to  harass,  to  plague. 
Ferhiips,  Vll  pfieeze  you,  may  be  equivalent  to  !^ll  comb  ycur  head,  a  phrase  vul- 
girly  used  by  persons  of  Sly's  character,  on  like  occasions.     JOHKSON. 

To  ptieeze  a  man,  is  to  beat  him  ;  to  give  him  a  pluezs,  is,  to  give  tiim  a  knock. 

M.  MASON. 

[2]  Sly,  as  an  ignorant  fellow  is  purposely  oiede  to  aim  at  languages  out  o;  his 
knowledge,  and  knock  the  woi'ds  out  of  joint.  Tlie  Spaniards  say,  pocas  pallabras, 
i.  e  few  words  ;  a«  tiisy  do  liltewise,  Cessa,\.  e.  be  quiet.      THEOBALD. 

[3]  To  burst  and  to  break  were  anciently  synonymous.  Falstaft'  says,  that 
*'  John  of  Gaunt  burst  Shallow's  head  for  crowding  in  among  the  marshal's  men  " 

STEEVENS. 

[4]  All  the  editions  have  coined  a  saint  here,  for  Sly  to  swear  by.  But  the  poet 
hat.  no  such  intentions  The  passage  has  particular  humour  in  it,  and  must  iiave 
been  very  pleasing  at  that  time  of  day  But  I  must  clear  up  a  piece  of  stage  his- 
tory to  m;',ke  it  understood.  Tnere  is  a  fustian  okl  play  called  Hieroivmo  ;  or  The 
Spanish  T^asedy :  which  I  fim.  v2s  ttie  common  butt  of  raillery  to  all  the  poets  ia 
fShakesptrtre's  time  :  and  a  passage,  tha*:  appeared  very  ridiculous  .ill  tbat  play.  ^ 
jiers  hu2iorously  alluded  ta    THEOBALD, 

L  2  Vol,  III, 


1^50  TA'.llAG    OF  ACT  I^ 

fVind  horns.     Enter  a  Lord  from  huniing,  zciih  Huntsmen 
and  Servants. 

Lord.  Huntsman,  I  charge  thee,  tender  well  my  hounds 
Brach  Merrinian, — the  poor  cur  is  emboss'd,^ 
And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deep-mouth'd  brach, 
Saw'st  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge  corner,  in  the  coldest  fault  ? 
f  would  not  lose  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

1  Hmit.   Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  lord  5 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  merest  loss, 
And  twice  to-day  pick'd  out  the  dullest  scent : 
Frust  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.   Thou  art  a  fool ;  if  Echo  were  as  fleet, 
I  would  esteem  him  worth  a  dozen  such. 
But  sup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all ; 
To-morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

1  Hunt.   I  will,  my  lord. 

Lord.   What's  here  ?  one  dead,  or  drunk  ?  See,  doth 
he  breathe  ? 

2  Hunt.  He  breathes,   my  lord  :   Were  he  not  warm'd 

with  ale, 
This  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  sleep  so  soundly. 

Lord.  O  monstrous  beast !  how  like  a  swine  he  lies 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathsome  is  thine  image  ! — 
Sirs,  I  will  practise  on  this  drunken  man. — 
What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed, 
Wrapp'd  in  sweet  clothes,  rings  put  upon  his  fingers, 
A  most  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes, 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himself/ 

1  Hunt.  Believe  me,  lord,  I  think  he  cannot  choose. 

2  Hunt.  It  would  seem  strange  unto  him,  when  he  wak'd. 
Lord.  Even  as  a  liattering  dream,  or  worthless  fancy. 

Th<^n  take  him  up,  and  mannge  well  the  jest : — 

Carry  him  gently  to  my  fairest  chamber. 

And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  ])ictures  : 

Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  distilled  waters, 

And  burn  sweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  sweet: 

Procure  me  music  ready  when  he  wakes, 

To  make  a  <hjlcet  and  a   heavenly  sound  ; 

(■■!]  Kmhosf'd  18  a  hiintinjr  term.  When  a  deer  ia  har-  run,  and  foams  at  the 
tnt'  !h,  he  is  said  fo  be  fmboss'd.  A  do;:  also  when  he  is  strained  wWh  hA'  '  iMiming 
,(e>".'ially  upon  hard  ground,)  will  have  his  knees  swelled,  ami  then  he  is  i;\,<\  to  be 
•«tt*o»*'d;  from  tbe  Frecch  vord  bossc,  which  siguiliea  a  tumour.    T.  WAllTON. 
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And  if  he  chance  to  speak,  be  ready  straight, 

And,  with  a  low  submissive  reverence^ 

Say, — What  is  it  yonr  honour  will  comnfiand  ? 

Let  one  attend  him  with  a  silver  bason, 

Full  of  rose-water,  and  bestrcw'd  with  flowers  ; 

Another  bear  the  evrer,  the  third  a  diaper, 

And  say, —  VV^iil't  please  your  lordship  cool  your  hands  , 

Some  one  be  ready  with  a  costly  suit, 

And  ask  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear ; 

Another  tell  hi.n  of  his  hounds  and  horse, 

And  that  his  lady  mourns  at  his  disease  : 

Persuade  him,  that  he  hath'  been  lunatic  ; 

And,  when  he  says  he  is — ,  say,  that  he  dreams, 

For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord. 

This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,*  gentle  sirs  ; 

It  will  be  pastime  passing  excellent, 

If  it  be  husbanded  with  modesty.^ 

1  Hunt.   My  lord,  1  v*'arrant  3'ou,  we'll  play  our  part, 
As  he  shall  think,  by  our  true  diligence, 
Ke  is  no  less  than  what  we  say  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gentl} ,  and  to  bed  with  him  ; 
And  each  one  to  his  office,  when  he  wakes. — 

[Some  bear  out  Sly.     A  trumpet  sounds. 
Sirrah,  go  see  what  trumpet  'tis  that  sounds  : — 
Belike,  some  noble  gentleman  ;  that  means,        [Ex.  Serv, 
Travelling  some  journey,  to  repose  him  here. — 

Re-enter  a  Servant. 
How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Sert).  An  it  please  your  honour,  players 
That  offer  service  to  your  lordship. 

Lord.   Bid  them  come  near  : — 

Enter  Players. 
Now,  fellows,  you  are  welcome. 

1  Flay.   We  thank  your  honour. 

Lord.   Do  you  intend  to  stay  with  me  to-night  ? 

2  Play.   So  please  your  lordship  to  acce]  i  our  duty.' 
Lord.   With  all  my  heart. — 1  his  fellow  1  remember^ 

Since  once  he  play M  a  farmer's  eldest  son  ; — 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentle womau  so  well  : 

[i]  Kind    ,  means  natura!!}'.     M.  .^JASON. 

[p.]  By  .*?''.fl.  s;    i-  mt-aiit  vwdt  aiion,  without  suiJering  our  merriment  fo  break 
ante/  nn  exci-s-.     'oFIr  F.;i^r. 

(7]  It  -nas    u    !.i  -e  urnt:^  the  ous+tjn  <•.'  players  to  travel  in  ccrai)anies,  and  offig 
oeir  sC  ice  at  great  houses.    JOHiS"»OIv'^- 
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I  have  forgot  your  narae  ;  but,  sure,  that  part 
Was  apll}'  titted»  and  naturally  perlbrm'd. 

1  Play.   I  think,  'twas  Soto  that  your  honour  means. 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true  ; — thou  didst  it  excellent. — 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time  ; 
The  rather  for  I  have  some  sport  in  hand, 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  assist  me  much. 
There  is  a  lord  will  hear  you  play  to-night: 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modesties  ; 
Lest,  over-eying  of  his  odd  behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  play,) 
You  break  into  some  merry  passion. 
And  so  offend  him  :  for  I  tell  you,  sirs, 
If  you  should  smile,  he  grows  impatient. 

1  Play.  Fear  not,  my  lord  ;  we  can  contain  ourselves, 
Were  he  the  veriest  antic  in  the  world. 

Lord.  Go,  sirrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery, 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome  every  one  : 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  house  affords. — 

l^Exe.  Servant  and  Players. 
Sirrah,  g'o  you  to  Bartholomev/  my  page,     \To  a  Servant. 
And  see  him  dress'd  in  all  suits  like  a  lady  : 
That  done, conduct  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber, 
And  call  him — madam,  do  him  obeisance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  (as  he  will  win  my  love) 
He  bear  himself  with  honourable  action, 
Snch  as  he  hath  observ'd  in  noble  ladies 
Unto  their  lords,  by  them  accomplished  : 
Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do. 
With  soft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtesy  ; 
And  say, — What  is't  your  honour  will  command, 
Wherein  your  lady,  and  your  humble  wife. 
May  show  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love  ? 
And  then — with  kind  embracoments,   tempting  kisses, 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  bosom, — 
Bid  him  shed  tears,  as  being  overjoy'd 
To  see  her  noble  lord  restor'd  to  health. 
Who,  for  twice  seven  years,  hath  esteemed  him 
No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathsome  beggar : 
And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gift, 
To  rain  a  shower  of  commanded  tears, 
An  onion  will  do  well  for  such  a  shift; 
Which  in  a  napkin  being  close  convey'd, 

(8i  Him  is  used  for  himself,  as  i;oa  is  used  ior  i/ourself  ia  Macbtik.    STEBV. 


ACT  f.  THE  SHRiiW.  233 

Shail  in  despite  enforce  a  watery  eye. 

See  tiiis  despatch'd  wiLh  all  the  hasto  thou  canst; 

Anon  I'll  give  thee  more  instructions. —       \^Exit  Servattt^ 

1  know,  the  boy  will  well  usurp  the  grace, 

Voice,  gait,  and  action  of  a  gentla  woman  : 

I  long  to  hear  VAai  call  the  drunkard,  hr.sband  ; 

And  how  my  men  will  stay  themselves  from  laughter, 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  simple  peasant. 

ril  in  to  counsel  them  ;  haply,  my  presence 

May  well  abate  the  over-merry  spleen, 

Which  otherwise  would  grow  into  extremes.        [Exeurct, 

SCENE  II. 

J  bedchamber  in  the  Lonfs  House.  Sly  is  discovered  in 
a  rich  7iis;ht-gozi:n,  Zi-iih  Attendants;  some  xinth  apparel^ 
others  with  bason,  eza-er,  and  other  appurtenances.  Enter 
Lord,  dressed  like  a  servant.^ 

Sly.  For  God's  sake,  a  pot  of  small  ale. 

1  Serv.  Will't  please  your  lordship  drink  a  cup  of  sack? 

2  Serv.  Will't  please  your  honour  taste  of  these  con- 
serves ? 

3  Serv.   W^hat  raiment  will  your  honour  wear  to-day  ? 
Sly.  I  am  Christophero  Sly  ;   call  not  me — honour,  nor 

lordship :  I  never  drank  sack  in  my  life  ;  and  if  you  give 
me  any  conserves,  give  me  conserves  of  beef:  Ne'er  ask 
me  what  raiment  Til  wear  ^  for  I  have  no  more  doublets 
than  backs,  no  more  stockings  than  legs,  nor  no  more 
shoes  than  feet ;  nay,  sometimes,  more  feet  than  shoes, 
or  such  shoes  as  my  toes  look  through  the  overleather. 

Lord.  Heaven  cease  this  idle  humour  in  your  honour  i 
O,  that  a  mighty  man,  of  such  descent. 
Of  such  possessions,  and  so  high  esteem, 
Should  be  infused  with  so  foul  a  spirit ! 

Sly.  What,  v/ould  j'ou  make  me  mad  ?  Am  not  f 
Christopher  Sly,  old  Sly's  son  of  Burton-Heath  ;  by  birth 
a  pedlar,  by  education  a  card-maker,  by  transmutation  a 
bear-herd,    and  now  by  present  profession  a  tinker?  Ask 

[9]  From  the  original  stage  direction  in  the  first  folio  it  appears  that  Sly  and 
the  n*her  i.er^^ons  mentioned  in  the  Induction,  were  intendec!  ?<>  'e  pxhibited  here, 
and  "'iiriiiE:  the  represejjtat  ion  of  the  comedv,  in  a  balcony  above  the  stage.  TilC 
direction  iiere  is—Euter  aloft  the  drunkard  with  attatdarUs,  ke.    MALONJB. 
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Marian  Hacket,  tlie  fat  ale-wife  of  Wincot,'  if  she  know 
ine  not  :  if  she  say  I  am  not  fourteen  f^tence  on  the  score 
far  sheer  ale,  score  me  up  for  the  lyingest  knave  in 
Christendom.     What,  I  am  not  bestraught :   Here's — 

1  Serv.  O,  this  it  is  that  makes  30Lir  ladj  mourn. 

2  Serv.  O,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  servants  droop. 
Lord.  Hence  comesit  that  your  kindred  shun  your  tiouse. 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  strange  lunacy. 

O,  noble  lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth  ; 

Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banishment, 

And  banish  hence  these  abject  lowly  dreams : 

Look,  how  thy  servants  do  attend  on  thee, 

Each  in  his  office  ready  at  tiiy  beck. 

Wilt  thou  have  music  ?  hark!  Apollo  plays,  [Music 

And  twenty  caged  nighLingales  do  sing  : 

Or  wilt  thou  sleep  ?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch, 

Softer  and  sweeter  than  the  lustful  bed 

On  purpose  trinim'd  up  for  Semiramis. 

Say,  thou  wilt  v/alk  ;   we  will  bestrew  the   ground: 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  '!  thy  hoi'ses  shall  be  trapp'd, 

Their  harness  studded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 

Dost  thou  love  hawking  /  tliou  hast  hawks  will  soar 

Above  the  morning  lark  :   Or  wilt  thou  hunt  ? 

Thy  hounds  shall  make  the  welkin  answer  them. 

And  fetch  shrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth.  . 

1  Serv.  Say,   thou  wilt  course  ;   thy  greyhounds  are  as 

swift 
As  breathed  stags,  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Serv.   Dost  thou   love   pictures  ?  we  will  fetch  tbee 

straight 
Adonis,  painted  by  a  running  brook  : 
And  Cytherca  all  in  sedges  ind  ; 
Which  seem  to  move  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 
Even  as  the  waving  sedges  play  with  wmd. 

Lord.   W^e'll  show  thee  lo,  as  she  was  a  maid  ;, 
And  how  she  was  beguiled  and  surpris'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Serv.  Or  Daphne,  roauiing  through  a  thorny  wood  ; 
Scratching  her  legs  that  one  shall  swear  she  bleeds  : 
And  at  that  sight  shall  sad  Apollo  weep, 

[1]  l^'Unfcottr  H  a  village  in  War" icksiiirp,  viih  vl-ich  Shakespeare  «as  "ell  ac- 
qiiHii.teci.  ^ea^  Sril'bri.  The  h..use  kept  bv  our  eei>ial  hostess,  still  remaios  hut 
is  at  prespii'  a  mill.  The  mcanf :<t  hovf !  'o  vhich  Shakespeare  has  an  alliisiyti,  in- 
terests cuiio-iiy,  a:  .*  acquires  an  im,  "H-iue  :  at  least,  it  becomes  the  object  of  a 
|>oetical  antifiuariau's  ia'itiiiiea.     T.  V/AUTOJV. 
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So  workraanlj  the  blood  and  tears  era  drawn. 

Lord.   Thou  art  a  lord,  and  aotliing  but  a  lord  : 
Thou  hast  a  lady  f.ir  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waninp^  age. 

1  Serv.  And,  till  ihs  tears  that  she  hath  shed  for  thee^ 
Like  envious  fioo^i..^  o'er-ran  her  lovelj  face, 

She  was  the  fairest  creature  in  the  world  ; 
And  yet  she  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  lord  I  and  iiave  i  such  a  lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  '  or  hjve  1  dream'd  till  now  ? 
I  do  not  sleep  ;   I  see,  i  hear,  I  speak  ; 
I  smell  sweet  savours,  and  1  feel  soft  things  : — 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  lord,  indeed  ; 
And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Cliristophero  Sly. — 
Well,  bring  our  lady  l-ither  to  our  sight; 
And  once  again,  a  pot  o'  th'  smallest  ale. 

2  Serv.   Vviil't  please    your    mightiness  to    wash  your 
hands  ?     [Servants  present  an  eo-'er^  hason,  and  napkw^. 

O,  how  we  joy  to  see  your  wit  restor'd ! 
O,  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are  ! 
Tliese  tifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream; 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  so  wak'd  as  if  you  slept. 

Sly.   These  fifteen  years  !   by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap. 
But  did  1  never  speak  of  all  that  time  '. 

1  Serv.  O,  yes,  my  lord  ;   but  very  idle  words  : — 
For  though  you  lay  here  in  this  goodl}'  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  say,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door  ; 
And  rail  upon  the  hostess  of  the  house  ; 
And  say,  you  would  present  her  at  the  leet,^ 
Because  she  brought  stone  jugs  and  no  seal'd  quarts  : 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hacket. 

Sly.   Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  house. 

3  Serv.   Why,  sir,  you  know  no  house,  nor  no  such  maid; 
Nor  no  such  men,  as  you  have  reckoned  up, — 

As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Turf,  and  Henrv  Pimpernell ; 
Aufl  twenty  more  such  names  and  men  as  these, 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  saw. 

Sly.   Now,  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends  ! 

M.   Amen. 

Sly.   I  thank  thee  ;  thou  shalt  not  lose  by  it.  ' 

Enter  the  Paqe,  as  a  Lady^  tciih  .,iitendanis. 

Page,    liow  fare:-,  my  noble  lord  .' 

[2]  At  the  Court-leet,  or  couns  of  tne  manor.    JOHNSON^ 
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Sly.  Marry,  I  tare  v/ell  ;  for  here  is  cheer  enough. 
Where  is  my  wife  ? 

Pag^.  Here,  noble  lord  ;  What  is  thy  will  with  her  ? 

Sly.   Are  you  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me — husband? 
My  men  should  call  me — lord  ;   1  am  jour  goodman. 

Page.  My  husband  and  my  lord,  my  lord  and  husband,; 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sly.   I  know  it  well  : — What  must  I  call  her  ? 

Lord.   Madam. 

Sly.  AFce  madam^  or  Joan  madam  ? 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  else  ;  so  lords  call  ladies. 

Sly.  Madam  wife,  they  say  that  1  have  dream'd,  and  slept, 
Above  some  fifteen  year  and  more. 

Page.  Ay,  and  the  time  seems  thirty  unto  me  ; 
Being  all  this  time  abancion'd  from  your  bed. 

Sly.   'Tis  much  ; — Servants,  leave  me  and  her  alone. — 
Madam,  undress  yon,  and  come  now  to  bed. 

Page.  Thrice  noble  lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you, 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two  ; 
Or,  if  not  so,  until  the  sun  be  set : 
For  your  physicians  have  expressly  charg'd. 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady, 
That  I  should  yet  absent  mo  from  your  bed  : 
1  hope,  this  reason  stands  for  my  excuse. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  stands  so,  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  so  long. 
But  I  would  be  loath  to  fall  into  my  dreams  again  ;  1  will 
therefore  tarry,  in  despite  of  the  flesh  and  the  blood. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.   Your  honour's  players,  hearing  your  amendment, 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleasant  comedy, 
For  so  your  doctors  hold  it  very  meet  ; 
Sf'eing  too  much  sadness  hath  congeal'd  your  bloody, 
And  melancholy  is  the  nurse  of  frenzy. 
Therefore,  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play, 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment, 
Whi'-h  bars  a  thousand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly.   Marry,  ^  vvill ;  let  them  play  it :   Is  not  a  commonly 
a  Christmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling-trick  ? 

Page.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  it  is  more  pleasing  stuff. 

Sly.   What,  household  stuff? 

Pafre.   It  h  a  kind  of  history. 

Sly.    W.>1K  well   see't :   Come,  madam  wife,   sit  by  my 
side,  and  let  the  world  slip  ;  we  shall  ne'er  be  yoj.iger. 

[They  sit  down. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Padua.      A  public   Place,     Enter  Lucentio 
and  Tranio. 

Luceniio. 
Tranio,  since — for  the  great  desire  I  had 
To  see  fair  Padua,  mirsery  of  arts, — 
I  am  arrived  for  fruitful  Lombardy, 
The  pleasant  garden  of  great  Italy  ; 
And,  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  am  arm'd 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  company, 
Most  trusty  servant,  well  approv'd  in  all ; 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happily  institute 
A  course  of  learning,  and  ingenious  studies. 
Pisa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens, 
Gave  me  my  being,  and  my  iather  tirst, 
A  merchant  of  great  traffic  through  the  world, 
Vincentio,  come  of  the  Bentivolii. 
Vincentio  his  son,  brought  up  in  Florence, 
It  shall  become,  to  serve  all  hopes  conceiv'd,' 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds : 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  study, 
Virtue,  and  that  part  of  philosophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happiness 
By  virtue  'specially  to  be  achiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind  :  for  I  have  Pisa  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come  ;  as  he  that  leaves 
A  shallow  plash,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
And  with  satiety  seeks  to  quench  his  thirst. 

Tra.  Mi  per  donate,  gentle  nsasler  mine, 
I  am  in  all  ailected  as  yourself; 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  resolve, 
To  suck  the  sweets  ofsvreet  phiiosoph3^ 
Only,  good  master,  Vv^hile  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  disciphne, 
Let's  be  no  stoicks,  nor  no  stocks,  1  pray  ; 
Or  so  devote  to  Aristotle's  checks, 
As  Ovid  be  an  outcast  quite  cbjur'd  : 
Talk  logic  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  practise  rhetoric  in  your  common  talk  : 


[:i]  To  fuim  the  e:cpec<H-in:ir  or'  h;*  frierd:;.     IM ALONE 
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Music  and  poesy,  use  to  quicken  you  ; 

The  mathematics,  and  the  metaphysics, 

Fall  to  them,  as  you  find  your  stomach  serves  you: 

No  profit  grows,  v/here  is  no  pleasure  ta'en  ; — 

In  brief,  sir,  study  what  you  most  affect. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio,  well  dost  thou  advise. 
If,  Biondeilo,  tliou  wei  t  come  ashore, 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readiness  ; 
And  take  a  lodging,  tit  to  entertain 
Such  friends,  as  time  in  Fadua  shall  beget 
But  stay  a  while  :   What  company  is  this  ? 

Tra.  Master,  some  show,  to  welcome  us  to  town. 
Enter  Baptista,  Katharina,  Bianca,  Gremio,  and  HoR- 
TENsio.     LucENTio  ttiid  Tranio  Stand  aside. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  importune  me  no  further, 
For  how  I  firmly  am  resolv'd  you  know ; 
That  is, — not  to  bestow  niy  youngest  daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  husband  for  the  elder : 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Katharina, 
Because  I  know  you  w^ell,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  shall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleasure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather :  She's  too  rough  for  me  : — 
There,  there,  Ilortensio,  will  you  any  wife  ? 

Kaih.  I  pray  you,  sir,  \To  Bap.]  is  it  your  will  to  make 
a  stale  of  me  amongst  these  mates  ? 

Hor.  Mates,  maid  !  hov/  mean  you  that  ?  no  mates  for 

you, 

Unless  yon  were  of  gentler,  milder  mould. 

Kath.  Ffaith,  sir,  you  shall  never  need  to  fear  ; 
I  wis,  it  is  not  halfway  to  her  heart : 
But,  if  it  were,  doubt  not  her  care  should  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  wiih  a  three-legg'd  stool, 
And  paint  your  fice,  and  use  j'ou  like  a  fool. 

Hor.  From  all  such  devils,  good  Lord,  dehver  us! 

Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord  ! 

Tra.  Hush,  master  !  here  is  some  good  pastime  toward  | 
That  wench  is  stark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  silence  I  do  see 
Maids'  mild  behaviour  and  sobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio. 

Tra.   Well  said,  master  ;  mum  !  and  gaze  your  fill. 

Bap.  Gentlera-?n,  that  1  may  soon  make  good 
What  I  have  s  \i  J, — Bianca,  get  you  in  : 
And  let  it  not  displease  thee,  good  Bianca  j 
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For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  less,  my  girl. 

Kaih.  A  pretty  peat  !^  'tis  best 
Put  finger  in  the  eye, — an  she  knew  why. 

Biau.  Sister,  content  you  in  my  discontent. 
— Sir,  to  3'our  pleasure  liumbly  1  subscribe  : 
My  books,  and  instruments,  shall  be  my  company  ; 
On  them  to  look,  and  practise  by  myself. 

Liic.   Hark,    Trai:io  !  thou  mny'st  hear  Minerva  speak. 

[Aside* 

Bar.  Siguier  Baptista,  will  you  be  so  strange  T 
Sorry  am  I,  that  our  good  will  effects 
Bianca's  grief. 

Gre.  Why,  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptista,  for  this  iiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  ? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  ye  ;   1  am  rcsolv'd  : — 
Go  in,  Rianca.  {Exit  Bianca, 

And  for  I  knovv',  she  taketh  most  delight 
In  music,  instruments,  and  poetry, 
Schoolmasters  will  I  keep  within  my  house, 
Fit  to  instruct  her  youth. — If  you,  Hortensio,— 
Or  signior  Gremio,  3'ou, — know  any  such, 
Prefer  them  hither  ;  for  to  cunning  men^ 
I  will  be  verj"  kind,  and  liberal 
To  mine  own  children  in  good  bringing-up  ; 
And  so  farewell. — Katharina,  you  may  stay  ; 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Exit. 

Kaih.  Why,  and  I  trust,  I  may  go  too  ;  May  I  not  ? 
W^.at,  shall  1  be  appointed  hours  ;  as  though,  belike, 
I  knew  not  what  to  take,  and  wJiat  to  leave  ?  Ha  !     [Exit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam  ;  your  gifts  are  so 
good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Their  love  is  not  so 
great,  Hortensio,  but  Vve  may  blow  our  nails  together, 
and  fast  it  fairly  out  ;  our  cake's  dough  on  both  sides. 
Farewell  : — Yet,  f^^r  the  love  i  bear  my  sweet  Bianca,  if 
I  can  by  any  means  light  on  a  fit  man,  to  teach  her  that 
wherein  she  dehghts,  1  will  wish  him  to  her  father. 

Hor.  So  will  1,  signior  Gremio  :  But  a  word,  I  pray. 
Though  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  yet  never  brook'd 
parle,  know   now,  upon   advice,  it  toucheth  us  both, — 

[5]  Peal  or  pf.'  is  a  worJ  of  c-ucleariijcut  frora  petit,  little,  as  if  it  meant  pretty 
MttJe  thing.     JOHNSOK. 

(hj  Tliat  is,  so  lid.],  so  di^Terent  fi-oiri  others  iu  your  coniui  t.     JOHNSON. 
7j  Crri:ii'i4  ii-jiJ  not  yei  lost  its  (jrii^ioal  si'-:n  'i'-  :ti  >n  of  knon'ingt  liirr.ed.  as  may 
bs  observed  in  ihs  traiisJatioaof  the  bible.     J<,  K.X.^^GN. 
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that  we  may  yet  again  have  access  to  our  fair  mistress, 
and  be  liappy  rivals  in  Bianca's  iove, — to  labour  arid 
effect  one  thing:  'specialJy, 

Gre.   What's^  that,  I  pray  ? 

Ilor.  Marrj^  sir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  sister. 

Gre.  A  husband  !  a  devil. 

Hor.  I  say,  a  husband. 

Gre.  I  say,  a  devil:  Think'st  thou,  Hortensio,  though 
her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  so  very  a  fooi  to  be 
married  to  hell  ? 

Ilor.  Tush,  Gremio,  though  it  pass  your  patience,  and 
mine,  to  endure  her  Joud  alarums,  why,  man,  there  be 
good  feilows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could  light  on  them, 
would  take  her  v.'ith  ail  faults,  and  money  enough. 

Gre.  1  cannot  tell  ;  but  i  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 
with  this  condition, — to  be  whipped  at  the  high-cross 
every  morning. 

Hor.  Faith,  as  you  say,  there's  small  choice  in  rotten 
apples.  But,  come  ;  since  this  bar  in  iavv  makes  us 
friends,  it  shall  be  so  far  forth  friendly  maintained, — till 
by  helping  Baptista's  eldest  daughter  to  a  husband,  we 
set  his  youngest  free  for  a  husband,  and  then  have  to't 
afresh. — Sweet  Eianca  !  Happy  man  be  his  dole  !^  He 
that  runs  fastest  gets  the  riiig.^  How  say  you,  signior 
Gremio  ? 

Gre.  I  am  agreed  ;  and  'would  1  had  given  him  the 
best  horse  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing,  that  would  tho- 
roughly woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the 
house  of  her.     Come  on.  [Exe.  Gre.  and  Hor. 

Tra.  [advancing.]  I  pray,  sir,  tell  me, — Is  it  possible 
That  love  should  of  a  sudden  take  such  hold  ? 

Luc.  O,  Tranio,  till  1  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  possible,  or  likely ; 
Bnt  see  !   v/hiie  idly  i  stood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  etTect  of  love  in  idleness  : 
And  now  in  plainness  do  confsss  to  thee, — 
Thou  art  to  me  as  secret,  and  as  dear, 
As  Anna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was, — 
Tranio,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  perish,  Tranio, 
If  I  achieve  not  tliis  young  modest  girl  : 
Counsel  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  canst ; 

[8]  Unh    is  any  thing  dealt   n-f   ov   dislrilu'ei',    timu-'h    its    oripin:il  meaning 
was  the  provision  f^ven  n'K:iy  at  thf  Mfior--  of  '.roat  men's  tiou^ps.    ?.TfvF.  VKNS- 
[Oj  An  ailusion  to  the  '<ro'rt  oC  niniMLg  at  the  ricg,     DCUCE. 
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Assist  mo,  Tranio,  for  1  know  thou  wilt. 

7Va.  Master,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now  ; 
AtTectioii  is  not  rated'  Irorn  the  heart : 
Iflo'/e  have  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  so, — 
Rejime  te  captum  quaai  queas  iitiniino.^ 

Luc.  Gramercies,  lad  ;  go  forward  :  this  contents  ; 
The  rest  will  comfort,  for  tiiy  counsel's  sound. 

Tra.  Master,  you  looktlsolongiy^  on  the  maid, 
Periiaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  saw  sweet  beauty  in  her  face, 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kiss'd  the  Cretan  strand. 

Ti-a.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  mark'd  you  not,  how  her  sister 
Began  to  scold  ;  and  raise  up  such  a  storm, 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  '^ 

Luc.  Tranio,  1  saw  her  coral  lips  to  move, 
And  with  her  breath  she  did  perfume  the  air  ; 
Sacred,  and  sweet,  was  all  I  s  iw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then,  'tis  time  to  stir  him  from  his  trance. 
I  pray,  awake,  sir  ;   If  you  love  the  maid, 
Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  achieve  her.     Thus  it  stands  .' 
— Her  elder  sister  is  so  curst  and  shrewd. 
That,  till  the  father  rid  his  hands  of  her, 
Master,  your  love  must  live  a  maid  at  home  ; 
And  therefore  has  he  closely  mew'd  her  up. 
Because  she  shall  not  be  annoy'd  with  suitors. 

Luc.   x\h,  Tranio,  what  a  cruel  father's  he  ! 
But  an  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  some  care 
To  get  her  cunning  schoolmasters  to  instruct  her  ? 

Tra.  Ah,  marry,  am  1,  sir ;  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Luc.   I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Tra.   Master,  for  my  hand. 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Lnc.  Tell  me  thine  fir-^t. 

Tra.  You  will  be  sclioolmaster, 
And  'indertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid  : 
Tiidt's  your  device. 

Luc.  It  is  :  May  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  possible  ;  For  who  shall  bear  your  part. 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vincentio's  son  ? 


rn  Is   lot  tiriven  on*  by  chi<iin<:.     MALONE 
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Keep  house,  and  ply  his  i)Oo;v  ,   Helcome  bis  ^riends  • 
Visit  his  coutitr ,  iiMij,  and  banq  jet  li.eiR  ! 

Luc.    Basta  ;*  content  thee  ;  ibr  i  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  seen  in  anj^  house  ; 
Nor  can  we  be  distinguished  i)y  our  ilices, 
For  man,  or  master  :  then  ir  lullows  thus  ; — 
Tt.o'j  shalt  bo  ma;-teT,  Traaia,  in  my  stead, 
Keep  house,  and  port,^  and  servaiits,  as  1  should  : 
I  will  some  other  be  ;  some  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  mean  man  of  Pisa. 
'Tis  hatchM  and  shall  be  so  : — Tranio,  at  once 
Uncase  thee  ;   take  ray  colour'd  hat  and  cloak  : 
When  Biondello  com^^s,  he  waits  on  thee  ; 
But  I  will  charm  him  first  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need.  [T^'^^y  exchange  habits. 

In  brief,  then,  sir,  sith  it  your  pleasure  is, 
And  I  am  lied  to  be  obedient  ; 
(For  so  your  father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting; 
Be  serviceable  to  my  so7i,  quoth  he. 
Although,  I  think,  'twas  in  another  sense,) 
1  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Because  so  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  be  so,  because  Lucentio  loves  : 
And  let  me  be  a  slave,  to  achieve  that  maid. 
Whose  sudden  sight  hath  thrall'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Biondello. 
Here  comes  the  rogue. — Sirrah,  whrre  have  you  been  ? 

Bio.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Nay ,  how  now,  where  are  you? 
Master,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  stol'n  your  clothes  ? 
Or  you  stoi'n  his  ?  or  both  .'  pray,  wiiat's  the  news  ? 

Luc  Sirrah,  come  hither  ;  'tis  no  time  to  jest, 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranio  here,  to  save  my  hfe, 
Puts  my  a'pparel  and  my  countenance  on, 
And  1  for  my  escape  have  put  on  his  ; 
For  in  a  quarrel,  since  I  came  ashore, 
I  .\»ird  a  man,  and  fear  I  was  descried  : 
W  ::it  you  on  him,  1  charge  you,  as  becomes, 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  save  my  life.' 
Yon  understand  me  ? 

Bion,  i,  sir  ?  ne'er  a  whit. 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  month  ; 

5]  Port  is  tigure,  show,  appearance.    JOHW&ON. 
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Tranio  is  ciiangM  into  Lucentio. 

Bion.   The  better  for  him  ;   'Woiikl  I  were  so  loo  ! 

Tra.  So  would  1,  'faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next  wish  after, 
That  Lucentio  incised,  had  Baptista's  yonngast  daughter. 
But,  sirrah, — not  for  my  sake,  but  your  master's, — !  ad- 
vise 
You  use  your  manners  discreeliV  in  all  kind  of  companies 
When  I  am  alone,  why,  then  1  am  Tranio  ; 
But  in  all  places  else,  your  master  Lucentio. 

Luc,   Tranio,  let's  go  : 
— One  thing  more  rests,  that  th^'self  execute  : — 
To  make  one  among  these  wooers  :  If  thou  ask  me  why,— 
Sufiiceth,  my  reasons  are  both  good  and  v/eighty. 

[^Exeunt* 

1  Set^.  My  lord,  yon  nod;  you  do  not  mindtlie  play. 

Sly.    Yes,  by  saint  Anne,  do  I.     A  good  matter,  surely  ,' 
Comes  there  any  more  of  it  ? 

Page.   My  lord,  'tis  cut  begun. 

Sly.   'Tis  a  very  excellent  piece  of  xa^ork^  madam  lady  ; 
'Woidd't  ziiere  done ! 

SCENE  IL 

7'he  same.     Before  Hortensio's  House.    Enter  Petruchio 
a.id  Grumio. 

Pet.  Verona,  for  a  while  1  take  my  leave, 
To  see  my  friends  in  Padua  ;   but,  of  all, 
My  best  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
Hortensio  ;  and,  I  trow,  this  is  his  house  : — 
Here,  sirrah  Grumio  ;  knock,  I  say. 

Gru.  Knock,  sir !  whom  should  I  knock  ?  is  there  auj. 
man  has  rebused  your  worship  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  say,  knock  me  here  soundl3^ 

Gru.  Knock  j'ou  here,  sir?  why,  sir,   what  am  I,  s. 
that  I  should  knock  you  here,  sir  ? 

Pet.   V^illain,  i  say,  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  I'll  knock  your  knave's  jpate. 

Gru.  My    master    is    grown    quarrelsome  :     I     shouiw 
knock  you  first. 
And  then  I  know  after  who  comes  by  the  worst. 

Pet.   Will  it  not  be  ? 
'Faith,  sirrah,  an  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  wring  it; 
^'U  try  how  you  can  sol,  fa,  and  sing  it. 

[//e  Tvrings  Grumio  by  the  ears. 
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Gru.  Help,  masters,  help  !  mv  roaster  is  mad. 
Pet.  Now,  knock  when  I  bid  you  :   sinah !  villain  ! 

Enter  Hortensio. 

Hor.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? — My  old  friend 
Grniijio  !  and  my  good  friend  Pctruchio  ! — How  do  yoo 
all  at  V^erona  ? 

Pet.  Signior  Hcrtcnsio,  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Con  tuito  il  core  bene  trovato,  may  1  say. 

Hor.  Alia  nostra  casa  bene  venuto^ 
Molto  lionorato  signor  mio  Petruchio. 
-—Fuse,  Grumio,  rise  ;  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

tiru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  'leges  in  Latin.® — If 
this  be  not  a  lawfrd  cause  for  me  to  leave  his  service, — 
Look  you,  sir, — he  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap  him 
soandly,  sir:  VVeli,  was  it  tit  fiDr  a  servant  to  use  his 
m:^«ter  so  ;  being,  perhaps,  (for  aught  I  see,)  two  and 
thirty, — a  pip  out? 

Whom,  'would  to  God,  1  had  well  knock'd  at  first, 
Then  had  not  Gruraio  come  by  the  worst. 

Pet.  A  senseless  villain  ! — Good  Hortensio, 
I  >iade  the  rascal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate  ? — O  heavens  ! — 
S{<ake  you  not  these  words  plain, — Sirrah^  knock  me  here, 
Po;'  me  here,  knock  tne  well,  and  knock  7ne  soundly? 
And  come  you  now  with^ — knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Pet.  Sirrah,  begone,  or  talk  not,  I  advise  you. 

Hor.   Petruchio,  patience  ;  I  am  Grumio's  pledge  : 
Why,  this  is  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you  ; 
Your  ancient,  trusty,  pleasant  servant  Grumio. 
And  tell  me  now,  sweet  friend, — what  happy  gale 
Blows  you  to  Padia  here,  from  old  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Such  wind  as  scatters  young  men  through  the  worW^ 
To  seek  their  fortunes  further  than  at  home, 
W' lit? re  small  experience  grows.     But,  in  a  few, 
Sin^nior  Hort<^nsio,  thus  it  stands  with  me  : — 
Antonio,  my  father,  is  deceas'd  ; 
And  I  have  thrust  mvslf  iulo  this  maze, 
Haply  to  wive,  and  thrive,  as  best  I  may : 
Crowns  in  my  purse  I  have,  and  goods  at  home, 
Afi'i  so  am  come  r>)>road  to  see  the  world. 

«»'^r'  '■^^•, '"'■  .  •  "•*f- -^'ia'    "t^   'i':i;f.f  lii  La;i  .     I'eiriichio  ;.hs  >.t(_'i,  jaht  )•;  ta'tinff 
iiftuao  to  UortCDBio,  wbicU  Grumio  mistakes  lor  ttie  other  language.    STEE VENi. 
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llor.  Petruchio,  shall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee, 
And  wish  thee  to  a  shrewd  ill-favour'd  wife  ? 
ThoiiVlst  thank  me  but  a  Httle  for  my  counsel  : 
And  yet  I'll  promise  thee  she  shall  be  rich, 
And  very  rich  : — but  thou'rt  too  much  my  friend, 
And  I'll  not  wish  thee  to  her. 

Pet.   Signior  Hortensio,  'twixt  such  friends  as  we, 
Few  words  suffice  :   and,  therefore,  if  thou  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio's  wife, 
(As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance,) 
Be  she  as  foul  as  was  Florentius'  love,^ 
As  old  as  Sybil,  and  as  curst  and  shrewd 
As  Socrates'  Xantippe,  or  a  worse, 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes,  at  least. 
Affection's  edge  in  me  ;  were  she  as  rough 
As  are  the  swelling  Adriatic  seas  : 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  ; 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua. 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  sir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  his 
mind  is  :  Why,  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry  him  to 
a  puppet,  or  an  aglet-baby  ;"  or  an  old  trot,  with  ne'er  a 
tooth  in  her  head,  though  she  have  as  many  diseases  as  two 
and  fifty  horses  :  why,  nothing  comes  amiss,  so  monej 
comes  withal. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  since  we  have  stepp'd  thus  far  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  jest. 
I  can,  Petruchio,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
^Vith  wealth  enough,  and  young,  and  beauteous ; 
Brought  up,  as  best  becomes  a  gentlewoman  : 
Her  only  fault,  (and  that  is  fiults  enough,) 
Is, — that  she  is  intolerably^  curst, 
And  shrewd,  and  fro  ward  ;  so  beyond  all  measure. 
That,  were  my  state  far  worser  than  it  is, 
1  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold. 

Pet.  Hortensio,  peace  ;  thou  kaow'st  not  gold's  effect:  ; 
- — Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  'tis  enough  ; 
For  I  will  board  her,  though  she  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  autumn  crack. 

Hor.  Her  father  is  Baptista  Minola, 

[6]  The  alluaion  is  to  a  story  told  by  Got.  er  in  the  first  Book  De  Co'\fessione 
Amanlis.  F' j.ent  is  the  name  of  a  ka  ght  who  had  bound  himself  to  marry  a  de- 
fonied  ha;^,  provided  <he  taught  him  the  solution  of  a  riddle  on  which  bis  life  de- 
pended.   STEEVn'C?. 

f7j  i.e.  a  diminutive  being,  not  eKceeding  in  size  the  tag  of  a  point    STEEVENS. 

Vol.  III.  •  M 
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An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman  . 

Her  name  is  Katharina  Minola, 

Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  scolding  tongue. 

Pei.   I  knovv  her  fother,  though  1  know  not  her  ; 
And  he  knew  my  deceased  fUher  well : — 
I  will  not  sleep,  ITortensio,  till  I  see  her  ; 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  first  encounter, 
Unless  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Gm.  I  pray  you,  sir,  let  him  go  while  the  humour 
lasts.  O'  my  word,  an  she  knew  him  as  well  as  1  do,  she 
would  think  scolding  would  do  little  good  upon  him  ;  She 
may,  perhaps,  call  him  half  a  score  knaves,  or  so  :  why, 
that's  nothing  ;  an  he  begin  once,  he'll  rail  in  his  rope- 
tricks.®  I'll  tell  you  what,  sir, — an  she  stand  him  but  a  lit- 
tle, he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her  face,  and  so  disfij^ure 
her  with  it,  that  she  shall  have  no  more  eyes  to  see  withal 
than  a  cat  :^  You  know  him  not,  sir. 

Hor.  Tarry,  Petruchio,  I  must  go  with  thee  ; 
For  in  Baptista's  keep'  my  treasure  is : 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold, 
His  youngest  daughter,  beautiful  Bianca  ; 
And  her  withholds  from  rae,  and  other  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  love  : 
Supposing  it  a  thing  impossible, 
(For  those  defects  I  have  before  rehears'd,) 
That  ever  Katharina  will  be  woo'd, 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptista  ta'en  ; — 
That  none  shall  have  access  unto  Bianca, 
Till  Katharine  the  curst  have  got  a  husband. 

Gru.  Katharine  the  curst  i 
A  title  for  a  maid,  of  all  titles  the  worst. 

Hor.  Now  shall  my  friend  Petruchio  do  me  grace ; 
And  offer  me,  disguis'd  in  sober  robes, 
To  old  Baptista  as  a  schoolmaster 
Well  seen  in  music,*  to  instruct  Bianca: 

[8]  Rnpery  or  rnp"-l,icks  orisinally  si;;nifiei5  abusive  lan.'^uase,  without  any  dc 
termiaate  idea  ;  ^a-h  la'ixnan;e  a?  parrots  are  tjLUjrht  to  speak.     So,  in  Hudibras  : 

"  Coulii  tell  v.hal  «i:ht'lest  parrots  mean, 

"  That  speal;,  and  think  contrary  clean; 

»'  What  member  'tis  ol"  whom  they  talk, 

"  When  they  cry  rope,  and  walk,  knave  walk."     MALONE. 
[9]  It  may  mean,  that  heshall  swell  up  h'>reyes  with  blows,  till  she  shall  seem  t» 
peep  wiih  a  contracted  pi!',)il  Wt-.e  a  cat  in  the  light.     JOHNSON. 

fll  Keen  is  custody.     The  slron^est  part  of  aa  ancient  castie  wa*.  called  the  keep. 
*■  ■•        '  STEKVENS. 

16)  Seen  is  versed,  practised.    STEEVENS. 
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That  so  I  may  by  tills  device,  at  least, 
Have  leave  and  leisure  to  make  love  to  her,  ' 

And,  unsuspected,  court  her  by  herself. 
Enter  Gremio  ;   rcith  him   Lucentio  disgvised,  with  books 
under  his  arm. 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery !  See  ;  to  beguile  the  old 
fblk>=;,  how  the  young  folks  lay  their  beads  together! 
Master,  Master,  lock  about  you  :      Who  goes  there  ?  ha! 

Hor.   Peace,  Gnmiio  ;   'tis  the  rival  of  my  love  : 
— Petruchio,  stand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  proper  striphng,  and  an  amorous  ! 

[TJicy  retire. 

Gre.  O,  very  well ;   I  have  pcrns'd  the  note. 
Hark  5'Ou,  sir;   Til  have  them  very  fairly  bound: 
All  books  of  love,  see  that  at  any  hand  ; 
And  see,  you  read  no  other  lectures  to  her: 
You  understand  me  : — Over  and  beside 
Signior  Baptista's  hberality, 

I'll  mend  it  with  a  largess  : — Take  your  papers  too, 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd ; 
For  she  is  sweeter  than  perfjme  itself, 
To  whom  they  go.     What  will  you  read  to  her? 

Luc.   Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  ill  plead  for  you, 
As  for  my  patron,  (stand  you  so  assur'd,) 
As  firmly  as  yourself  were  still  in  place  : 
Yea,  and  (perhaps)  with  more  successful  words 
Than  you,  unless  you  were  a  scholar,  sir. 

Gre.   O  thi?  learning  I   what  a  tiling  it  is  ! 

Gru.  O  this  woodcock  !   what  an  ass  it  is  ! 

Pet.   Peace,  sirrah. 

Hor.  Grumio,  mum  ! — God  save  yon,  signior  Gremio  ! 

Gre.  And  you're  well  met,  signior  Hortensio.  Trow  you, 
W^hitber  I  am  going  ? — To  Baptista  Minola. 
I  promis'd  to  inquire  carefully 
About  a  schoolmaster  for  fair  Bianca : 
And,  by  good  fortune,  I  have  lighted  well 
On  this  young  man  ;  for  learning,  and  behaviour, 
Fit  for  her  turn  ;  well  read  in  poetry, 
And  other  books, — good  ones,  I  warrant  you. 

Hor.   'Tis  well :  and  1  have  met  a  gentleman, 
H'lth  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  t^ne  mu.-ician  to  instruct  onr  mistress  ; 
S:.  -'■  \ii  [  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  so  belov'd  of  me. 
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Gre.  Belov'J  of  me, — and  that  my  deeds  shall  prove. 

Gru.   And  tliat  his  bags  shall  prove.  [Aside. 

Hor.  Gremio,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love  : 
Listen  to  me,  and  if  you  speak  me  fair, 
I'll  tell  3^011  news  iridiilerent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman,  whom  by  chance  I  met, 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  hking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curst  Katharme  ; 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  please. 

Gre.  So  said,  so  done,  is  well : — 
Hortensio,  have  3^ou  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Pet.   I  know,  she  is  an  irksome  brawling  scold ; 
if  that  be  all,  masters,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  say'st  me  so,  friend  ?  What  countryman  1 

Pet.  Born  in  Verona,  old  Antonio's  son  : 
My  father  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me  ; 
And  I  do  hope  good  days,  and  long,  to  see. 

Gre.  O,  sir,  such  a  life,  with  such  a  wife,  were  strange: 
But,  if  you  have  a  stomach,  to't,  o'  God's  name  ; 
You  shall  have  me  assisting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  ^voo  this  wild  cat  ? 

Pet.  \Ni\\  I  live  ? 

Gru.  Will  he  woo  her  ?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her.      [Aside. 

Pet.  \Nhy  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 
Think  you,  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears  ? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  sea,  puff'd  up  with  winds, 
Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  sweat  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field, 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  ? 
Have  i  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  'larums,  neighing  steeds,  and  trumpets'  clang  ?* 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue  ; 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  th'  ear, 
As  will  a  chesnut  in  a  farmer's  fire  ? 
Tush,  tush  !  fear  boys  with  bugs.* 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none.  [Aside. 

Gre.  Hortensio,  hark  ! 
This  gentleman  is  happily  arriv'd, 
My  mind  presumes,  lor  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

[3]  Probably  the  word  c'.'im  is  here  used  adjectively.  as  in  the  Paradise  Lost, 
h.  XI.  ver  834,  and  not  as  a  verb. 

"  ar.  island  salt  and  )>ave, 

The  haupf  of  seals  and  era.  and  sea-mews  clang."    T.  WARTON. 
[i]  l  e.  yrlth  btig-bearr     STEEVENS. 
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Hor.  I  promis'd,  we  Vvould  be  contributors, 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing-,  whatsoe'er. 

Gre.  And  so  we  will  ;  provided,  that  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I  would  I  were  as  sure  of  a  good  dinner.   [Aside, 
Enter  Traxio,  bravdy  appareU'd ;  and  Biondello. 

Tra.  Gentlemen,  God  save  you  !  if  I  maybe  bold, 
Tell  me,  I  beseech  you,  which  is  the  readiest  way 
To  the  house  of  signior  Baptista  Minola  ? 

Gre.  He  that  has  the  tv/o  fair  daughters  : — is't  he  you 
mean  ?  [Aside  to  Tranio. 

Tra.  Even  he.     Biondello  I 

Gre.  Hark  you,  sir  ;  you  mean  not  her  to — 

Tra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her,  sir  ;  What  have  you  to  do? 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  sir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray. 

Tra.  I  love  no  chiders,  sir  : — Biondello,  let's  away. 

Luc.  Well  begun,  Tranio.  [Aside. 

Hor>  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go  ; — 
Are  you  a  suitor  to  the  maid  3^ou  talk  of,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Tra,  An  if  I  be,  sir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 

Gre.  No  ;  if,  without  more    words,  you  will  get  yQU- 
hence. 

Tra.  Why,  sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  streets  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  so  is  not  she. 

Tra.  For  what  reason,  I  beseech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  this  reason,  if  you'll  know, — 
That  she's  the  choice  love  of  signior  Gremio 

Hor.  That  she's  the  chosen  of  signior  Hortensi#. 

Tra.  Softljs  my  masters  !  if  you  be  gentlemen; 
Do  me  this  right, — hear  me  with  patience. 
Baptista  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  unknown  ; 
And,  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  she  is, 
She  may  more  suitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Leda's  daughter  had  a  thousand  wooers  ; 
Then  well  one  more  may  fair  Bianca  have  : 
And  so  she  shall  ;  Lucentio  shall  make  one, 
Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  speed  alone. 

Gre.  What  1  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  us  ail. 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head  ;  I  know,  he'll  prove  a  jade. 

Pet.  Hortensio,  to  what  end  are  all  these  words  ? 

Hor.   Sir,  let  me  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  you, 
©id  you  yet  ever  see  Baptista's  daughter  ? 
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Tra.  No,  sir  ;  but  Lear  I  do,  that  he  hath  two; 
The  one  as  fimous  for  a  scolding-  tongue, 
x\s  is  the  other  for  beauteous  modesty. 

Pet.  Sir,  sir,  the  first's  for  me  ;  let  her  go  by. 

Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercules  ; 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Alcides'  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  understand  you  this  of  me,  in^ooth  ;•— 
The  younger  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  access  of  suitors  ; 
And  will  not  promise  her  to  any  man, 
Until  the  eldest  sister  first  be  wed': 
The  youngest  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  so,  sir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Must  stead  us  all,  and  me  among  the  rest ; 
An  if  you  break  the  ice,  snd  do  this  feat, — 
Achieve  the  elder,  f  :t  the  younger  free 
For  our  access, — v/hose  liap  shall  be  to  have  her, 
V/ill  not  so  g*raceless  be,  to  be  ingrale. 

Hor.  Sir,  you  say  well,  and  well  yow.  do  conceive  ; 
And  since  you  do  profei-s  to  be  a  suitor, 
You  must,  as  we  do,  gratify  this  gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  rest  generally  beholden. 

Tra.   Sir,  I  shall  not  be  slack  :   in  sign  whereof, 
Please  ye  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  carouses  to  our  mistress'  health  ; 
And  do  as  adversaries  do  in  law, — 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  motion  ! — Fellows,  let's  begone. 

Hnr.   The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  so  ; — 
Petruchio,  !  sha!!  be  your  ben  veiiuto.  {^Exeunt. 


ACT  11. 

SCENE  I. — The  same.     A  room  in  Baptista's  House. 
Enter  Kathari:ja  and  Bianca. 
Bianca. 
Good  sister,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  yourself, 
To  make  a  bondmaid  <:nd  a  slave  of  me  ; 
That  I  disdain  :  but  for  these  other  gawds. 
Unbind  my  hands,  I'll  pull  them  off  myself, 
llfea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat  ; 
^r,  what  you  will  command  me,  will  I  do. 
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So  well  1  know  m}^  duty  to  my  elders. 

Kath.  Of  all  thy  suitors,  here  1  charge  thee,  t^^' 
Whom  thou  lov'at  best :  see  thou  dissemble  not. 

Bian.  Believe  me,  sister,  of  all  the  men  alive, 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  special  face 
Which  1  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Kath.  Minion,  thou  liest  ;   Is't  not  Hortensio  ? 

Bian.  If  you  affect  him,  sister,  here  I  swear, 
I'll  plead  for  you  myself,  but  3^ou  shall  have  him. 

Kath.  O  then,  belike,  ^ou  fancy  riches  more  ; 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.   Is  it  for  hirn  you  do  envy  me  so  ? 
Nay,  then  you  jest  ;  and  now  I  well  perceive, 
You  have  but  jested  with  me  all  this  while  : 
I  pr'ythee,  sister  Kate,  untie  ni}-  hands. 

Kaih.  If  that  bo  jnst.  then  all  the  rest  was  so. 

[Strikes  her. 
*  Enter  Baftista. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  dame  1  whence  grows  this  inso- 
lence ? 

Bianca,  stand  aside  ; — poor  girl !  she  weeps  : — 

Go  ply  thy  needle  ;  meddle  not  with  her. 

— For  shame,  thou  hilding'  of  a  devilish  spirit, 

Why  dost  thou  wrong  her  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee  ? 

When  did  she  cross  thee  with  a  bitter  v/ord  ? 

Kaih.  Her  silence  iiouts  me,  and  I'll  bo  reveng'd. 

[Flics  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What,  in  my  sight  ? — Biauca,  get  thee  in. 

[Exit  Bianca. 

Kaih.  ^Y'\ll  you  not  suiTer  me  ?  Nay,  now  I  see. 
She  is  your  treasure,  she  must  have  a  husband  ; 
I  must  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding-day, 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell.® 
Talk  not  to  me  :   I  will  go  sit  and  weep, 
Till  I  can  find  occasion  of  revenge.  [Exit  Katii. 

Bap.   Was  ever  gentleman  -thus  griev'd  as  I  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

[5]  The  word  hi'ding  or  hind>"-Jing,  is  a  low  vretch  :  it  is  applied  to  Katharine 
fbr  the  -oar^eness  of  her  behaviour.     JOHNFON 

[fi]  •'  To  lea;)  apes"  wa?  in  our  author's  time,  a?  at  present  cue  of  the  eroploy- 
mP!:t  of  a  bear-her<),  who  often  carries  about  one  of  those  animals  along  with  hia 
l>e»r:  but  I  know  not  how  this  phrase  came  to  be  applied  to  old  maids.     M ALONE. 

That  T-omen  who  refuse'!  to  bear  rhildrer;,  shoulfi,  after  death,  be  condemneil  t» 
the  ^Hie  oi  a!>es  jn  lea  iny-^vrii-ss,  might  have  been  considered  as  an  act  of  postha- 
rr.om  retribution.     STEEVENS. 
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Enter  Gremio,  with  LuceiVtio  in  the  habit  of  a  mean  man  ; 

Petruchio,  witJi  HoRTENSio  as  a  musician;  and  Tra- 

Nio,  with  BiONDELLo  bearing  a  lute  and  books. 

Gre.  Goou-morrow,  neighbour  Baptista. 

Bap.  Good-morrow,    neighbour    Gremio  :     God    save 
3'ou,  gentlemen  ! 

Pet.  And  you,  good  sir  !  Pray,  have  you  not  a  daughter 
Call'd  Katharina,  fair,  and  virtuous  ? 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter,  sir,  call'd  Katharina. 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  signior  Gremio  ;  give  me  leave.-*— 
!,  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  sir, 
Thats — hearing  of  her  beauty,  and  her  wit, 
Her  aiiabilit}^  and  bashful  modesty. 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour, — 
Am  bold  to  show  myself  a  forward  guest 
Within  your  house,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witness 
@f  that  report  which  I  so  oft  have  heard. 
And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 
I  do  present  you  v/ith  a  man  of  mine, 

[Presenting  HoRTENSia 
Gunning  in  music,  and  the  mathematics, 
To  instruct  her  fully  in  those  sciences. 
Whereof,  1  know,  she  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,  or  else  you  do  me  wrong  ; 
His  name  is  Licio,  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  You're  welcome,  sir  ;  and  he,  for  your  good  sake  J 
But  for  my  daughter  Katharine, — this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  3^our  turn,  the  more  my  grief. 

Pet.  I  see,  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her  j 
Or  else  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap.  Mistake  me  not,  I  speak  but  as  I  find. 
Whence  are  you,  sir,  what  may  I  call  your  name  ? 

Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name  ;  Antonio's  son, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Hap.  I  know  him  well :   3^0 u  are  welcome  for  his  sake. 

Gre.  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio,  I  pray, 
Let  us,  that  are  poor  petitioners,  sj)eak  too  : 
Baccare  !^  you  are  marvellous  forward. 

Pet.  O,   pardon  me,  signior  Gremio  ;  I  would  fain  be 
doing. 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not,  sir  ;  but  you  will  curse  your  wooing. 

[7J  The  word  i^  an  old  proverbial  obc.     FARM.V^R. 
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— Neighbour,  this  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  1  am  sure  of  it. 
To  express  the  in.e  kiudness  myself,  that  have  been  more 
kifjiUy  beholden  to  you  than  any,  I  freely  give  unto  you 
this  young  scholar,  that  hath  been  long  stud^'ing  at  Rheims 
[PresenU)ig  Lucentio]  ;  as  cunning  in  Greek,  Latin,  ani 
otiier  languages,  as  the  other  in  music  and  mathematics : 
his  name  is  Cambio  ;  pray,  accept  his  service. 

Bap.  A  thousand  thanks,  signior  Gremio  :  welcome. 
Good  Cambio. — But,  gentle  sir,  methinks,  you  v/alk  like 
a  stranger  ;  [To  Trakio.]  May  1  be  so  bold  to  know  the 
cause  of  your  coming  ? 

Tra.  Pardon  me,  sir,  the  boldness  is  mine  own  ^ 
That,  being  a  stranger  in  this  city  here, 
Do  make  myself  a  suitor  to  your  daughter. 
Unto  Bianca,  fair,  and  virtuous. 
Nor  is  your  firm  resolve  unknown  to  me. 
In  the  preferment  of  the  elder  sister: 
This  liberty  is  all  that  1  request, — 
That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongst  the  rest  that  woo, 
And  free  access  and  favour  as  the  rest. 
And,  toward  tiie  education  of  your  daughters, 
I  here  bestow  a  simple  instrument, 
And  this  small  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  books  :* 
If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 

Bap.  Luceniio  is  your  name  ?  of  v^^hence,  I  pray  ? 

Tra.  Of  Pisa,  sir  ;  son  to  Vicentio. 

Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  Pisa  ;  by  report 
I  know  him  well :  you  are  very  welcome,  sir. — - 
Take  you   [To   Hor.]  the  lute,  and  you  [To  Luc]  the 

set  of  books, 
You  shall  go  see  your  pupils  presently. 
Holla,  within  ! — Sirrah,  lead 

Enter  a  Servant. 
These  gentlemen  to  my  daughters  ;  and  tell  them  botii. 
These  are  their  tutors  ;  bid  them  use  them  well. — 

[Exit  servant,  ti^ith  Hort.  Lucen.  and  BiON. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard, 
And  then  to  dinner  :    You  are  passing  welcomOj 
And  so  I  pray  you  ail  to  think  yourselves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baptisla,  my  business  asketh  haste, 

f8]  In  Queen  Elizahet  l^^  time  the  vcim;  laiiics  of  quaJity  were  usually  instruct' 
■ed  in  the  learned  languaie^,  if  anv  pains  >.ere  bestoweci  on  their  ntim'is  at  all.  Laiif 
Jaoe  Gxev  and  hex  siaters,  Q.ue£Q  EJizabethj  &c  are  trite  instsmces,    PHRCT-      '^ 
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And  everj  day  I  cannot  coir.e  to  woo. 
Yon  knew  my  father  weH  ;  and  in  him,  me. 
Left  solely  heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods, 
Which  i  have  bettered  rather  than  decreas'd  : 
Then  tell  me, — if  i  get  your  daughter's  love, 
What  dowry  shall  I  have  with  her  to  wife  ? 

Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  lands: 
a\nd,  in  possession,  twenty  thousand  crowns. 

Pet.   And,  for  that  dowry,  I'll  assure  her  of 
Her  widowhood, — be  it  that  she  survive  me, — 
In  all  my  lands  and  leases  whatsoever  : 
Let  specialties  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  special  thing  is  well  obtaia'd. 
This  is, — her  love  ;  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.   Why,  that  is  nothing  ;  for  1  tell  you,  father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  she  proud-minded  ; 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together. 
They  do  consume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury : 
Though  little  fire  grov»'s  great  with  little  wind, 
Yet  extreme  gusts  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  so  she  yields  to  me  ; 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Well  may'st  thou  woo,  and  happy  he  thy  speeds 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  some  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof;  as  mountains  are  for  winds, 
That  shake  not,  though  they  blow  perpetually. 

Re-enter  IIortensio,  'wiik  his  head  broken. 

Bap.   How  now,  my  friend  ?  why  dost  thou  look  so  pale  ? 

Hor.  For  fear,  I  promise  you,  if  I  look  pale. 

Bap.   What,  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good  musician  ? 

Hor.   I  think,  she'll  sooner  prove  a  soldier  ; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap.   Why,  then  thou  canst  not  break  her  to  the  lute  7 

Hor.  Why,  no  ;  for  she  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her,  she  mistook  her  frets,^ 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering  ; 
When,  with  a  most  impatient  devilish  spirit. 
Frets ^  call  you  these  ?  quoth  she  :   Vllfume  with  them: 
And,  with  that  word,  she  struck  me  on  the  head, 
And  through  the  instrument  my  pate  made  way  ; 
And  there  I  stood  amazed  for  a  while, 

fO]  A  fret  is  that  stop  of  a  musical  instrumeDt  wbicb  causes  or  regulates  tbe  id- 
ferateon  of  tie  striog.    JOHJJfbOjy. 
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As  on  a  piilory,  looking  through  the  lute  : 
^Vhile  sl)e  did  call  me, — rascal  fiddler, 
And — twang! ing  Jack  ;  with  twenty  such  vile  terms 
As  she  had  studied  to  misuse  me  so. 

Pet.   Now,  hy  the  world,  it  is  a  lusty  wench  ; 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did  : 
O,  how  i  long  to  have  some  chat  with  her! 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  so  discomfited  ; 
Proceed  in  practice  with  my  younger  daughter  j 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns. 
— Signior  Petruchio,  will  you  go  with  us  ; 
Or  shall  1  send  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet.  1  pray  you  do  ;   I  will  attend  her  here, — 

[Exe.  Bap.  Gre.  Tra.  and  HoR. 
And  woo  her  with  some  spirit  when  she  comes. 
Say,  thai  she  rail  ;   Why,  then  I'll  tell  her  plain, 
She  swings  as  sweetly  as  a  nightingale  : 
Say,  that  she  frown  ;   I'll  say,  she  loo.ks  as  clear 
As  morning  roses  newly  washM  with  dew  ; 
Say,  she  be  mute,  and  will  not  speaii  a  word  j 
Then  PlI  commend  her  volubility, 
And  say, — she  uttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 
If  she  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks, 
As  though  she  bid  me  stay  by  her  a  week  ; 
If  she  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  day 
When  I  shall  ask  the  banns,  and  when  be  married:—' 
But  here  she  comes  ;  and  now,  Petruchio,  speak. 

Enter  Katharina. 
Good-morrow,  Kate  ;  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear. 

Kath.  Well    have   you   heard,   but  something  hard  of 
hearing ; 
They  call  me — Katharine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  he,  in  faith  ;  for  you  are  calKd  plain  Kate, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  sometimes  Kate  the  curst ; 
But  Kate,  the  prettiest  Kate  in  Christendom, 
Kate  of  Kate-hall,  my  super-dainty  Kate, 
For  dainties  are  all  cates  :  and  therefore,  Kate- 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  consolation  ; — 
Hearing  thy  mildness  prais'd  in  every  town, 
Thy  virtues  spoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  sounded^ 
(Yet  not  so  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs,) 
Myself  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  wife. 
;    Kati..  Mov'd!  in  good  tiiae  :  Jet  him  that  mov'd  vqi^ 
\ .  hither^  .  _ . 
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Hemove  you  hence  :  I  knew  you  at  the  llrst^ 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.   Why,  what's  a  moveable  ? 

Kath.  A  joint-stool.' 

Pet.  Thou  hast  hit  it :  come,  sit  on  me. 

Kath.  Asses  are  made  to  bear,  and  so  are  you. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  so  are  you. 

Kath.  No  such  jade,  sir,  as  you,  if  me  you  mean. 

Pet.  Alas,  g-ood  Kate  !   I  will  not  burden  thee  : 
For,  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light, — 

Kath.  Too  light  for  such  a  swain  as  you  to  catch  ; 
-And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  should  be. 

Pet.  Should  be  ?  should  buz. 

Kath.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  O,  slow-wing'd  turtle  !  shall  a  buzzard  take  thee  t 

Kath.  Ay,  for  a  turtle  ;  as  he  takes  a  buzzard.* 

Pet.  Come, come,  you  wasp  ;  i'faith,  you  are  too  angry. 

Kath.  If  I  be  waspish,  best  beware  my  sting. 

Pet,  My  remedy  is  then,  to  pluck  it  out. 

Kath.  Ay,  if  the  fool  could  find  it  where  it  lies. 

Pet.  Who  knows  not  where  a  wasp  doth  wear  his  stin§^  ? 
In  his  tail. 

Kath.  In  his  tongue. 

Pet.  Whose  tongue  ? 

Kath.  Yours,  if  you  talk  of  tails  ;  and  so  farewell. 

Pet.  What,  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail  ?  nay,  come 
again, 
^ood  Kate  ;  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Kath.   That  I'll  try.  [Striking  himx 

Pet.  I  swear  I'll  cuiTyou,  if  you  strike  again. 

Kath.  So  may  you  lose  your  arras  : 
If  you  strike  me,  you  are  no  gentleman  ; 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why,  then  no  arms. 

Pet.  A  herald,  Kate  ?  O  put  me  in  thy  books. 

Kath.  What  is  your  crest  ?  a  coxcomb  ? 

Pet.     A  combless  cock,  so  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 
Kath.  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  craven.^ 

Pet.  Nay,  come,  Kate,  come  ;  you  must  not  look  so  sour. 

[1]  This  is  d  iiioverbial  expression.     STEEVENS. 

[2]  Perhaps  we  may  read  better— ^j/, /or  a  turVe,  and  he  takes  a  buzzard,  i.  e, 
»e  may  talte  me  for  a  turtle,  and  he  shall  find  me  a  hawk.    JOHNSON. 

[3]  A  craven  is  a  degenpTate,  dispirited  cock.     STEEVENS. 

Craven  was  a  term  also  ai»plied  to  those  who  in  appeals  of  battle  became  re-r 
■<Teant,  and  by  proDouncing  this  word,  called  for  quarter  from  their  opponents; 
•  ^  cvzaegtieflce  ef  ^rijich  was,  that  thejr  forever  after  were  deemtd  iaiamous. 
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Katk.   It  is  my  fashioji,  when  i  see  a  cra'b. 

Pet.   Why,  here's  no  crab  ;  and  therefore  look  not  soar- 

Kath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then  show  it  me. 

Kath.   Had  I  a  glass,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  face  ? 

Katk.  Well  aim'd  of  such  a  young  one. 

Pet.  Now,  by  saint  George,  I  am  too  young  for  you.. 

Kath.  Yet  you  are  withe r'd. 

Pet.  'Tis  with  cares. 

Knth.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Na}',  hear  you,  Kate  :  in  sooth,  you  'scape  not  S9; 

Kath.   I  chafe  you,  if  1  tarry  ;  let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit  ;   1  tind  you  passing  gentle. 
'Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  sullen. 
And  now  I  tind  report  a  very  liar  ; 
For  thou  art  pleasant,  gamesome,  passing  courteous  j 
But  slow  in  speech,  yet  sweet  as  spring-time  flowers : 
Thou  canst  not  frown,  thou  canst  not  look  askance. 
Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will  ; 
Nor  hast  thou  pleasure  to  be  cross  in  talk; 
But  thou  with  mildness  entertain'st  thy  wooers. 
With  gentle  conference,  soft  and  affable. 
"Why  does  the  world  report,  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 
O  slanderous  world  !  Kate,  like  the  hazle-twig. 
Is  straight  and  slender  ;  and  as  brown  in  hue, 
As  hazle  nuts,  and  sweeter  than  the  kernels. 
O,  let  me  see  thee  walk  :  thou  dost  not  halt. 

Kath.  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'st  command. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  so  become  a  grove, 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gait  ? 
O,  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate  ; 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chaste,  and  Dian  sportful ! 

Kath.   Where  did  you  study  all  this  goodly  speech^ 

Pet.   It  is  extempore  from  my  mother-wit. 
Kath.  A  witty  mother  !  witless  else  her  son. 
Pet.  Am  I  not  wise  ? 
Kath.  Yes  ;  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.  Marry,  so  I  mean,  sweet  Katharine,  in  thy  bed: 
And  therefore,  setting  all  this  chat  aside. 
Thus  in  plain  terms  : — Your  father  hath  consented 
That  you  shall  be  my  wife ;  your  dowry  'greed  on; 
An-^,  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
^QWg  Kate,  i  am  a  husband  for  your  turn  j 
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For,  by  this  light,  whereby  1  see  thy  beauty, 
{'I'hy  beaut}',  that  doth  make  me  hke  thee  well,) 
Thou  mast  be  married  to  no  man  but  me  : 
For  i  am  he,  am  born  to  lame  you,  Kate  ; 
And  bring-  you  from  a  wild  cat^  to  a  Kate 
Conformable,  as  other  household  Kates. 
Here  comes  your  father;  never  make  denial, 
I  must  and  will  have  Kathariue  to  my  wife. 

Re-enter  Baptjsta,  Gremio,  and  Tranio. 

Bap.  Now, 
Signior  Petnichio  :   How  speed  you  with 
My  daughter  ? 

Pet.  How  but  well,  sir  ?  how  bnt  well  ? 
It  were  impossible,  I  should  speed  amiss. 

Bap.   Why,  how  now,  daughter  Katiiarine  ?    in  your 
dumps  ? 

Katli.  Call  you  me,  daughter  ?  now  1  promise  yoUj 
You  have  show'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wish  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatic  ; 
A  mad-cap  rulhan,  and  a  swearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus, — yourself  and  all  the  world, 
Thattalk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amiss  of  her; 
If  siie  be  curs'd,  it  is  for  policy  : 
For  she's  not  froward,  but  modest  as  the  dove  ; 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morn  ; 
For  patience  she  will  prove  a  second  Grissel  ;* 
And  Roman  Lucrcce  for  her  chastity  : 
And  to  conclude, — we  have  'greed  so  well  together. 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding-day. 

Kath.   I'll  see  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  first. 

Gre.     Hark,     Petruchio !    she  says,    she'll    see    thee 
hang'd  first. 

Tra.   Is  this  your  speeding?    nay,    then,    good    night 
our  part ! 

Pet.  Be  patient,  gentlemen  ;  I  choose  her  for  myself  j 
If  she  and  1  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
*Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain,  being  alone, 
That  she  shall  still  be  curst  in  company. 
I  tell  you,  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  she  loves  me  :  O,  the  kindest  Kate  ! — 

[4]  The  e.iitorof  the  second  'olin  with  some  probability  reads-^rom  u  nUd  Kat 
^'.jiiin?  rerlHitily     il.)     \1  ALONE 

[5]  rhe  story  of  ijvistl  is  to  be  fouad  among  \h&  compositions  of  tie  Freadlfc 
rabliers.    DOUCE, 
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She  hung-  about  my  neck  ;  an  J  'J--  on  ki?s 
She  vied  so  fast,  protesting  oath  oii  cath, 
That  in  a  tvviiik  ?he  won  tne  to  her  love. 
O,  you  are  novices  !   'tis  a  world  to  see, 
How  tarKe,  whtn  men  and  wouicn  are  nK-ne, 
A  meacock  wretch^  can  ojake  the  cur.stest  shrew. 
— Give  me  thy  hand.  Kate  :    f  will  iinto  Venice, 
To  buy  apparel  'gainst  the  wedding-day  : — 
Provide  the  feast,  fsther,  and  bid  the  guests ; 
I  will  be  sure,  ray  Katharine  shall  be  tine. 

Bap.   I  know  not  what  to  say  :  but  give  Rie  your  hanJs; 
— God  send  you  joy,  Petruchio  !   'tis  a  match. 

Gre.   Tra.  Amen,  sny  we  :  we  will  be  witnesses. 

Pet.   Father,  and  wife,  and  gentlemen,  adieu  ; 
I  will  to  Venice,  Sunday  comes  apace  :— 
Vv^e  will  have  rings,  and  things,  and  line  array  ; 
And  kiss  me,  Kate,   we  will  be  married  o'  Simday. 

[Kxc.  Pet.  and  Kath.  severalty 

Gre.   Was  ever  match  clapp'd  up  so  suddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith,  gentlemen,  now  1  play  a  merchant's  part;. 
And  venture  madly  on  a  desperate  mart. 

Tra.   'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you  : 
'Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perish  on  the  seas. 

Bap.   The  gain  I  seek  is — quiet  in  the  match. 

Gre.  No  doubt,  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch. 
But  now,  Baptista,  to  your  younger  daughter  ;— 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  hv  ; 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  suitor  tirst. 

Tra.  And  I  am  one,  that  love  Bianca  more 
Than  words  can  witness,  or  your  thoughts  can  guess. 

Gre.   Youngling  !  thou  canst  not  love  so  dear  as  1. 

Tra.  Grey-beard  !  thy  love  doth  freeze. 

Gre.   But  thine  doth  fry.^ 
Skipper,  stand  back  ;  'tis  age,  thatnourisheth. 

Tra.  But  youth,  in  ladies'  eyes  that  flourisheth. 

f6]  1.  e.  a  timorous  dastardly  creature.     STEEVENS. 
'""■'  lid  Gremio's  notions  are  confirmed  by  Shadwell : 

"  The  fire  of  love  in  youthful  blood. 

Like  what  is  kindled  in  brush- wood. 
But  for  the  moment  burns  : 

But  when  rrept  into  ager*  veins. 

It  slowly  burns,  and  Ion?  remains  ; 

It  ?lows,  and  with  a  sullen  heat, 

Li^e  fire  in  logs,  it  burns,  and  warms  us  long; 

And  though  the  flame  be  not  so  'reHt, 

Yet  is  the  heat  »3  stroi<g."    JOflKSOy. 
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Bap.  Content  yt)u,  gentlemen  ;  I'll  componn(1  this  strife; 
'Tis  deeds  njust  win  tiie  prize  ;   and  he,  of  both, 
That  can  assure  my  daughter  greatest  dower, 
Shall  have  Bianca's  love. 
— Say,  sig:nior  Gremio,  what  can  you  assure  her  ? 

Gre.   First,  as  you  know,  m}'  house  within  the  citj 
Is  richly  furnished  with  plate  and  gold  ; 
Basons,  and  ewers,  to  lave  her  dainty  hands  i 
My  hangings  all  of  Tyrian  tapestry  : 
In  ivory  colTers  I  have  stnfi'M  my  crowns  ; 
In  cypress  chests  my  arras,  counterpoints,' 
Costly  apparel,  tents,  and  canopies, 
Fine  linen,  Turkey  cushions  hoss'd  with  pearl. 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needle-work. 
Pewter  and  brass,^  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  house,  or  house-keeping:  then,  at  my  farm, 
I  have  a  hundred  miich-kine  to  the  pail, 
Sixscore  fat  oxen  standing  in  my  stalls. 
And  all  things  answerable  to  this  portion. 
Myself  am  struck  in  years,  1  nuist  confess  ; 
And,  if  I  die  to-morrow,  this  is  hers. 
If,  whilst  I  live,  she  will  be  only  mine. 

Ti-a.  That  o7ibj  came  well  in. — Sir,  list  to  me,- 
I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  son  : 
If  i  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 
ril  leave  her  houses  three  or  four  as  good.. 
Within  rich  Pisa  walls,  as  any  one 
Old  signior  Gremio  has  in  Padua  ; 
Besides  two  thousand  ducats  by  the  year, 
Of  fruitful  land,  all  which  shall  be  her  jointure.— 
What,  have  1  pinch'd  you,  signior  Gremio  ? 

Gre.  Two  thousand  ducats  by  the  year,  of  land! 
My  land  amounts  not  to  so  much  in  all : 
That  she  shall  have  ;  besides  an  argosy, 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marseilles'  road  : — 
What,  have  Tchok'd  you  with  an  argosy  ? 

Tra.  Gremio,  'tis  known,  my  father  hath  no  les» 
Than  three  great  argosies  ;  besides  two  galliasses,* 
And  twelve  tight  gallies  :  these  1  will  assure  her,     


[8]  Counterpoints  were  in  ancieut  times  extremely  cnstly  In  Wat  Tyler's  re-- 
^ellirui,  bitowe  iniorms  us,  vhen  the  insursetits  broke  in!-;  the  wanlrobe  in  the  Sa- 
Tov,  they  destroyed  a  -'overlet,  worth  a  thoiisam!  marks.     MA  LONE 

(9]  We  may  suppose  tliat  pevter  was.  even  in  the  time  of  Q.ueeu  Elizabeth.  to» 
■costly  to  he  used  in  coaimoi).     PTEEVKNB 

(1]  A  .'a.Vrjj  or  nHUnss,  is  a  licaw  I'lw  built  vessel  of  Ijurtheii.  'Mth  both  saiiS 
t^  oajrs,  partakiflg  at  once  oi  tbe  nature  of  a  eliip  aatl  a  gallejr-    STBE VEIN'S. 
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And  twice  as  much,  whate'er  thou  offer'st  next. 

Gre.   Nay,  I  hdve  oiier'd  all,  1  have  no  more  ; 
And  siie  can  have  no  more  than  all  I  have  ; — 
if  you  like  me,  she  shall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why,  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the  world, 
By  your  fina  promise  ;  Gremio  is  out-vied.' 

Bap.  I  must  confess,  your  offer  is  the  best; 
And,  let  your  father  m'jke  her  the  assurance, 
She  is  your  own  ;  else,  you  must  pardon  me  : 
if  you  should  die  before  him,  where's  her  dower  ? 

Tra.  That's  but  a  cavil  ;  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Gre.  And  may  not  young  men  die,  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap.  V/ell,  gentlemen, 
I  am  thus  resolv'd  : — On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
My  daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  married  : 
Now,  on  the  Sunday  following,  shall  Bianca, 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  assurance  ; 
If  not,  to  signior  Gremio  : 
And  so  1  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.  [Exit: 

Gre.  Adieu,  good  neighbour. — Now  I  fear  thee  not  ; 
Sirrah,  young  gamester,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all,  and,  in  his  waning  age, 
Set  foot  under  thy  table  :    Tut !  a  toy  ! 
An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  so  kind,  my  boy.  [Exit. 

Tra.  A  vengeaTiCe  on  3  our  crafty  wither'd  hide  1 
Yet  I  have  fac'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten. ^ 
'Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  master  good  : — 
I  see  no  reason,  but  suppos'd  Lucentio 
Must  get  a  father,  call'd — suppos'd  Vincentio  ; 
And  that's  a  wonder  :  fathers,  commonly, 
Do  get  their  children  ;  but,  in  this  case  of  wooing, 
A  child  shall  get  a  sire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning. 

[Exit. 


[2]  This  is  a  term  at  the  old  game  of  sJeek.  When  one  man  was  vUd  upon  aur 
ether,  he  was  ?aid  to  be  cui-vud.     STEEVENS. 

Vye  and  revvc  vere  terms  at  cards,  no'P"  superseded  by  the  more  modern  word, 
brav.  The  words  were  trequently  used  in  a  sense  somewhat  remote  from  the  origi- 
nal one.  In  the  famous  trial  c<  "tfie  seven  bi.shops,  the  chief  justice  says:  "  We 
must  not  permit  vying  and  revying  upon  one  another."     FARMER. 

[3]  That  is,  with  the  highest  card,  in  the  nld  simple  games  of  our  ancestors.  S* 
that  this  became  a  proverbial  expression      WARBURTON 

As  we  are  on  the  subiect  nf  cards,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  taVe  notice  of  a  com- 
mon blunder  relative  to  their  r»mes.  Vv'e  eail  Uie  king,  queen,  aurt  knave,  covr^- 
cards,  whereas  tiiev'  were  ancicctly  deaoEciaated  coats,  or  ceat'Cfirds,  imm  t!|«3'r 
waii  or  dresies.    STEEVE'S;;. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — J  Room  in  Baptista's  House.     Enter  Lucen- 

TIO,   IIORTENSIO,  and  ElANCA. 

Luccniio. 
FiDDLzu,  forbear  ;  you  grow  too  forward,  sir  : 
Have  you  so  soon  forgot  the  entertainment 
Her  sistsr  Katharine  welcomVJ  you  withal  ? 

Ilor.   But,  wrangling  pedant,  this  is 
The  patroness  of  heavenly  hanriony  : 
Then  give  me  leave  to  liave  prerogative; 
And  when  in  music  we  have  spent  an  hour, 
Your  lecture  shall  have  leisure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Preposterous  ass  !  tliat  never  read  so  far 
To  know  the  cause  why  music  vv-as  ordainM  ! 
Was  it  not,  to  refresh  the  mind  of  man, 
After  his  studies,  or  his  usual  pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philosophy, 
And,  while  I  pause,  serve  in  your  harmony. 

Hor.  Sirrah,  1  will  not  bear  these  braves  of  thine. 

Bian.  Why,  gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong, 
To  strive  for  that  which  resteth  in  my  choice  : 
I  ana  no  breeching  scholar  in  the  schools  ; 
I'll  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  'pointed  times, 
But  learn  my  lessons  as  1  please  myself. 
And,  to  cut  off  all  strife,  here  sit  we  down  : — 
Take  you  your  instnmient,  play  you  the  whiles  ; 
His  lecture  will  be  done,  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Hor.  You'll  leave  his  lecture  when  I  am  in  tune  ? 

\To  BiANCA. — HoRTENsio  retir€s\ 

Luc.  That  will  be  never  ;    -tune  youi-  instrument. 

Bian.  Where  left  we  last  ? 

Lite.   Here,  Madam  : — 
Hue  ihat  Simois  ;  hie  est  Sigeia  tellus  ; 
Hie  steterat  Priaini  regia  celsa  senis. 

Bian.  Construe  them. 

Luc.  Hac  ibat,  as  I  told  you  before, — Simois,  I  am 
Lucentio, — hie  est,  son  unto  Vincentio  of  Pisa, — Sigeia  tel- 
lus, disguised  tlius  to  get  your  love  ; — Hie  steterat,  and 
that  Lucentio  that  comes  a  wooing, — Friami,  is  my  man 
Tranio, — regia,  bearing  my  port, — celsa  senis,  that  we 
might  beguile  the  old  p'antaloon.^ 
^         '  [ij  Tiie  old  cully  in  lullaa  farces.    JOHNSON. 
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Hor.  Madam,  my  instrument's  in  tune.  [Returning. 

Bian.  Let's  iiear  ; —  [HoRTE^rsio/?/a2/*. 

0  fye  !  the  treble  jars. 

Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 

Blan.  Now  let  me  see  if  I  can  construe  it  :  Hac  that 
Siiiwisy  I  know  you  not  ; — lac  est  Sigeia  tellns,  1  trust  you 
not ; — Hie  stcterat  Priami,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not  ;* — 
rcgia,  presume  not ; — celsa  se/iis,  despair  not. 

Hor.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc.  Ail  but  the  base. 

Hor.  The  base  is  right;  'tis  the  base  knave  that  jars. 
How  liery  and  forward  our  pedant  is  ! 
Now,  for  my  life,  tlie  knave  doth  court  my  love  : 
Pedascule,  I'll  watch  you  better  yet. 

Bian.   In  time  I  ma;/  believe,  yet  I  mistrust. 

Luc.  Mistrust  it  not ;  for,  sure,  yEacides 
Was  Ajax, — call'd  so  fi-om  Lis  grandfather. 

Bian.  I  must  believe  my  master  ;  else,  I  promise  you, 

1  should  be  arguing  still  upon  that  doubt : 
B.it  let  it  rest. — Now,  Licio,  to  you  : — 
Good  masters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleasant  with  you  both. 

Hor.  You  may  go  walk,   [To  Lucentio.]  and  give  me 
leave  a  while ; 
My  lessons  make  no  music  in  three  parts. 

Luc.    Are  you  so  formal,  sir  ?  well,  I  must  wait, 
And  watch  v*ithal ;  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Our  tine  musician  groweth  amorous.  [Aside 

Hor.  3Iadam,  before  you  touch  the  instrument. 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  lingering, 
I  must  begin  with  rudiments  of  art ; 
To  teach  you  gamut  in  a  briefer  sort, 
More  pleasant,  pithy,  and  eSbctual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade  : 
And  there  it  is  in  writing,  fairly  drawn. 

Bia7i.  Why,  I  am  past  lyij  gamut  long  ago. 

Hor.  Yet  read  the  gamut  of  Hortensio. 

Bian.   [Reads.]  Gamut  /  i  m,  the  ground  of  all  accordi^ 
A  re,  to  plead  Hortensia's  passion  ; 

B  mi,  Bianca,  take  him  for  ihy  lord, 
C  faut,  that  loves  Tn-ith  all  ajfection,  : 

D  sol  re,  one  cUff,  two  notes  have  I; 
E  la  mil  sho'io  pity,  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this — gamut  ?  tut !  I  like  it  not : 
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Old  iltshiun*  piersse  me  best ;  I  am  not  so  nicCj 
To  chang;e  true  rules  for  odd  inventions. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Mistress,  your  father  pra^s  you  leave  your  books, 
And  help  to  dress  your  sister's  chamber  up  ; 
You  know,  to-morrow  is  the  wedding-day. 
.     Bian.  Farewell,  sweet  masters,  both  ;  I  must  be  gone. 

[Exe.  BiANCA  and  Servant. 

Luc.  Faith,  Biistress,  then  I  have  no  cause  to  stay.   [Exit. 

Hor.  But  1  have  cause  to  pry  into  this  pedant ; 
Methinks,  he  looks  as  though  he  were  in  love  : — 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  so  humble. 
To  cast  thy  wand'ring  eyes  on  every  stale, 
Seize  thee,  that  list :   if  once  1  fmd  thee  ranging, 
Hortensio  will  be  quit  witii  thee  by  changing.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

The  same.     Before  Baptista's   House.     Enter   Baptista, 

Gremio,  Tranio,   Katharina,  Bianca,  Lucentio,  and 

Attendants. 

Bap.  Signior  Lucentio,  [2\>  Tranio.]  this  is  the  'point- 
ed day 
That  Katharine  and  Petruchio  should  be  married, 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  son-in-law  : 
What  will  be  said  1  what  mockery  will  it  be. 
To  want  the  bridegroom,  when  the  priest  attends 
To  speak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marriage  ? 
What  says  Lucentio  to  this  shame  of  ours  ? 

Kath.   No  shame  but  mine  :   1  must,  forsooth,  be  forc'd 
To  give  my  hand,  oppos'd  against  my  heart. 
Unto  a  mad-brain'd  rudesb}^  full  of  spleen  ;* 
Who  woo'd  in  haste,  and  means  to  wed  at  leisure. 
\  told  you,  I,  he  was  a  frantic  fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  jests  in  blunt  behaviour: 
And,  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man, 
He'll  woo  a  thousand,  'point  the  day  of  marriage, 
Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  banns  j 
Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Kow  must  the  world  point  at  poor  Katharine, 
And  say, — Lo,  there  is  mad  Petruchio' s  ^ife, 
If  it  would  please  him  come  and  marrij  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Katharine,  and  Baptista  too; 
Fpon  my  life,  Petruchio  means  but  w.^ll, 

[5]  That  h,  fail  of  huffiGur,  caprice  jind  incoiistaiicy,        JUHJNbQI^. 
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Whci Lever  fortune  stays  him  froin  his  word  : 
Though  he  be  l»lant,  1  know  him  prissing  wise  ; 
Though  he  be  rnerns  j'^et  withal  he's  honest. 

Kaifi,  'Would  Katharine  haJ  never  seen  him  though  ! 

[Exit,  zveeping,  foliroi'ad  by  Bianca,  and  others. 

Bap.   Go,  girl  ;   I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep; 
For  such  an  injury  would  vex  a  Sdint, 
Much  more  a  shrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 
Eiiler  BioxDELLo. 

Bion.  Master,  master !  news,  old  news,  and  such  news 
as  you  never  heard  of! 

Bap.   Is  it  new  and  o!d  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 

Bion.  Why,  is  it  not  news,  to  hear  of  Petruchio's 
coming  ? 

Bap.   Is  he  come  ? 

Bion.   Why,  no,  sir. 

Baj).   What  then  ? 

Bion.  He  is  corning. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here  ? 

Bion.  When  he  stands  where  I  am,  and  sees  you  there. 

Tra.  But,  say,  what : — To  thine  old  news. 

Bioii.  Why,  Petruchio  is  coming,  in  a  new  hat,  and 
an  old  jerkin  }  a  pair  of  old  breeches,  thrice  turned  ;  a 
pair  of  boots  that  have  been  candle-cases,  one  buckled, 
another  laced ;  an  old  rusty  sword  ta'en  out  of  the 
town-armorj^,  with  a  broken  hilt,  and  chapeless  ;  with 
two  broken  points  :^  His  horse  hipped  with  an  old  mothy 
saddle,  the  stirrups  of  no  kindred  :  besides,  possessed 
with  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mose  in  the  chine  ;  trou- 
<bied  with  the  lampasc,  infected  with  the  fashions,  full  of 
windgalls,  sped  with  spavins,  raied  vv'ith  the  yellows,  past 
cure  of  the  fives,'^  stark  spoiled  with  the  staggers,  be- 
gnawn  with  the  bots  ;  swayed  in  the  back,  and  shoulder- 
shotten  ;  near-legged  before,®  and  with  a  half-checked 
bit,  and  a  head-stall  of  shee^^'s  leather;  which,  being  re- 
strained to  keep  him  from  stumbling,  hath  been  often 
burst,  and  now  repaired  with  knots :  one  girt  six  times 
pieced,  and  a  woman's  crupper  of  velure,  which  hath 

[5]  The  brr-kert  poirJs  n^isht  be  the  two  broken  ta^s  to  the  laces.     TOLLET. 

[7]  l*a»/;io»i.— So  CHile-J  in  tbe  west  o"  Englanri,  but  by  the  best  writers  OB 
farriery,. /flrc.'nf.  or  /'a'-cy.—Fiv^s.  So  .:a!iei  in  the  ^^est  :  v'Vej  elseivhere  and 
avives  by  tne  Fret  h";  a  "^istemppr  in  horses,  little  di.Terine  from  the  stran,'-:?.?. 

[6]  5.  e  fownJer' '  in  his  fore-feet;  having  »s  the  jockies  term  it,  never  ti  fort 
leg  to  st*a(l  oa.    M  ALONE- 


286  TAMING  OF  ACT  III. 

two  letters  for  her  nanie,  i"uiiy  set  down  in  studs,  and 
here  anu  there    pie-  ad  with  packthread. 

B'-p.   Who  coraes  with  hirn  I 

Bion.  O,  sir,  his  lackey,  lor  all  the  world  caparison- 
ed like  the  horse;  with  a  Jnen  stock  on  oae  leg,  and 
a  kersey  boot-hose  on  the  oiher,  gartered  wilh  a  red  and 
blue  list;  an  old  hat,  and  The  humour  of  forty  fancies 
pricked  in't  for  a  feather  :^  a  monster,  a  v<^ry  mont>tcr  in 
aj/parei  ;  and  not  like  a  chrioUaa  foot-boy,  or  a  g-entle- 
man's  Jankey. 

Tra.  'Tis  some  odd  hnmoiir  pricks  him  to  this  fashion; 
—Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  hut  m^^an  apparell'd. 

Bap.   [  am  glad  he  is  cojoe,  howsoe'er  he  comes. 

Bion.  Why,  sir,  he  comes  noi. 

Bap.   Didst  thou  not  say,  he  conies  ? 

Blnii.   Who?  that  Peiruchio  came  ? 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Petruchio  came. 

Bion.  No,  sir ;  I  say,  his  horse  comes  with  him  on  his 
back. 

Bop.  Vv'hy,  that's  all  one. 

Bion.  Nay,  by  samt  Jamy,  I  hold  you  a  penny, 
A.  horse  and  a  nun  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 
Enter  Petkuchio  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  these  gallants  ?  who  is  at  home? 

Bap.   You  are  welcome,  sir. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.   And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  so  well  apparell'd 
As  I  wish  you  were. 

Pet.   Were  it  better  I  should  rush  in  thn^. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  where  is  my  lovely  bride  ?— 
How  does  my  father  ? — Gentles,  methinks  you  frown  : 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company  ; 
As  if  they  saw  some  wondrous  monument. 
Some  comet,  or  unusual  prodigy  ? 

Bap.   Why,  sir,  you  know  this  is  your  wedding-day: 

[9]  This  was  some  ballad  or  drollery  of  that  time,  which  the  poet  here  ridiculea, 
by  raakins  Petruchio  prick  it  up  in  his  foot  boy's  hat  for  a  leaiher.  His  spf^ikers 
are  perpetually  quoting  srraps  and  stanzas  of  ballads,  aod  olten  very  obsru.oly; 
for  so  well  -Arp.  they  a'la|ite<J  to  the  occasion,  that  they  see ra  of  a  pirce  with  'he 
Test.  In  Shakespeare's  time,  the  kingdom  wa~  over-run  with  t'lese  do^^^rel  cittHio- 
sitions.  Ah'I  he  seems  to  have  borne  them  a  very  canicular  grudge  ,  He  fre- 
quently ridicules  both  them  and  their  makers  with  oxceileut  humour. 

'VAHBUl^  roN". 

T  have  some  doubts  conrernine;  this  interpr^fat'on.  AJ'anrj  appears  to  have 
been  -iKmc  or"a,Tte,it  worn  formei-iy  in  the  hi^  A  fancy,  howiever,  me^otalso* 
Idve-soiig,  or  sonnet,  or  other  poem.    MALOJNE. 
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First  were  v/g  sn.c],  fearing  you  wotihl  not  come  , 
No^v,  sadder,  that  you  c.onie  so  unprovided. 
Fye  !  doff  this  habit,  siiame  to  your  estate, 
An  eye-sore  to  our  solemn  festival. 

Tra.   And  tell  us,  what  occasion  of  iaiport 
Hath  all  so  long-  detain'd  you  from  \i)ur.wife, 
And  sent  ycu  hither  so  urdike  yourself? 

Pet.   Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harsh  to  hear; 
Sufiice'h,  I  am  come  to  keep  my 'word. 
Though  in  soms  part  enforced  to  digress  ; 
Which,  at  more  leisure,  I  will  so  excuse 
As  you  shall  well  be  satisfied  withal. 
B'lt,  where  is  Kate  ?  I  stay  too  long  from  her  ; 
The  morning  wears,  'tis  time  we  \vere  at  church. 

Tra.  See  not  your  bride  in  these  unreyerent  robes  ; 
Go  to  my  chamber,  put  on  clothes  of  mine. 

Pet.   Not  I,  believe  me  ;  thus  Tli  visit  her. 

Bap.   But  thu«,  ]  tru^t,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet.  Good  sooth,  even  ihus  ;  therefore  have  done  with 
words  ; 
To  me  she's  married,  not  unto  my  clothes  : 
Could  i  repair  what  she  will  wear  in  me, 
As  I  can  change  these  poor  accoutrements, 
'Twere  well  fur  Kate,  and  better  for  m3self. 
B'w't  what  a  fool  am  I,  to  chat  with  you. 
When  I  should  bid  good-morrow  to  my  bride, 
And  seal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kiss  ?  [Eae.  Pet.  ^c. 

Tra.  He  hath  some  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 
We  will  persuade  him,  be  it  [iossible. 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Bap.   I'll  after  him,  and  see  the  event  of  this.        [Exit. 

Tra.   But,  sir,  to  her  love  concerneth  us  to  add 
Her  father's  liking:    Which  to  bring  to  pass, 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  worship, 
I  am  to  get  a  man, — whate'er  he  be, 
It  skills  not  much  ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  turn, — 
And  he  shall  be  Vincentio  of  Pisa  ; 
And  m^ke  assurance,  here  in  Padua, 
Of  gr^-ater  sums  than  I  have  promised. 
So  ^hall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope, 
And  marry  sweet  Bianca  with  consent. 

Luc.   Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  schoolmaster 
Doth  watch  Bi:u(ca'h  ^^tejjs  so  narrowly, 
'Ttvere  good,  methinks,  to  steal  our  marriage  ; 
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Which  once  perf-^rm-d,  let  ail  the  world  say— no, 
I'll  keep  ?iiine  own,  despite  of  all  the  world. 

J^ra.   That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into, 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  business  : 
We'll  over-reach  the  greybeard,  Gremio, 
The  narrow-prving  father,  Minola  ; 
The  quaint  musician,  amorous  Licio  ; 
All  for  m}'  master's  sake,  Luccntio. — 
Re-enter  Gremio. 
Signior  Gremio  !  came  you  from  the  church  ? 

Gre.  As  wiHingly  as  e'er  I  came  Aom  school. 

Tra.  And  is  the  bride  and  bridegroom  coming  home  ? 

Gre.   A  bridegroom,  say  you  ?  'tis  a  groom  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  shall  find. 

Tra.   Curster  than  she  ?  why,  'tis  impossible. 

Gre,   Why,  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 

7>a.   Why,  she's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam« 

Gre.  Tut!  she's  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him. 
I'll  tell  you,  sir  Lucentio  ;    When  the  priest 
Should  ask — if  Katharine  should  be  his  wife. 
Ay,  by  gGgs-nwuns,  quoth  he  ;  and  swore  so  loud. 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  priest  let  fall  the  book  : 
And,  as  he  stoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
The  mad-brain'd  bridegroom  took  him  such  a  cufif, 
That  down  fell  priest  and  book,  and  book  and  priest ) 
jYow  take  ihein  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  list. 

Tra.   What  said  the  wench,  when  he  arose  again  ? 

Gre.  'iVembled  and  shook  ;   for  why,  he  stamp'd,  ani 
swore, 
As  if  the  vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  ceremonies  done, 
He  calls  for  wine  : — A  health,  quoth  he  ;  as  if 
He  had  been  aboard,  carousing  to  his  mates 
After  a  storm  : — quaff'd  off  the  muscadel,' 
And  threw  the  sops  all  in  the  sexton's  face  ; 
Having  no  other  reason, — 

[1]  Quaffed  >iff  the  niuscadol. — It  appears  from  this  passage,  and  tue  fnlloi.'iag 
one  in  'Iht  History  uf  the  Tno  Maids  of  Mon-clacke,  a  comedy  by  Robert  Ariniiii 
16ort,  that  it  k^as  the  custoL-i  to  drink  wine  immediately  alter  the  marriage  cere- 
mony.    Arnnin's  pjay  bftpiu^  Ihi's  : 

"  Enter  a  Maid  striving  /ioivers,  and  a  servitig-man  perfuming  the  door. 
*'  Mii'd.  Strew,  slrt'iv. 

*'  Man.  The  nivscadinf  stays  for  the  bride  at  church. 
"  The  priest  an  i  Hyuien's  ceremonies  'tend 
"  To  make  them  mar  and  wife  "     iSTEEVKNS. 
The  fasnion  of  introducing  a  ho^^l  of  wine  into  the  ohiiP'ti  at  a  wedding,  to  tit 
drank  by  thi-  Ijride  and  briitegroom,  aii>i  iJpTsons  j)r.';ent,  ^^a2  very  <in  iently  a  f  on- 
stBUt  ceremony  ;  and  as  appears  from  this  paesage,  not  abolished  in  our  aui.hnv'r-  u^e. 

T.  WAHTON. 
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But  that  his  beard  grew  thin  and  hungerly, 
And  seem'd  to  ask  him  sops  as  he  was  drinking. 
This  done,  he  took  the  bride  about  the  neck  ; 
And  kiss'd  her  lips  with  such  a  clamorous  smack, 
That,  at  the  parting,  all  the  church  did  echo.^ 
I,  seeing  this,  came  thence  for  very  shame  ; 
And  after  me,  I  know,  the  rout  is  coming  : 
Such  a  mad  marriage  never  was  before  ; 
Hark,  hark !  I  hear  the  minstrels  play.  [Music. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,   Biaxca,  Baptista,  Hor- 
TENSio,  Grumio,  and  Train. 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  Ihank  you  for  your  pains. 
1  know,  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to-day, 
And  have  prepar'd  great  store  of  wedding  cheer ; 
But  so  it  is,  my  haste  doth  call  me  hence, 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

Bap.  Is"t  possible,  you  will  away  to-night? 

Pet.  I  must  away  to-day,  before  night  come  :— 
Make  it  no  wonder  ;  if  you  knew  my  business. 
You  would  entreat  me  rather  go  than  stay. 
And,  honest  company,  I  thank  you  all. 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  myself 
To  this  most  patient,  sweet,  and  virtuous  v/ife  : 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me  ; 
For  I  must  hence,  and  farewell  to  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  us  entreat  you  stay  till  after  dinner. 
.  Pet.  It  may  not  be. 

Gre.  Let  me  entreat  you. 

Pet.   It  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  entreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content. 

Kath.  Are  you  content  to  stay  ? 

Pet.  I  am  content  you  shall  entreat  me  stay  ; 
But  yet  not  stay,  entreat  me  how  you  can. 

Kath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  stay. 

Pet.  Grumio,  my  horses. 

Gru.  Ay,  sir,  they  be  ready  j  the  oats  have  eaten  the 
horses.* 

Kaih.  Nay,  then, 
Do  what  thou  canst,  I  will  not  go  to-day ; 

fl  ]  It  appears  that  this  was  also  part  of  the  marriage  ceremo:iial.     FTEEVErTS. 
[2]  There  is  stiJI  a  ludicrous  expression  used  ivhen  horses  hci\e  staid  so  long  In  ?. 
place  as  to  have  eaten  more  than  they  are  worth — viz.  that  lliciT  heads  are  too  bis 
for  the  iiallc-door.    STEEVEKS. 

19  Vol.  III.  N 
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N"o,  nor  lu-inorrow,  nor  till  !  please  mvselt; 
The  door  is  open,  sir,  there  lies  3'oiir  v/ay. 
Vou  may  be  jogging,  whiles  your  boots  are  green  ; 
Forme,  Til  not  be  gone,  till  I  please  mwself: — 
'Tis  hke,  you'll  prove  a  jolly  surly  groom, 
-That  take  it  on  you  at  the  jfirst  so  roundly. 

Vet.  O,  Kate,  content  thee  ;  pr'\thee,be  not  angry. 

Kath.   I  will  be  angry  ;  What  hast  thou  to  do  ? 
— Father,  be  quiet ;  he  shall  stay  my  leisure.     , 

Gre.  Ay,  marry,  sir  :  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Kath.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal  dinner: — 
I  see,  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool, 
If  she  had  not  a  spirit  to  resist. 

Pet.  They  shall  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  command; 
-—Obey  the  bride,  you  that  attend  on  her: 
Go  to^the  feast,  revel  and  domineer. 
Carouse  full  measure  to  her  maidenhead, 
Be  mad  and  merry, — or  go  hang  yourselves  ; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  she  must  with  me. 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  stamp,  nor  stare,  nor  fret; 
I  will  be  master  of  what  is  mine  own  : 
She  is  ra}^  goods,  my  chattels  ;  she  is  my  house, 
Hy  hoasehold-stuff,  my  field,  my  barn, 
My  horse,  iny  ox,  ray  ass,'*  my  any  thing  ; 
J\nd  here  she  stands,  touch  her  wiioever  dare  ; 
rii  bring  my  action  en  the  proudest  he 
That  stops  my  way  in  Padua^. — Grumio, 
Draw  forth  thy  weapon  ;  \^^^re  beset  with  thieves.; 
Hescue  thy  mistress,  if  thou  be  a  man  : — 
Fear  not,  sweet  wench,  they  shall  not  touch  thee,  Kate  ; 
I'll  buckler  thee  against  a  million,   [Kx.  Pet.  Kath.  <Sf  Gru. 

Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Gre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  1  should  die  with  laughing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  v/as  the  like  ! 

Luc.  Mi:- tress,  whai's  your  opinion  of  your  sister  ? 

Bian.  That,  being  mad  herself,  she's  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I  warrant  him,  Petruchio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  friends,  though  bride   and  bride- 
groom wants 
jFor  io  supply  the  places  at  the  table, 
You  know,  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feast;— 
Lucentio,  you  shall  supply  the  bridegroom's  place  ; 

f4j  Alluding  to  the  tenth  comman(i;Dent :  "—thou  shult  not  covet  thy  QCigk- 
bniir'8  koms,  nor  his  ox,  nor  his  ffjr.'*      IHTSON. 
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And  let  Bianca  take  her  sister's  room. 

Tra.   Shall  sweet  Bianca  practise  how  to  bride  it  ? 
Bap.  She  shall,  Lucentio. — Come,  gentlemen,  let's  go. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  ly. 

SCENE  I.— A  Hall  in  PETRucnio's  Country  House.     En- 
ter GRUMro. 

Grumio. 

Fye,  iye,  on  all  tired  jades !  on  all  mad  masters  !  an^ 
all  foul  ways  !  Was  ever  man  so  beaten  ?  was  ever  man 
so  rayed  ?^  was  ever  man  so  weary  ?  I  am  sent  before  to 
make  a  lire,  and  they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them. 
Now,  were  not  I  a  little  pot,  and  soon  hot,  my  very  lips 
might  freeze  to  my  teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my 
mouth,  my  heart  in  my  belly,  ere  1  should  come  by  a  tire 
to  thaw  me  : — But,  I,  with  blowing  the  fire,  shall  warm 
myself;  for,  considering  the  weather,  a  taller  man  than  1 
will  take  cold. — Holla,  hoa  !  Curtis  ! 
E  ler  Curtis. 

Curt.   Who  is  that,  calls  so  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  piece  of  ice  :  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may'si. 
slide  from  my  shoulder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater  a  run 
but  my  head  and  my  neck.     A  fire,  good  Curtis. 

Curt.   Is  my  master  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio  ? 

Gru.  O,  ay,  Curtis,  ay  :  and  therefore  fire,  fire  ;  cast 
on  no  water. 

Curt.   Is  she  so  hot  a  shrew  as  she's  reported  ? 

Gru.  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  this  frost  :  but, 
thou  knov/'st,  winter  tames  man,  woman,  and  beast  :  for 
it  hath  tamed  my  old  master,  and  my  new  mistress,  and 
myself,  fellow  Curtis. 

Cvrt.  Away,  you  three-inch  fool  !^  I  am  no  beast. 

Gru.  Am  I  hut  three  inches  :  why,  thy  horn  is  a  foot; 

t5]  That  is.  wa«  ever  maD  so  marked  with  lashes.     JOHNSON. 
I  rather  means  bcivayed,  i.  e  ma.ie  dirfy.     So  Spenser,  speaking  of  a  fountaiilj 
"  Which  she  increased  with  her  bleeriing  heart, 
Atifi  the  cleao  «^aves  with  purple  gcre  did  rav.'* 
Again,  in  book  HI.  canf.  8  st.  32. 

'•  Who  whiles  the  piteou;*  lady  ijp  did  rise. 
Rii'Hed  anri  fouJlv  rcvV  with'filthy  soil."    TOI.LET. 
f6]  i.  e.  viHtask-;!!  three  iccbes  thick,  a  phrase  taken  from  the  thicker  sort  of 
plauti.    WAKBUKTON. 
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and  so  long  am  I,  at  the  least.  But  wilt  thou  make  a  fire, 
or  shall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  mistress,  whose  hand 
(she  being  now  at  hand,)  thou  shalt  soon  feel^  to  thy  cold 
comfort,  for  beini^  slow  in  thy  hot  office. 

Curt.  I  pr'ythee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  How  goes  the 
world  ? 

Gru.  A  cold  world,  Curtis,  In  every  office  but  thine  ; 
and,  therefore,  fire  j  Do  thy  duty,  and  have  thy  duty  ; 
for  my  master  and  mistress  are  almost  frozen  to  death. 

Curt.  There's  fire  ready  ;  And  therefore,  good  Gru- 
mio, the  news  ? 

Gru.  Why,  Jack  boy !  ho  hey ."'  and  as  much  news  as 
thou  wilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  so  full  of  conycatching ; — 

Gru.  Why,  therefore,  fire  ;  for  I  have  caught  ex- 
treme cold.  Where's  the  cook  ?  is  supper  read}^  the 
house  trimmed,  rushes  strewed,  cobwebs  swept  ;  the 
serving-men  in  tlieir  new  fustian,  their  white  stockings, 
and  every  officer  his  wedding-garment  on  ?  Be  the  jaclcs 
fair  within,  the  jills  fair  without,^  the  carpets  laid,^  and 
every  thing  in  order  ? 

Curt.  All  ready  ;  and  therefore,  I  pray  thee,  news  ? 

Gru.  First,  know,  my  horse  is  tired  ;  my  master  and 
mistress  fallen  out. 

Curt.  How? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  saddles  into  the  dirt  ;  And  thereby 
iiangs  a  tale. 

Curt.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumio. 

Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 

Curt.  Here. 
•    Gru.  There.  [Striking  him, 

'  Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  net  to  hear  a  tale. 

Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  called,  a  sensible  tale  :  and  this 
cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  beseech  listening. 
Now  I  begin  :  Imprimis^  we  came  down  a  foul  hill,  my 
master  riding  behind  my  mistress  : — 

[71  FragmeDt  of  some  old  baUad.     WARBURTON. 

[8J  I  believe  the  poet  meant  to  play  upon  the  words  Jack  jiniiJUl,  vrhich^i^,- 
nify  two  drinking'  measures,  as  well  as  nitri  and  maid-servants.  The  distinction 
made-  in  the  questions  concerning  then".,  v/as  owing  to  this.  The  Jacks  being 
of  leather,  could  not  be  mads  to  appear  beautiful  on  the  outside,  but  were  very 
apt  to  contract  foulness  within  ;  whereas  the  Jills,  being  of  metal,  were  expected 
to  be  kept  bright  externally,  and  v/ere  not  liable  to  dirt  on  the  inside  like  the 
leather.     STEEVENS. 

[9]  In  our  author's  time  it  was  customary  to  cover  tables  with  carpets.  Floore, 
&^  appeara  from  tUa  present  passage  aud  others,  were  strewed  with  ruslies. 

MALONB. 
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Ciirt.  Both  on  one  horse  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Curt.   Why,  a  horse. 

Gru.  Tq\\  tho'j  the  tale  : — But  hadst  thou  not  crossed 
me,  thou  should'st  have  heard  ho',y  her  horse  feli,  and  she 
imder  her  horse  ;  thou  should'st  have  heard,  in  how  miry 
a  place  :  how  she  was  bemoiled  ;  how  he  left  her  with 
the  horse  upon  her  ;  how  he  beat  me  becaiise  her  horse 
stumbled  ;  hovv'  she  waded  through  the  dirt  io  pluck  him 
oiT  me  ;  how  he  swore  ;  how  she  prayed — that  never 
prayed  before  ;  how  I  cried  ;  how  the  horses  ran  away  ; 
bow  her  bridle  v.as  burst :  how  I  lost  my  crupper ; — with 
many  things  of  worthy  memory  ;  which  now  shall  die  in 
oblivion,  and  thoa  return  unesperienced  to  thy  grave. 

Curt.  By  this  reckoning-,  he  is  more  shrew  than  she. 

Gru»  Ay  ;  and  that,  thou  and  the  proudest  of  yoM  all 
shall  find,  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of 
this  ?' — call  forth  Nathaniel,  Joseph,  Nicholas,  Philip, 
Walter,  Sugarsop,  and  the  rest ;  let  their  heads  be  sleekly 
combed,  their  blue  coats  brushed,  and  their  garters  of  an 
indifferent  knit  :  let  them  curtesy  with  their  left  legs  ;  and 
not  presume  to  touch  a  hair  of  my  master's  horse-tail, 
till  they  kiss  their  hands.     Are  they  ail  ready  ? 

Curt.  They  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Curt.  Bo  you  hear,  ho  ?  you  nvjst  meet  my  master,  te 
countenance  my  mistress. 

Gru.  Whv',  she  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 

Curt.   Who  knows  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou,  it  seems  ;  that  callest  for  company  to 
countenance  her. 

Curt.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Grw.  W^hy,  she  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 
Enter  several  Servants, 

Kath.  Welcome  home,  Grumio. 

Phil.  How  now,  Grumae  ? 

Ja5.' What,  Grumio  ! 

Nich.,  Fellow  Grumio  ! 

Nath.  How  now,  old  lad  ? 

Gru.  W^eicome,  you  ; — how  now,  you  ; — wfiat,  yon ; 
— fellow,  you  ; — and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now,  my 
spruce  companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 

Nath.  All  things  are  ready  :  How  near  is  our  master? 


294  TAMIHG    OF  ACT  I\  . 

Grii.  E'en  at  hand,   alighted  by  this  ;  and  therefore  be 

act, Cock's  passion,  silence  ]• — 1  hear  my  master. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Katharina. 

Pet.  Where  be  these  knaves  I  What,  no  man  at  door, 
To  hold  my  stirrup,  nor  to  take  my  horse ! 
Where  is  Nathaniel,  Gregory,  Philip  ? — 

All  Serv.  Here,  here,  sir  ;  here,  sir. 


Pet.  Here,  sir!  here,  sir !  here,  sir!  here,  sir 


You  logger-headed  and  unpolish'd  grooms ! 
What,  no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  no  duty  ? — 
Where  is  the  fooli=h  knave  1  sent  before  ? 
Gru.  Here,  sir  ;  as  foolish  as  I  was  before. 
Pet.  You    peasant   swain !    you  whoreson    malt-horse 
drudge  ! 
Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  park, 
And  bring  along  these  rascal  knaves  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  coat,  sir,  was  not  fully  made, 
And  Gabriel's  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'  th'  heel  ; 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter's  hat,' 
And  Walter's  dagger  was  not  come  from  sheathing  : 
rhere  w^ere  none  tine,  but  Adam,  Ralph,  and  Gregory  j 
The  rest  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggarly  ; 
Yet,  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  you. 
Pet.  Go,  rascals,  go,  and  fetch  my  supper  in. — 

[Exe.  some  of  the  Servants, 
JVJiere  is  the  life  that  late  I  led^ — -  [Snig-^i 

Where  are  those -Sit  down,  Kate,  and  welcome. 

ii^oud,  soud,  soud^soud! 

Re-enter  Servants  7cith  siippS. 
Why,  when,  1  say  ?-— Nay,  good  sweet  Kate,  be  merry. 
• — Oif  with  m}^  boots,  you  rogues,  you  villains  ;  When  ? 
It  zvas  the  friar  of  orders  grey,^  \_Sing^. 

As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way  : — 
Out,  out,  you  rogue  I  you  pluck  my  foot  awry  : 
Take  that,  and  mend  the  plucking  oft'  the  other. — 

[St7^ikes  him. 
Be  merry,  Kate  : — Some  water,  here  ;  what,  ho  I — 

f  1]  A  link  is  a  torch  of  pitch.     STEEVENS. 

{2j  A  scrap  of  some  old  ballad.  Ancient  Pistol  elsewhere  quotes  the  same  line. 
Id  an  old  black  letter  book  intituled,  A  gorgious  Gallery  of  gallant  Inventions,  Lon. 
4to.  1578,  is  a  song  to  the  nine  of  Where  is  the  life  thai  late  I  led.     RITSON. 

[3]  Dispersed  through  Shakespeare's  plays  are  many  little  fragments  of  ancient 
b&liads,  the  entire  copies  of  which  cannot  now  be  recovered.  Many  of  these  being 
of  the  most  beautiful  and  pathetic  simplicity.  Dr.  Percy  has  selected  some  of  them, 
and  connects  1  them  together  with  a  few  supplemental  stan/.as;  a  work,  which  at 
pnceshews  his  own  poetical  abilities,  as  well  as  his  respect  to  the  truly  vencraUle 
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Where's  my  spaniel  Troilus  ? — Sirrah,  get  you  hence, 
And  bid  my  cousin  Ferdinand   come   hither: — [Ex.  Serv* 
One,  Kate,  that  you  must  kiss,  and  be  acquainted  with. 
— Where  are  my  slippers  ? — shall  I  have  some  water  '? 

[A  bason  is  presented  to  him. 
Come,  Kate,  and  wash,"*  and  welcome  heartily  : 

[Servcmt  lets  the  eiver  fall. 
You  whoreson  villain  !  will  you  let  it  fall  ?       [Strikes  him» 
Kath.   Patience,  I  pray  you  ;   'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 
Pet.  A  whoreson,  beetle-headed,  flap-ear'd  knave  ! 
Come,  Kate,  sit  down  ;  1  know  you  have  a  stomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  sweet  Kate  j  or  else  shall  I  ?-=- 
What  is  this  ?  mutton  ? 
1  Serv.  Ay. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it?  ■.     • 

1  Serv.  I. 

Pet.  'Tis  burnt ;  and  so  is  all  the  meat : 
What  dogs  are  these  ?— Where  is  the  rascal  cook? 
How  durst  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  dresser, 
And  serve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups,  and  all : 

[Throzi's  the  meat,  4'^.  about  the  stag^ 
You  heedless  joltheado,  and  unmanner'd  slaves! 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?  I'll  be  v/ith  you  straight 
Kath.  I  pray  you,  husband,  be  not  so  disquiet ; 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  so  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate,  'iwa?  buiait  and  dried  away ;; 
And  I  expressly  am  forbid  to  touch  it. 
For  it  engenders  choler,  plantelli  anger : 
And  better  'twere,  that  bolh  of  us  did  fast, — 
Since,  of  ourselves,  ourselves  are  choleric, — 
Than  feed  it  with  such  over-roasted  flesh. 
Be  patient ;  to-morrow  it  shall  be  mended. 
And,  for  this  night,  we'll  fast  for  company  :-^ 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber. 

[Eoce.  Pet.  Kath.  atid  Curtis. 
Kath.  [Advancing.]  Peter,  didst  ever  see  the  like  ? 
Peter,  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 

Re-enter  Curtis. 
Gru.  Where  is  he  ? 

[4]  It  was  the  custom  in  our  aiithor's  time,  (and  long  before,)  to  wash  the  hands 
immediately  before  dirner  and  supper,  as  well  as  afterwards.     MALONE. 

As  our  ancestors  eat  with  their  fingers,  which  mighi  not  be  over-ciean  befote 
aneals,  and  aiter  them  must  le  greayr,  Tve  cannot  vroader  at  such  repeated  ib- 
lutroDS.    STEEVE^-e.  '  *^  - 
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Curt.  In  her  chcimber, 
Making  a  sermon  of  continency  to  her  : 
And  rails,  and  swears,  and  rates  ;  that  she,  poor  soul, 
Knows  not  which  way  to  stand,  to  look,  to  speak  ; 
And  sits  as  one  new-risen  from  a  dream. 
A^vay,  awa}'  !  for  he  is  coming  hither.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  pohticly  begun  ray  reign, 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  successfully : 
My  falcon  now  is  sharp,  and  passing  empty  ; 
And,  till  she  stoop,  she  must  not  be  full-gorg'd, 
For  then  she  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
-Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  haggard,* 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keeper's  call, 
That  is, — to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  these  kites, 
Ihat  bate,^  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  meat  to-day,  nor  none  shall  eat ; 
Last  night  she  slept  not,  nor  to-night  she  shall  not ; 
As  with  the  meat,  some  undeserved  fault 
rii  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed  ; 
And  here  I'li  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolster. 
This  way  the  coverlet,  another  way  the  sheets  i-— 
Ay,  and  amid  this  hurly,  I  intend,' 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her  ; 
And,  in  conclusion,  she  shall  watch  all  night : 
And,  if  she  chance  to  nod,  I'll  rail,  and  brawl, 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  still  awake. 
This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  wife  with  kindness  ; 
And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  head-strong  humour: — 
He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  shrew, 
Now  let  him  speak  ;  'tis  charity  to  show.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II. 
Padua,     Before  Baptista's   House.     Enter  Tranio  and 

H0RTE?JSI0. 

Tra.  Is't  possible,  friend  Licio,  that  Bianca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentio  ? 
I  tell  you,  sir,  she  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor.  Sir,  to  satisfy  you  in  what  I  have  said, 

[j]  A  liiiggard  is  a  wild  hawk  ;  to  man  a  hawk  is  to  lame  her.     JOHNSON. 

f oj  To  bate  is  to  flutter  as  a  hawk  does  when  it  swoops  upon  its  prey.  IVIinsbei! 
*upi)oses  it,  to  he  derived  either  from  batre,  Fr.  to  beat,  or  from  s''abatre,  totle- 
!y;t'P.'J.     MA  LONE. 

[7]  intenJ  is  sninetjaiC6  used  I'V  OUT  aulhor  for'  nreUfid,  aadis,  I  believe,  •o  tued 
k^w.    MALO;^£. 
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Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

[They  stand  aside. 
Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Now,  mistress,  profit  you  in  what  3^ou  read  ? 

Bia?i.  What,  master,  read  3'ou  ?  first  resoive  me  that. 

Luc.  I  read  that  I  profess,  the  art  to  love. 

Bian,  And  may  you  prove,  sir,  master  o^your  art! 

Luc.  While  you,    svvcet  dear,    prove  mistress   of  my 
heart.  [Tliey  retire. 

Hor.  Quick  proceedcrs,  marry !  Now,  tell  me,  I  pray. 
You  that  durst  swear  thnt  your  mistress  Bianca 
Lov'd  none  in  the  world  so  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra.  O  despitefjl  love  !  unccnstant  womankind  ! — - 
i  tell  ihce,  Licio,  this  is  wonderful. 

Ilor.  Mistake  no  more  :  I  am  not  Licio, 
Nor  a  musiciaD,  as  I  seem  to  be  ; 
But  one  that  scorn  to  live  in  this  disg'^ise. 
For  such  a  one  as  leaA^es  a  gentleman, 
j\nd  makes  "a  £;od  of  such  a  cullion  : 
Know,  sir,  that  I  am  cali'd — Hortensio. 

Tra.  Signior  Kortensio,  1  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  aitection  t^  Bianca  ; 
And  since  mine  eyes  are  witness  of  her  lightness, 
I  will  with  you, — if  you  be  so  contented, — 
Forswear  Bianca  aad  her  love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See,  hew  they  kiss  and  court ! — Signior  Lucentio^ 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  f  rffily  vow'  — 
Never  to  woo  her  more  :  but  do  forswear  her, 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours 
That  1  have  fondly  i^atter'd  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath, — 
Ne'er  to  marry  with  her,  thougli  she  would  entreat :» 
Fye  on  her  !  see,  how  beastly  she  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  'Would,  all  the  world,  but  he,  had  quite  forsworiii 
F^r  me, — that  I  may  surely  keep  mine  oath, 
I  will  be  married  to  a  v/eaithj/  widow, 
Ere  three  days  pass  ;  which  hath  as  long  lov'd  me. 
As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  disdainful  haggard : 
And  so,  farev/ell,  signior  Lucentio. — 
ICindnesG  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks 
Shall  win  my  love  : — and  so  I  take  my  teave, 
In  resoiutioo  as  I  swore  before-  {Exit  Ho?.> 

Lucentio  and  Bianca  ad-va^ics^ 

TrsL.  Mistress  Bianca,  bie3s  you  with  such  grace  .        ^ 
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iis  'longeth  to  a  lover's  blessed  case  i 
Nay,  1  have  ta'en  yoii  napping,  gentle  love  ; 
And  have  forsworn  you,  with  llortensio. 

Bian.  Tranio,  you  jest ;  but  have  you  both  forsworn  me? 

Tra.  Blistress,  we  have. 

Lmc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 

Tra.  rfAithj^e'll  have  a  hi  sty  ^vidovv  now, 
That  shall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Bian.  God  giye  him  joy  ! 

Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her.  , 

Bian.  He  says  so,  Tranio. 

Tra.  'Faith,  he  is  gone  unto  the  taming-school. 

Bian.  The  taming-school !  what,  is  there  such  a  place  ? 

Tra.  Ay,  mistress,  and  Petruchio  is  the  master  ; 
That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, — 
To  tame  a  shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue. 
Enter  Biondello,  running. 

Bion.  O,  master,  master,  I  have  watch'd  so  long, 
That  I'm  dog-v/cary  ;  but  at  last  I  spied 
An  ancient  angel  coming  down  the  hill,^ 
Will  serve  the  turn. 

Tra.   What  is  he,  Biondello  ? 

Bion.  Master,  a  mercatante,  or  a  pedant,^ 
I  know  not  what ;  but  formal  in  apparel, 
?n  gait  and  countenance  surely  like  a  father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Tranio  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  trust  my  tale, 
rU  make  him  glad  to  seem  Vincentio  ; 
And  give  assurance  to  Baptista  Minola,  ^ 

As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio. 
Take  in  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

•  [Exe.  Luc.  and  BiAHr. 

Enter  a  pedant. 

Fed.  God  save  you,  sir  ! 

Tra.  And  you,  sir  !  you  are  welcome, 
'travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  furthest  ? 

Fed.  Sir,  at  the  farthest  for  a  week  or  two  : 
But  theji  up  further  ;  and  as  far  as  Rome  ; 
And  so  to  Tripoly,  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countryman,  I  pray  ? 

[8]  Angd  primitively  signifies  a  missenger,  but  perhaps  this  sense  ifl  inapplicable 
4o  the  passage  before  us  Chapman,  in  his  translation  of  Homer,  always  calls  » 
messenger  an  an" el.     STEEVEjM^. 

[9]  The  Italian  word  mercatante,  is  frequently  used  in  the  old  plays  for  a  nieiv 
t^liSflt.    A  ftdar^  iras  tbe  coiofflofl  came  for  a  teacber  of  laoguages.    ST££V£NS- 
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Fed.  (.'J  jJisntna. 

Tra.  Of  iViai^tv-a,  sir? — ma  m^  God  forbid  ! 
And  come  to  Padua,  careless  of  your  life  ? 

Fed.  My  lite,  sir !  how,  1  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra.   ' lis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Fadvia  ;   K'.iow  you  not  tlie  cause  ? 
Yo'ir  ships  are  stai.i  at\'enice  ;  and  the  duke 
(For  pri\ate  quarrel  'twixi  your  duke  and  him.) 
Hath  puhlish'd  and  proclaim'd  it  openly  : 
*Tit-  iiiarvel  ;  but  that  yofi're  but  nevvlv  come. 
You  might  have  heard  it  else  procpjnid  about. 

Fed.  Alas,  sir,  it  is  worse  fov  me  than  so  ; 
For  I  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange 
From  Florence,  and  must  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  W^eVi^  sir,  to  do  you  courtesy, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  will  I  advise  you  ; — - 
First,  teli  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pisa  ? 

Fed.  Ay,  sir,  in  Pisa  have  1  often  been; 
Pisa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them,  kn<Dvv  you  one  Vincentio  ? 

Fed.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him; 
A  merchant  of  incomparsble  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  m}'^  father,  sir ;  and,  sooil)  to  say, 
In  countenance  somewhat  doth  resemble  you. 

Bion.  [Jiif^e.]  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyster,  and 

Tra.  To  save  your  Itie  in  this  extremity,  [all  one. 

This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  sake  ; 
And  think  it  not  the  wor.-t  of  all  your  fortunes. 
That  you  are  like  to  sir  Vincentio. 
His  name  and  credit  shall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  hous<?  you  shall  be  friendly  lodg'd  ; — 
Look,  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  should ; 
You  understand  me,  sir; — so  shall  you  stay 
Till  you  have  done  your  business  in  the  city : 
If  this  be  courtesy,  sir,  accept  of  it. 

Fed.  O,  sir,  1  do ;  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patron  of  my  life  azid  liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me,  to  make  the  matter  good> 
This,  by  the  way,  i  let  you  understand  ; — • 
My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pass  assurance  of  a  dower  in  marriage 
'Twixt  me  and  one  Baptista's  daughter  here : 
Jn  all  these  circumstances  PI]  instruct  you  ; 
^.with  mCj  sir,  to  clothe  you  as  becomes  yoe.       [^^-' 
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SCENE  III. 

J  R?om  in   t  ETRUCHio's  House.     Enter  ivatharina  and 

GnuMio. 

Gru.  No,  no,  forsooth  ;  I  dare  not,  for  my  life. 

Kath.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  spite  appears  : 
What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famish  me  ? 
Beggars,  that  come  uato  my  father's  door. 
Upon  entreaty,  have  a  present  alms  ; 
If  not,  elsewhere  they  meet  with  charity  : 
Bat  I, — who  never  knew  how  to  entreat, — 
Am  starv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  sleep; 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed  . 
And  that  which  spites  me  more  than  all  these  wantii* 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  love  ; 
As  who  should  saj,^, — if  I  should  sleep,  or  eat, 
'Twere  deadly  sickness,  or  else  present  death.— 
C  pr'ythee  go,  ai:id  get  me  some  repast ; 
i  care  cot  what,  so  it  be  wholesome  food. 

Gru.  What  say  you  to  a  neat's  foot  ? 

Kaik.  'Tis  passing  good ;  I  pr'ythee  let  me  have  it. 

Gru*  I  fear,  it  is  too  choleric  a  meat : — 
How  say  you  to  a  fat  tripe,  finely  broil'd  ? 

Kath.  I  like  it  well ;  good  Grumio,  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  1  cannot  tell ;  I  fear,  'tis  choleric. 
What  say  you  to  a  piece  of  beef,  and  mustard  ? 

Kaiho  A  dish  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Grii.  Ay,  but  the  mustard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kath.  Why,  then  the  beef,  and  let  the  mustard  resov 

Gru.  Nay,  then  I  will  not ;  you  shall  have  the  mustard, 
Or  else  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumio. 

Kath,  Then,  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 

Gru.  Why,  then  the  mustard  without  the  beef. 

Kath.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  false  deluding  slave, 

[Beats  him* 
That  feed'st  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you. 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  misery  ! 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  say. 
Enter  Petruchio  with  a  dish  of  meat;  and  tiOK-iLi^sxxf. 

Pet.  How  fares  my  Kate  ?  What,  sweeting,  all  amort  ? 
>  Hor.  Ptiistress,  what  cheer  ? 

Kath.  'Faith,  as  cold  as  can  be. 

PeU  Pluck  up  thy  spirits,  look  cheerfully  upon  mc. 
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Here,  lore  ;  thou  seest  hovv  diligent  I  am. 
To  dress  thy  meat  myself,  anJ  Dring  it  thee  : 

[Sets  the  dish  on  a  (able, 
I  am  sure,  STveet  Kate,  this  kindness  merits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  word  ?  Nay  then,  thou  lov'st  it  not  j 
And  all  my  pains  is  sorted  to  no  proof: — 
Here,  take  away  this  dish. 

Kaih.  'Pray  you,  let  it  stand. 

Pet.  The  poorest  service  is  repaid  with  thanks . 
And  so  shall  mine,  before  you  touch  the  meat. 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Hor.  Signior  Petruchio,  fye  I  you  are  to  blame  ! 
— Come,  mistress  Kate,  PU  bear  you  company. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortensio,  if  thou  lov'st  me.    [Aside, 
—  Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart ! 
Kate,  eat  apace  : — And  now,  my  honey  love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  house  ; 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  best, 
With  silken  coats,  and  caps,  and  golden  rings, 
With  rufls,  and  culls,  and  farthingales,  and  things ; 
With  scarfs,  and  fans,  and  double  change  of  bravery, 
With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this  Imavery. 
What,  hast  thou  din'd  ?  The  tailor  stays  thy  leisure, 
To  deck  thy  body  v/ith  his  ruffling  treasure. 

Enter  Tailor. 
■ — Come,  tailor,  let  us  see  these  ornaments  :* 

Enter  Haberdasher. 
Lay  forth  the  gown.— What  news  with  you,  sir  ? 

Hab.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worship  did  bespeak. 

Pet.  Whj^,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer ; 
A  velvet  dish  ; — fye,  fye  !   'tis  lewd   and  filthy  1 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle,  or  a  walnut  shell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap ; 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Kath.  I'll  have  no  bigger  ;  this  doth  fit  the  time. 
And  gentlewomen  wear  such  caps  as  these. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  shall  have  one  too, 
And  not  till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  haste.  [Aside, 

Kath.  Why,  sir,  I  trust,  I  may  have  leave  to  speak  j 
And  speak  I  will ;  I  am  no  child,  no  babe  : 

Your  betters  have  endiir'd  me  say  my  mind  ; 

*  III. 

£1  j  la  our  poet's  tinier  womeD's  gowxia  were  usuailj  made  by  mea,   MALONS, 
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And,  if  you  caanoc,  best  you  slop  your  ears. 
My  ton2:ue  wiii  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart  ; 
Or  else  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break  : 
Ad(J,  nnher  than  it  shall,  i  will  be  free 
Even  to  the  uttermost,  as  I  please,  in  wonls.^ 

Pet.   Why,  thou  say'st  true  ;  it  is  a  paltry  cap, 
A  custard-coffin,^  a  bai-bie,  a  silken  pie  : 
I  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'st  it  not. 

Kaih.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap  ; 
And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gown  1  why,  ay  : — Come,  tailor,  let  us  see't. 

0  mercy,  God  !   what  masking  stuff  is  here  ? 
What's  this  ?  a  sleeve  ?  'tis  hke  a  demi-cannon  : 
What !   up  and  down,  carv'd  like  an  apple-tart  ? 
Here's  snip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  slish,  and  slash, 
Like  to  3  censer'*  in  a  barber's  shop  , — 

Why,  what,  o'devil's  name,  tailor,  call'st  thou  this? 
Hor.  I  see,  she's  like  to  have  neither  cap  nor  gown.   [Asi, 
Tai.   You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 

According  to  the  fashion,  and  the  time. 

Pet.  Marr3' ,  and  did  ;  hut  if  you  be  remember'd, 

1  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 
For  you  shall  hop  without  my  custom,  sir: 
ril  none  of  it;  hence,  make  your  best  of  it. 

Kaih.   I  never  saw  a  hetter-fashion'd  gown, 
More  quaint,  more  pleasing,  nor  more  commendable  : 
BeiJke,  you  mean  to  make  a  pvippet  of  me. 

Pet,   Why,  true  ;  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of  thee. 

Tai.  She  says,  your  worship  means  to  make  a  puppet 
©f  her. 

Pet.  O  monstrous  arrogance  !  thou  liest,  thou  threads, 
Thou  thimble,* 

Thou  yard,  three-quarters,  half-yard,  quarter,  nail, 
Thou  jQca,  thou  nit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou  : — 
Brav'd  in  mine  own  house  with  a  skein  of  thread  ! 

[2]  Shakespeare  has  here  coijied  nature  with  great  skill.  Petrucbio.  by  frighten- 
ing- starving;,  and  ovenvatchiiig  his  wife,  had  tamed  her  into  genUeness  and  submis- 
sion. And  the  audience  expects  to  hear  no  roore  of  the  shrew  :  when  on  her  being 
crossed,  in  the  article  of  fab liion  and  finery,  the  most  inveterate  folly  of  the  sex, 
9b«  flies  out  apain.  though  f-or  the  kst  tiniie,  into  all  the  intemperate  rage  of  ber 
nature.     WARBURTON. 

f31  A  co^«  Avaf  the  culmaryterm  for  the  raised  crust  of  apieorcustard  STEEV. 
4)  Cfnsers  in  barbers'  :;hops  are  now  disused,  but  they  may  easily  be  imagine'/ to 
kave  been  vessels  which,  for  the  emission  of  the  smoke,  were  cut  with  great  numr 
ber  and  varieties  of  interstices.     JOHNSON. 

[5]  The  tailor's  trarie,  having  an  appearance  of  effeminacv,  has  always  hesjiy, 
^moj^  the  ru£ge(l£Dglisi),  liable  to  sarcaems  and  conteiupt.    j'oaN50N. 
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Away,  thou  ra^,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant; 
Or  I  shali  so  be-meie  thee  wiih  tli}^  yard, 
As  thou  shall  think  on  prating  whilst  thou  liv'st  ! 
1  tell  thee,  I,  that  thou  hd^t  m^rr'd  her  gown. 

Tai.  Your  worship  is  deceiv'-d*  the  gown  is  made 
Just  as  my  master  had  direction  : 
<«frunriio  gave  order  how  it  should  be  don^. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  1  gave  hini  the  stuff. 

Tai.  But  how  did  you  desire  it  should  be  made  ? 

Gru.  Marry,  sir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

Tai.  But  did  you  not  request  to  have  it  cut  ? 

Gru.   Thou  hast  faced  many  things. 

Tai.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me  :  thou  hast  braved  many  men  ;^  brave 
not  me  ;  I  will  neither  be  faced,  nor  braved.  1  say  -iito 
thee, — I  bid  thy  master  cut  out  the  gown  ;  but  I  did  not 
bid  him  cut  it  to  pieces  :  ci^go^  thou  liest. 

Tai.  Why,  here  is  the  note  of  the  fashion  to  testify. 

Pet.   Read  it. 

Gru.  The  note  lies  in  his  throat,  if  he  say  I  said  so. 

Tai.  Imprimis,  a  loose-bodied  gown  : — 

Gru.  Master,  if  ever  I  said  loose-bodied  gown,"^  sew- 
me  in  the  skirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death  with  a 
bottom  of  brown  thread  :  I  said,  a  gown. 

Pet.  Proceed. 

Tai.    Willi  a  small  compassed  cape  :^ — 

Gru.  I  confess  the  cape. 

Tai.    With  a  trunk  sleeve  ; — 

Gru.  I  confess  two  sleeves. 

T'ai.   The  sleeves  curiously  cut. 

Pet.  Ay,  there's  the  villany. 

Gru.  Error  i'  th'  bill,  sir ;  error  i'  th'  bill.  I  coffi- 
Hianded  the  sleeves  should  be  cut  out,  and  sewed  up 
again  ;  and  that  I'll  prove  upon  thee,  though  thy  little 
finger  be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

Tai.  This  is  true  that  I  say  ;  an  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  should'st  know  it. 

Gru.  1  am  for  thee  straight :  take  thou  the  bill,  give  me 

[6]  i  e.  made  many  men  fine.  Bravery  was  the  ancient  term  tor  elegtiijce  of 
dres<. — Faced  many  things,  i.  e.  turred  up  many  things  y^\t'i\ facings.    STEEVENS. 

(7]  1  think  the  joke  is  ioipaired  unless  we  read,  with  the  original  play  already 
quoted — a  loose  body's  gown.  It  appears,  however,  that  loose-bodied  gowns  were 
the  .-^ess  or  harlots.     STEEVENS 

[«]  A  compassed  cape  is  a  round  cape.     To  compass  is  to  come  round.     JOHKS- 

Stubbs,  in  his  Anatoiny  of  Abuses,  1665,  gives  a  most  elaborate  description  of  the 
go^vns  n;  women  ;  and  adds,  "  Some  have  capes  reaching  down  to  the  midst  of  theif 
backs,  faced  with  velvet,  or  else  ^,  ith  some  fiie  wrought  taffata,  at  the  least,  ffJDWd 
about  Ter^' bravely."    STEEVEMS  *,,,,-, ^-*,      . 
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thy  mete-yard,  and  spare  not  me. 

Hor.  God-a-mercy,  Grumio  !  then  he  shall  have  no  odds. 

Pet.  Well,  sir,  in  brief,  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  i'  th'  ri^ht,  sir ;   'tis  for  my  mistress. 

Pet.  Go,  take  it  up  umo  thy  master's  use  ! 

Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life  :  Take  up  my  mistress' 
gown  for  thy  master's  use. 

Pei.  Why,  sir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ?     • 

Gru.  O,  sir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for  : 
Take  up  my  mistress'  gown  to  his  master's  use  ! 
O,  fye,  fye,^tye! 

Pet.  Hortensio,  say  thou  wilt  see  the  tailor  paid  :  [Aside. 
— Go,  take  it  hence  ;  begone,  and  say  no  more. 

Hor.  Tailor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to-morrow. 
Take  no  unkindness  of  his  hasty  words  : 
Away,  i  sa}  ;  commend  m.e  to  thy  master.      [Exit  Tailor. 

Pet.  Vveli,  come,  my  Kate  ;  we  will  untoj^our  father's, 
Even  in  these  honest  mean  habiliments  ; 
•Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor  : 
For  'tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich  ; 
And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds, 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit. 
What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Because  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel. 
Because  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 
O,  no,  good  Kate  ;  neither  art  thou  the  worse 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 
If  thou  account'st  it  sharae,  lay  it  on  me  : 
And  therefore, frolic  ;  we  will  hence  forthwith, 
To  feast  and  sport  us  at  thy  father's  house. — 
Go,  call  my  men,  and  let  us  straight  to  him ; 
And  bring  our  horses  unto  Long-lane  end. 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot. — 
Let's  see  ;  1  think,   lis  new  some  seven  o'clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinner-time. 

Kaih.  I  dare  assure  3^ou,  sir,  'ti?  almcst  two  ; 
And  'twill  be  supper-time,  ere  yen  come  there. 

Pet.  It  shall  be  seven,  ere  i  go  to  horse  : 
Look,  what  I  speak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 
You  are  still  crossing  it. — Sirs,  left  alone  : 
S  will  not  go  to-day ;  and  ere  I  do, 
It  shall  be  what  o'clock  I  say  it  is. 
^  Hot.  Why,  so  1  this  galiarU  will  command  the  sun.    [Exs. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Padua.     Before  Baptista's   House.     Enter  Tranio,  and 
the  Pedant  dressed  like  Vincentio. 

Tra.  Sir,  this  is  the  house  ;  Please  it  you,  that  I  call  ? 

Ped.  Ay,  what  else  ?  and,  bat  I  be  deceived, 
Signior  Baptista  may  remember  me, 
Near  twenty  years  ago,  in  Genoa,  whera 
We  were  lodgers  at  the  Pegasus. 

Tra.  'Tis  well  ; 
And  hold  your  OAvn  in  any  case,  with  such 
Austerity  as  'longeth  to  a  father. 

Enter  Bioindello. 

Ped.  I  warrant  you  :  But,  sir,  here'  conies  your  boy  j 
'Twere  good,  he  were  schooi'd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him.     Sirrah,  Biondello, 
Now  do  your  duty  throughly,  I  advise  you  ; 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vincentio. 

BiGTi.  Tut !  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  hast  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptista  ? 

Bion.  I  told  him,  that  your  father  was  at  Venice  ; 
And  that  you  iook'd  for  him  this  day  in  Padua. 

Tra.  Thou'rt  a  tall  fellow  ;  hold  thee  that  to  drink. 
Here  comes  Baptista  ; — set  your  countenance,  sir. — 

Enter  Baptista  and  Lucentio. 
Signior  Baptista,  you  are  happily  met : 
—Sir,  {To  the  Pedant.] 
This  is  the  gentleman  I  toid  you  of; 
I  pray  you,  stand  good  father  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Ped.   Sol'l,^son  ! 
— Sir,  by  yoyxv  leave  ;  having  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  some  debts,  my  son  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  cause 
Of  love  between  ycur  daughter  and  himself: 
And, — for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you  ; 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter, 
And  she  to  him, — to  stay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content,  in  a  good  father's  care, 
To  have  him  matcli'd  ;  and, — if  you  please  io  like 
No  worse  than  I,  sir, — upon  some  agreement, 
Me  shall  you  find  most  ready  and  most  wilHng" 
With  one  consent  to  have  her  so  bestow'd  ; 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  witli  you, 
20  Vol."' III. 
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""Signior  I'aptista,  of  whom  I  hear  so  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  say  ; — 
Your  |)lainnee.s,  and  jour  shortness,  please  me  well. 
Right  true  it  is,  3'our  son  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  she  loveth  him, 
Or  both  dissemble  deeply  their  affections : 
And,  therefore,  if  you  say  no  more  than  this. 
That  ]ike«ci  father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pass  my  daughter  a  suiKcient  dower,^ 
The  match  is  fully  made,  and  all  is  done  : 
Your  son  shall  have  my  daughter  with  consent. 

7Va.  I  thank  you,  sir.     Where  then  do  you  know  bestj> 
We  be  affied  ;  and  s-uch  assurance  ta'en, 
As  shall  with  either  part's  agreement  stand  ? 

Bap.  Not  in  my  house,  Lucentio  ;  for,  you  know, 
Pitchers  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  servants  : 
Besides,  old  Gremio  is  heark'ning  still ; 
And,  happily,  we  might  be  interrupted.' 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  like  you,  sir  : 
There  doth  my  father  lie  ;  and  there,  this  night, 
We'll  pass  the  business  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  servant  here. 
My  boy  shall  fetch  the  scrivener  presently. 
The  worst  is  this, — that,  at  so  slender  warning, 
YouTe  like  to  have  a  thin  and  slender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well : — Cambio,  hie  you  homCj 
And  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready  straight ; 
And,  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happened  : — 
Lucentio's  father  is  arriv'd  in  Padua, 
And  how  she's  like  to  be  Lucentio's  wife. 

Liic.  I  pray  the  gods  she  may,  with  ail  my  heart  I 

Tra.  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Signior  Baptista,  shall  I  lead  the  way  ? 
Welcome  !  cue  mess  is  like  to  be  your  cheer  : 
Come,  sir  ;  we'll  better  it  in  Pisa. 

Bap.  I  follow  you.  [Exe.  Tra,  Pedant,  and  Bap. 

Bion.  Cambio. — 

Lvc.   What  say'st  thou,  Biondello  ? 

Bion.   You  saw  my  master  wink  and  laugh  upon  you  ? 

Lvc.  Biondello,  what  of  that  ? 

[1]  To  ym'.f  :b,  in  this  place,  synoDVcnni'S  lo  nssurt.  or  convey ;  as  it  sometimes  oc- 
cur.-'  iiithp  coM'naiii  o!'  ;\  purchase'. iew',  th^l  the  ,?ranter  ha.'^  power  lo  bargain,  sell, 
i;c.    '  aiio  tner(-hy  tc^-Jif  an'  convey"  the  n-errr"  ;e=  to  the  grantee.     RITSCN. 

f2]  Happilv,  ifi  Sliakespeare'a  time,  aigm&^i  accUieniaUv,  as  well  ni^foitunatclir. 

TYHWiiiTT., 
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Bion.  'Faith,  nothing ;  but  he  has  left  me  here  behind,, 
to  expound  the  meaning-  or  moral  of  his  signs  and  tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee,  morahze  them. 

Bion.  Then  thus..  Baptista  is  safe,  talking  with  the 
deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  son. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  th*e 
supper. 

Luc.  And  then  ? — 

Bion.  The  old  priest  at  Saint  Luke's  church  is  at  your 
commanJ  at  all  hours. 

Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell  ;  except  they  are  busied  about  a 
foiinterfeit  assurance  : — Take  you  assurance  of  her,  cum 
V'.ivilegio  ad  imprimtnclum  solum  :^  to  the  church  ; — 
take  the  priest,  clerk,  and  some  sufficient  honest  wit- 
nesses : 

If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  say, 
But,  bid  Bianca  farewell  for  ever  and  a  day.  [Goin^. 

Luc.  Hear'st  thou,  Biondello  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  :  I  knew  a  wench  married  in  an 
afternoon  as  she  went  to  the  garden  for  parsley  to  stuff 
a  rabbit ;  and  so  may  you,  sir  ;  and  so  adieu,  sir.  My 
master  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  Saint  Luke's,  to  bid 
the  priest  be  ready  to  come  against  you  come  with  youF 
appendix.  [Exit. 

Luc.  I  maj^  and  \%\\\,  if  she  be  so  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  should  I  doubt  ? 
Hap  ^vhat  hap  may,  Til  roundly  go  about  her; 
It  shall  go  hard,  if  Cambio  go  without  her.  [Exii. 

SCENE  V. 
A  public  Road.     Enter  rcxRUCHio,  Katharina,  and  HoR- 
TEXsro. 
Pet.  Gome  on,   o'God's   name  :  once  more  toward  oup 
father's. 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  shines  the  moon  ! 
Kath.  The  moon  I  the  sun  ;  it  is  not  moonlight  now. 
Pei.   I  say.  it  is  the  moon  that  shines  so  bright. 
Kath.  I  know,  it  is  the  sun  that  shines  so  bright. 
Pet.  Now,  by  my  mother's  son,  and  that's  myself, 

[3j  It  i3  scarce  ne.-ess.ary  to  observe.,  that  the^e  are  the  r.-ords  v\hirb  comr.''onl7 
•were  ^'ii*;  on  Looks  -.'^hp'-e  ar.  fxclt.alve  ri£,'ji.  haii  been  ;:raf):«J  to  i:3rticular  {sersOHS 
for  prhdmz  them.     FJuKD. 
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It  sliall  be  moon,  or  5iar,  cr  what  I  list, 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  house  : — 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horses  back  aji^ain. — 
Evermore  croi>s'd,  and  cross'd  ;  nothing  but  cross'd  \ 

Hor.  Say  as  he  says,  or  we  shall  never  go. 

KaiJi.  Forward,  I  pra}^,  since  we  hare  come  so  far, 
..And  be  it  iriOon,  or  sun,  or  what  j-ou  please  : 
And  if  you  please  to  call  it  a  rush  candle, 
Henceforth  I  \'ow  it  shall  be  to  for  nie. 

Pet.  I  say,  it  is  ihQ  moon. 

Kaih.  I  know  it  is. 

Pe^.  Nay,  then  you  lie  ;  it  is  the  blessed  sun. 

Kaih.  Then,  God  be  bless'd,  it  is  the  blessed  sun  :— * 
Bat  sun  it  is  not,  when  you  say  it  is  not  ; 
And  the  moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is  ; 
And  so  it  shall  ba  so,  for  Katharine. 

Hor.  Petruchro,  go  thy  ways  ;  the  field  is  won. 
'    Pet.  Weil,  forward,  forward  :  thus  the  bowl  should  rui), 
And  not  unluckily  against  the  bias. — 
But  soft ;  what  company  is  coming  here  ? 

Enter  Vincentio,  in  a  travelling  dress* 
Good-morrow,  gentle  mistress  :  Where  away  ? 

[To  ViNCENTIO* 

—Tell  me,  sweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
Hast  thou  beheld  a  fresher  gentlewoman  ? 
Siich  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks  ! 
What  stars  do  spangle  heaven  with  such  bfeauty, 
As  those  two  eyes  become  that  heavenly  face  ? — 
Fair  lovely  maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  : — 
Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  sake. 

Hor.  'A  will  make   the   man  mad,  to  make  a  woman 
of  him. 

Kath.  Young  budding  virgin,  fair,  and  fresh,  and  sweet. 
Whither  away  ;  or  where  is  thy  abode  ? 
Happy  the  parents  cf  so  fair  a  child  ; 
Happier  the  man^  Vv'hom  favourable  stars 
Allot  thee  for  his  love!}'  bed-ft;llow  ! 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  Kate  !   {  hope  thou  art  not  mad: 
This  is  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered  ; 
And  not  a  maiden,  as  thou  say'st  he  is. 

Kaih.  Pardon,  old  father,  my  mistaking  eyes, 
That  have  been  so  bedazzled  with  the  sun, 
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That  every  tiling  I  look  en  seemeth  green  :* 
Now  I  perceive,  thou  art  a  reverend  father  ; 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  mistaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  grandsire  ;  and,  withal,  make  knows 
Vv^hich  way  thou  traveilest  :  if  along  with  us, 
•We  shall  be  joyful  of  thy  company. 

Vin.  Fair  sir, — and  yon,  my  merry  mistress, — 
That  with  your  strange  encounter  much  amaz'd  me  ; 
My  name  is  call'd — Vincentio  ;  my  dwelling — Pisa ; 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua ;  there  to  visit 
A  son  of  mine,  wliich  long  I  have  not  seen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  name  l 

Vin.  Lucentio,  gentle  sir. 

Pet.  Happily  m.et ;  the  happier  for  thy  son. 
And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee — my  loving  father  ; 
The  sister  to  my  wife^  this  gentlewoman, 
Thy  son  by  this  hath  married :   Wonder  not. 
Nor  be  not  griev'd  ;  she  is  of  good  esteem, 
Her  dowry  we^Lhy,  and  of  worthy  birch  ; 
Beside,  so  qnalihed  as  may  beseem 
The  spouse  of  any  noble  gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincentio  ; 
And  wander  we  io  see  thy  honest  ?on. 
Who  will  of  thy  arrival  be  fall  joyous. 

Vin.  But  is  this  true  ?  or  is  it  else  your  pleasure. 
Like  pleasant  travellers,  to  break  a  jest 
Upon  the  company  yo^i  overtake  ? 

Hor.  I  do  assure  thee,  father,  so  it  is. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  see  the  truth  hereof ; 
For  our  tirst  merrimeal  hath  made  thee  jealous. 

l^Exe.  Pet.  Kath.  and  ViN. 

Uor.  V'^eW^  Petruchio,  this  bath  myt  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  mj/  widow  :  and  if  she  be  ircward, 
Then  hast  thou  taught  Hortensio  to  be  untoward. 

[Exit. 

[4]  Shakespeare'-i  observatioa  on  the  phcsnoiaeua  of  nature  are  very  accurate. 
When  oce  hds  sat  ionj:  in  the  sunshine,  the  surrounding  objects  will  often  appear 
tinged  with  gfun.    The  reason  is  as^igoed  by  manv  of  tte  wiiters  en  c;:tic3. 

- '  BLACSST0I7B. 
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SCENE  l.—Padiia.     Before  Lucentio's  House.     Enter  on 

one  side   Biondello,  Lucentio,  and  Bianca  ;  GREMit) 

walking  on  the  oiher  aide. 

Bijndello. 
Softly  and  swiftly,  ^ir  ;  for  ll'^i  priest  is  ready. 

Luc.  1  iij,  hiouleiio  :  but  uicy  may  chance  to  need 
thee  at  home,  therefore  leave  us. 

Bion.  Nay,  faith,  I"l!  se^  tito  church  o' your  back;  and 
then  co£ae  back  to  my  master  as  >oon  as  I  can. 

[ill  .e:ir>t  hvc.  Bian.  and  EioNDELLO. 

Gre.  I  marvel  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Vincentio,  and  Attendants. 

Pet.   Sir,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lucentio's  house. 
My  father's  bears  mom  toward  tiie  market-place  ; 
Thither  must  1,  and  here  I  leave  you,  sir. 

Fin.   You  shall  not  choose  but  drink  before  you  go  ; 
1  think,  I  shall  command  your  Widcome  here, 
4nd,  by  all  likelihood,  some  cheer  is  toward.         [Knocfa. 

Gre.  They're  busy  within,  yoa  were  best  knock  louder. 
Enter  Pedant  above,  at  a  window. 

Fed.  What's  he,  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down  the 
^ate  ? 

Fin.   Is  signior  Lucentio  within,  sir  ? 

Ped.   He's  witliin,  sir,  but  not  to  be  spoken  withal. 

Fin.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  OT. 
two,  to  make  merry  withal. 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourself ;  he  shalJ 
seed  non«,  so  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  1  told  you,  your  son  was  beloved  in  Padi;a. 
— Do  you  hear,  sir? — to  leave  frivolous  circuuistance*, — 
I  pray  you,  tell  signior  Lucentio,  that  his  li.ther  is  come 
fi-om  Pisa,  and  i.^  here  at  the  door  to  speak  vviih  i>im. 

Ped.  Thou  iiest ;  his  father  is  come  from  Pisa,  and  here 
looking  out  at  the  window. 

Fin.   Arr  thou  his  father  ? 

Ped.  Ay,  sir  ;  so  his  mother  says,  if  I  may  believe  b<^r. 

Pet.  Whv,  how  now,  gentleman  !  [7V;  ViN(  enti-  ] 
why,  this  is  flat  knavery,  to  take  upon  you  dn'Othar  mctu  s 
name. 
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PecJ.  Lay  hands  on  the  viilnin  ;  I  believe,  'a  means  to 
cozen  somebody  in  this  city  under  my  countenance. 
Re-enter  Biondello. 

Eton.  I  have  seen  them  in  the  church  together  ;  God 
send  'em  good  shipping  ! — But  wlio  is  here  ?  mine  old 
master,  Viucentio  ?  nov/  we  are  undone,  and  brought  to 
notiiing. 

Fi7i:  Come  hither,  crack-hemp.         [Seeing  Bioxdello. 

Bion.   I  hope,  I  may  choose,  sir. 

Fin.  Come  hither,  you  rogue  ;  What,  have  you  forgot 
me  ? 

Biun.  Forgot  you  ?  m,  sir  :  I  could  not  forget  you,  for 
I  never  saw  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Fin,  What,  you  notorious  villain,  didst  thou  never  see 
thy  master's  father,  Vincentio  ?  " 

Bion.  What,  my  old,  worshipful  old  master  ?  yes,  mar- 
ry, sir  ;  see  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Fin.   Is't  so,  indeed  ?  [Beats  Biondell(^ 

Bion.  Help,  help,  help  !  here's  a  madman  will  murder 
me !  [Exit. 

Fed.  PJelp,  son  1  help,  signior  Baptista  ! 

[Exit  from  the  'i^nndow. 

Pet.  Pr'ythee,  Kate,  let's  stand  aside,  and  see  the  end 
of  this  controversy.  [2^/'«2/  retire. 

Re-enter  Pedant  beloze ;  Baptista,  Tranio,  and  Servants. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you,  that  otter  to  beat  my  servant  ? 

P^in.  What  am  I,  sir?  nay,  what  are  you,  sir? — O 
immortal  gods  !  O  fine  villain  !  A  silken  doublet !  a  vel- 
vet hose!  a  scarlet  cloak  I  and.  a  copatain  hat '.^j-0,  I 
am  undone  !  I  am  undone  !  while  1  play  the  good  hus- 
band at  home,  my  son  and  my  servant  spend  all  at  the 
university. 

Trd.  How  now  I  what's  the  matter? 

Bap.   What,  is  the- man  lunatic  ? 

Tru.  Sir,  you  seem  a  sober  ancient  gentleman  by  your 
habit,  but  your  words  shew  you  a  madman  :  Why,  sir, 
what  concerns  it  you,  if  1  *vear  pearl  and  gold  ?  I  thank 
m\  <70od  father,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 


[6j  A  Cof.'tnin  knt.  13,  I  believe,  a  hat  witb  a  conical  crown,  such  as  was  aDcieat- 
ly  vorD  by  vpji-dres,sefi  men.     JOHN.^OJv 

Id  Siiihi.s's  Anatomif  cf  Abuses  piinter)  1595,  there  is  an  entire  tii-r  tPr  •'  on  rhe 
tattr-s  Off  Tnel'ind,'  beo^innJDE  thu* : — "  !-Mn,efimes  fhey  use  flien.  (ci:-.;  pe  oi.  rae 
crt'-.  ne  near!^:  ,!,<j- rri  like  t!.e  sjioare  or  shai(  of  a  -<ffpie,  staflding  a  quarter  of  • 
yeu-d  a'aoYS  the  ciowne  of  tbeir  heads,"  &c.    STEE  VEjSS. 


512  TAMING- OF  ACT  V. 

Pin.  Tliy  father? — O,  villain!  he  is  a  sail-maker  in 
Bergamo. 

Bap.  You  mistake,  sir;  3^ou  mistake,  sir:  Pray,  what 
do  you  think  is  his  name  ? 

T'^m.  His  name  ?  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name  :  I  have 
brought  him  up  ever  since  he  was  three  years  old,  and 
his  name  is — Tranio. 

Ped.  Away,  away,  mad  ass !  his  name  is  Lucentio  ;  and 
he  is  mine  only  son,  and  heir  to  the  lands  of  me,  signior 
Vincentio. 

Fi7i.  Lucentio !  O,  he  hath  murdered  his  master ! — » 
Lay  hold  on  him,  I  charge  you,  in  the  duke's  name  : — 
O,  my  son,  my  son  ! — tell  me,  thou  villain,  where  is  my 
son  Lucentio  ? 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  officer  :  [Enter  one  with  an  Officer.] 
carry  this  mad  knave  to  the  gaol : — Father  Baptista,  1 
charge  you  see,  that  he  be  forthcoming. 

Fin.  Carry  me  to  the  gaol ! 

Gre*   Stay,  officer  ;  he  shall  not  go  to  prison. 

Bap.  Talk  not,  signior  Gremio  ;  I  say,  he  shall  go  to 
prison. 

Gre.  Take  heed,  signior  Baptista,  lest  you  be  coney- 
catched  in  this  business  f  I  dare  swear,  this  is  the 
right  Vincentio. 

Ped.  Swear,  if  thou  darest. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  swear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  wert  best  say,  that  I  am  not  Lucentio. 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  signior  Lucentio. 

Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard  ;  to  the  gaol  with  him. 

Fin.  Thus  strangers  may  be  haled  and  abus'd  : — 
O  monstrous  villain ! 

Re-enter  Biondello,  mi/i  Lucentio  a^id  Bianca. 

Bion.  O,  we  are  spoiled,  and — Yonder  he  is  ;  deny  him, 
ibrswear  him,  or  else  we  are  all  undone. 

Luc.  Pardon,  sweet  father.  [Kneeling. 

Fin.  Lives  my  sweetest  son  ? 

[Bion.  Tra.  and  Pedant  run  out."^ 

Bian.  Pardon,  dear  father.  [Kneeling. 

Bap.  How  hast  thou  offended  ? — 
Where  is  Lucentio  ? 

Ldic.  Here's  Lucentio, 


Coney-catched—\.  e.  deceived,  cheated.     STEEVENS. 
7j  The  old  copy  says— af/a*t  as  may  be.    RITSON. 


[5] 
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Right  son  unto  the  right  Vinccntio  ; 

That  have  b^  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine, 

While  counterfeit  supposes  blear'd  thine  eyne.' 

Gre.  Here's  packing,^  with  a  witness,  to  deceive  us  all! 

Vin.  Where  is  that  damned  villain,  Tranio, 
That  facM  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  so  ? 

Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio  ? 

Bian.  Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Iaic.  Love  wrought  these  miracles.     Bianca's  love 
Made  me  exchange  my  state  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town; 
And  happily  I  have  arriv'd  at  last 
Unto  the  wished  haven  of  my  bhss  : — 
What  Tranio  did,  mj^self  enforc'd  him  to  ; 
Then  pardon  him,  sweet  father,  for  my  sake. 

Vin.  I'll  slit  the  villain's  nose,  that  would  have  sent  me 
to  the  gaol. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear,  sir  ?  [To  Luc]  Have  you  mar- 
ried my  daughter  without  asking  my  good-will  ? 

Vin.  Fear  not,  Baptista  ;  we  will  content  you,  go  to: 
But  I  will  in,  to  be  revenged  for  this  villany.  [Exit. 

Bap.  And  I,  to  sound  the  depth  of  this  knavery.   [Exit. 

Luc.    Look   not    pale,    Bianca ;     thy    father    will  not 
frown.  [Exeunt  Luc.  and  Bian. 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dough  :^  But  I'll  in  among  the  rest ; 
Out  of  hope  of  all, — but  my  share  of  the  feast.  [Exit. 

Petruchio  and  Katharika  advance. 
Kath.  Husband,  let's  follow,  to  see  the  end  of  this  ado. 
Pet.  First  kiss  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Kath.   What,  in  the  midst  of  the  street? 
Pet.   What,  art  thou  ashamed  of  me  ? 
Kath.   No,  sir  ;  God  forbid  : — but  ashamed  to  kiss. 
Pet.  Why,  then  let's  home  again  : — Come,  sirrah,  let's 
away. 


[8]  To  blear  the  eye,  was  an  aucient  phrase  signifying  to  deceive.     STEEVENS. 
f9]  i.  e.  plotting,  underhand  contrivance.     STEEVEJv'S. 

[1]  This  is  a  provs'-.bJal  expression,  which  was  generally  used  when  any  project 
miscarried.     MALONE. 

Rather  when  any  oisappointment  was  sustained,  contrary  to  every  appearacoe  or 
expectation.  Howe;  in  one  of  hi«  letters,  rrx^nf  i<.iiing  the  birth  of  Louis  the  Four- 
teenth, says— '  The  Queen  is  rie i i vere^J  o(' a  Dai-pliin.  the  wonderfi;llest  fh-.ir  of 
thi»  V  ind  that  any  !>tory  can  par.iliel,  for  this  is  the  three-and-fventjeth  yea/  s:r.:e 
shv  •■as  marrie.,',  and  haih  ..-ntinued  childless  all  this  while.  So  that  now  Mon- 
sieur's cake  is  dough.^^    REED. 

Vol.  III.  O 
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Kath.  Nay,   I  will  give   thee  a  kiss  :  now  pray  thee, 

love,  stay. 
Pet.  Is  not  this  well  ? — Come,  my  sweet  Kate  ; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  LvcETJTio^s  House.  A  Banquet  set  out.  Enter 
Baptista;  Vincentio,  Gremio,  the  Pedant,  Lucentio, 
BiANCA,  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Hortensio,  and 
Widow.  Tranio,  Biondello,  Grumio,  and  others,  at- 
tending, 

Luc.  At  last,  though  long,  onr  jarring  notes  agree  : 
And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done, 
To  smile  at  'scapes  and  perils  overblown. — 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  father  welcome, 
While  I  with  self-same  kindness  welcome  thine  :— 
Brother  Petruchio, — sister  Katharina, — 
And  thou,  Hortensio,  with  thy  loving  widow, — 
Feast  with  the  best,  and  welcome  to  my  house  ; 
My  banquet  is  to  close  our  stomachs  up. 
After  our  great  good  cheer  :  Pray  you,  sit  down  ; 
For  now  we  sit  to  chat,  as  well  as  eat. 

[TJiey  sit  at  table. 

Pet.  Nothing  but  sit  and  sit,  and  eat  and  eat ! 

Bap.   Padua  affords  this  kindness,  son  Petruchio. 

Pet.   Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 

Hor.  For  both  our  sakes,  I  would  that  word  were  true* 

Pet.  Now,  for  my  life,  Hortensio  fears  his  widow.' 

Wid.  Then  never  trust  me  if  1  be  afeard. 

Pet.  You  are  sensible,  and  yet  you  miss  my  sense  ; 
I  mean,  Hortensio  is  afeard  of  30U. 

JVid.  He  that  is  giddy,  thinks  the  world  turns  round. 

Pet.  Roundly  replied. 

Kath.  Mistress,  how  mean  you  that  ? 

Wid.   Thus  1  conceive  by  him. 

Pet.  Conceives  by  me  ! — How  likes  Hortensio  that? 

Hor.  My  widow  says,  thus  she  conceives  her  tale. 

Pet.    Very    well   mended  :    Kiss   him   for    that,    good 
widow. 

[2]  To  fear,  as  has  been  alreac'y  observed,  fEeant  in  our  author's  time  both  to 
dread,  anri  to  intimidate.  Tiie  widow  understands  the  word  iu  the  latter  sense ;  and 
Petruchio  tells  her,  he  used  it  in  the  former.    MALONE. 
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Kath.  He  that  is  gi'ddy,  thinks  the  world  turns  round: 
I  pray  you,  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

md.  Your  husband,  being  troubled  with  a  shrew. 
Measures  my  husband's  sorrow  by  his  woe : 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kath.  A  very  mean  meaning. 

JVid.  Right,' 1  mean  you. 

Kaik.  And  I  am  mean,  indeed,  respecting  you. 

Pe^.  .To  her,  Kate! 

Hor.  To  her,  widow! 

Pet.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  does  put  her  dowi^ 

Hoi\  That's  my  oiiice. 

Pet.  Spoke  like  an  oiJicer : — Ha'  to  thee,  lad. 

[Drinks  to  Hortensio. 

Bap,  How  likes  Gremio  these  quick-witted  folks  ? 

Gre.  Believe  me,  sir,  they  butt  together  well. 

Bian.   Head,  and  butt?  an  hasty-witted  body 
Would  sav,  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 

Fin.  Ay,  mistress  bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  ? 

Bia7i.  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me  ;  therefore  I'll  sleep 
again. 

Pet.  Nay,  that  you  shall  not ;  since  you  have  begun, 
Have  at  you  for  a  bitter  jest  or  two.  __ 

Biaji.  Am  J  your  bird  ?  I  mean  to  shift  my  bush. 
And  then  pursue  me  as  you  draw  your  bow  : —  '^ 

You  are  welcome  all. 

[Exeiiiit  BiANCA,  Katharina,  and  Widow. 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me. — Here,  signior  Tranio, 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  though  you  hit  her  not ; 
Therefore,  a  health  to  all  that  shot  and  miss'd. 

Tra.  O,  sir,  Lucentio  slipp'd  me  like  his  greyhound, 
Which  runs  himself,  and  catches  for  his  master. 

Pet.  A  good  swift  sim.ile,^  but  something  currish. 

Tra.  'Tis  well,  sir,  that  you  hunted  for  yourself; 
'Tis  thought,  your  deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay. 

Bap.  O  ho,  Petruchio,  Tranio  hits  you  now. 

Luc.  I  thank  thee  for  that  gird,*  good  Tranio. 

Hor.  Confess,  confess,  hath  he  not  hit  you  here  ? 

Pet.   'A  has  a  little  gallM  me,  I  confess  ; 
And,  as  the  "jest  did  glance  away  from  me, 

[3]  Sn'ifi — beside?  the  origiridl  sense  of  speedy  in  motion,  signified  nitty,  quick- 
tviftid.  Qjdr.k  is  aovr  used  in  almost  the  same  sense  as  nimHc  was  in  the  age  after 
that  of  our  autbop.     JOHNSON. 

[4]  A  gird  is  a  sarcasm,  a  gibe.    STEEYENS. 
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'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  oujright. 

Bap.   Now,  in  good  sadness,  son  Petruchio, 
I  think  thou  hast  the  veriest  shrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  say — no  :  and  therefore,  for'assurance, 
Let's  each  one  send  unto  his  wife  ; 
And  he,  whose  wife  is  most  obedient 
To  come  at  first  when  he  doth  send  for  her, ' 
Shall  win  the  wa^^er  v/hich  we  will  propose. 

Ilor.  Content : — What  is  the  wager  ? 

Luc.  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet.  Twenty  crowns  ! 
I'll  i^nture  so  much  on  my  hawk,  or  hound, 
But  twenty  times  so  much  upon  my  wife. 

Taic.  a  hundred  then. 

Ilor.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match  ;  'tis  done. 

Hor.   Who  shall  begin  ? 

Luc.  That  will  I.— Go, 
Biondello,  bid  your  mistress  come  to  me. 

Bion.  I  go.  lExii, 

Bap.  Son,  I  will  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 

Luc.  I'll  have  no  halves  ;  Til  bear  it  all  myself. 

Re-enter  Biondello. 
— How  now  !  what  news  ? 

Bion.  Sir,  my  mistress  sends  you  word 
That  she  is  busy,  and  she  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How  !  she  is  busy,  and  she  cannot  come  i 
Is  that  an  answer  ? 

Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too  : 
Pray  God,  sir,  your  wife  send  you  not  a  worse. 

Pet.  I  hope,  better. 

Ilor.  Sirrah,  Biondello,  go,  and  entreat  my  wife 
To  come  to  me  forthwith.  [Exit  Bw:jdello, 

Pet.  O,  ho  !  entreat  her! 
Vay,  then  she  must  needs  come. 

Ilor.   I  am  afraid,  sir, 
i)o  what  you  can,  your's  will  not  be  entreated. 

Re-enter  Biondello. 
Now  where's  my  wife  ? 

Bion.  She  says,  you  have  some  goodly  jest  in  handj 
She  will  not  come  ;  she  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worse  and  worse  ;  she  will  not  come  !  O  vile, 
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Intolerable,  not  to  be  endur'd  !-^- 

Sirrah,  Grumio,  go  to  your  mistress  ; 

Say,  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  lExit  Gnuai. 

Hor.  I  know  her  answer. 

Pet.  What? 

Hor.  She  will  not  come. 

Pet.  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there  an  end. 
Enter  KATHARI^^•i. 

Bap.  Now,  by  my  holidame,  here  comes  Katharina  ! 

Kaih.  What  is  your  will,  sir,  that  you  send  for  me  ? 

Pet.  Where  is  your  sister,  and  Hortensio's  wife  ? 

Kath.  They  sit  conferring  by  the  parlour  nre. 

Pet.  Go,  fetch  them  hither  ;  if  they  deny  to  come, 
Swinge  me  them  soundly  forth  unto  their  husbands  :  " 
Away,  I  S3.J,  and  bring  them  hither  straight. 

[Exit  Katharixa. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  v/onder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

-Jlor.  And  so  it  is  ;  I  wonder  what  it  bodes  ? 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  bodes,  and  love,  and  quiet  life. 
An  awful  rule,  and  ri'rht  supremacy  ; 
And,  to  be  shorty  what  not,  that's  sweet  and  happy, 

Bap.  Now  fair  befal  thee,  good  Fetruchio  ! 
The  wager  thou  hast  won  ;  and  1  will  add 
Unto  their  losses  twenty  thousand  crowns  ; 
Another  dowr3^  to  another  daughter, 
For  she  is  changed,  as  she  had  never  been. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  wager  better  yet  ; 
And  show  more  sign  of  her  obedience, 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience. 

Re-enter  Katharina,  rcith  Bfakca  and  JVicIotc. 
See,  where  she^omes  ;  and  brings  30ur  froward  wives 
As  prisoners  to  her  womanly  persuasion. — 
Katharine,  that  cap  of  tour's  becomes  you  not ; 
Oli  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot. 

[Kath.  pulls  off  her  cap,  and  throTcsit  do'^'n. 

Wid.  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  cause  to  sigh, 
Till  I  be  brought  to  such  a  silly  pass!      '      . 

Bian.  f  ye  !  what  a  foolish  duty  c;^ll  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would,  yo'ir  duty  were  as  foolish  too  : 
The  wisdom  of  your  duty,  fair^Biaiica, 
Hatli  cost  'Ma  an  hundred  crowns  since  supper-time. 

Bian^  Ihe  more  fool  vou,  for  laving  on  xuv  duty. 
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Pet.  Katharine,  I  charge   thee,    tell  these  headstrong 
women 
What  duty  they  do  owe  their  lords  and  husbands. 

JVid.  Come,  come,  you're  mocking  ;  we  will  have  no 
telling. 

Pet.  Come  on,  I  say  ;  and  first  begin  with  her. 

fVid.  She  shall  not. 

Pet.  I  say,  she  shall  ; — and  first  begin  with  her. 

Kath.  Fye  !  tye  !  unknit  that  threat'ning  unkind  brow  j 
And  dart  not  scornful  glances  from  those  eyes. 
To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor: 
H  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frost  bites  the  meads  ; 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  shake  fair  buds  ; 
And  in  no  sense  is  meet,  or  amiable. 
A  woman  mov'd  is  hke  a  fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill-seeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty; 
And  while  it  is  so,  none  so  dry  or  thirsty 
Will  deign  to  sip,  or  toucli  one  drop  of  it. 
Thy  husband  is  thy  lord,  thy  hfe,  thy  keeper, 
Thy  head,  thy  sovereign  ;  one  that  cares  for  thee. 
And  for  thy  maintenance  :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  sea  and  land  ; 
To  watch  the  night  in  storms^  the  day  in  cold, 
While  thou  liest  warm  at  home,  secure  and  safe  ; 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands. 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience  ;— 
Too  little  payment  for  so  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  subject  owes  the  prince. 
Even  such,  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband  : 
And,  when  she's  froward,  peevish,  sullen,  sour. 
And,  not  obedient  to  his  honest  will, 
What  is  she,  but  a  foul  contending  rebel,  fi 

And  graceless  traitor  to  her  loving  lord  ? — 
I  am  ashamed,  that  women  are  so  simple 
To  offer  war,  where  they  should  kneel  for  peace ; 
Or  seek  for  rule,  supreraacy,  and  sway. 
When  they  are  bound  to  serve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  bodies  soft,  and  weak,  and  smooth, 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world ; 
But  that  our  soft  conditions  and  our  hearts, 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts  ? 
Come,  come,  you  froward  and  unable  worms ! 
My  imud  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  youre. 
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My  heart  as  great ;  my  reason,  haply,  more, 

To  bandy  word  ibr  woTv!,  ar,cl  frown  lor  frown  : 

But  now,  I  see  our  laaces  are  but  straws  ; 

Oar  strength  as  weak,  our  weakness  past  compare,— 

That  seeming  to  be  most,  which  we  least  are. 

Then  veil  your  stomachs,^  for  it  is  no  boot ;  ^ 

And  place  your  hands  belov/  your  husband's  foot: 

In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  please, 

My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  ease. 

Pet.  Why,  there's  a  wench  ! — Come  on,  and  kiss  me, 
Kate. 

Luc.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  lad  ;  for  thou  shalt  ha't. 

Vin.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 

Luc.  But  a  harsh  hearing,  when  women  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to-bed  : — 
We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  sped.^ 
Twas  I  won  the  wager,  though  you  hit  the  v/hite  ;^ 

[To  LuCEiNTlO. 

And,  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good-night ! 

[Exe.  Petruchio  and  Katharina. 
Hot.    Now    go    thy  ways,    thou   hast   tam'd    a    curst 

shrew." 
Luc.  'Tis  a  wdnder,  by  your  leave,  she  will  be  tam'd  so> 

[Exeunt.^ 

[j]  i.  e.  abate  your  pride,  your  spirit,     STESVEJs  S. 

[6]  i.  e.  the  fate  of  you  both  in  decided  ;  for  you  have  wives  who  exhibit  earir 
proofs  of  diiobefJience.     STEEVENS. 

[7]  To  hit  the  mkite  is  a  phrase  borrowed  from  archery :  the  mark  was  cominoDly 
Tfhite.     Here  it  aliases  to  the  came,  Branca,  or  Tvhite.    JOHNSON. 

[8]  As  this  was  meant  for  a  rhyming  couplet,  it  should  be  observed  that  anciently 
the  word — shrf^'.v  was  pronounced  as  if  it  had  been  written — shrow.  Thus,  in  Mr. 
Lodge's  Illustratioiif  of  Enslisk  [Jifiori/,  Vol.  II.  p  164,  Burghley  calls  Lord 
Shrewsbury— Shrewsbury.     See,  also,  the  same  work,  Vol.  II.  p.  f63— 9. 

STEEVENS. 

[9]  At  the  conclusion  of  this  piece,  Mr.  Pope  continued  his  insertions  from  the 
©Id  play,  as  follows  : 

*'  Enter  two  Servants,  bearing  Sly  i?t  his  OKn  apparel,  and  leaving  him  ow  the  stage. 
Then  enter  a  Tapster. 

"  Sli/.    [awaking.]    Sim,    give's  some    more   wine. What,    all    the  playen 

jone  1 Am  I  not  a  lord  ? 

"  Tap.  A  lord,  with  a  murrain  "—Come,  art  thou  drunk  still? 

^' Sli/.  Who's  this?  Tapster!— Oh,  I  have  had  the  bravest  dreaa  that  ever  thou 
heard'st  in  all  thy  life 

*•  Tap,  Yea,  marry,  but  thou  hadst  beet  get  thee  home,  for  your  wife  will  curso 
you  for  dreaming  here  all  night. 

•'  S/y.  Will  she?  I  know  bow  to  fame  a  shrew.  I  dreamt  upon  it  all  this  night, 
and  thou  hast  wak'd  me  out  of  the  best  dream  that  ever  I  had.  But  I'll  to  my  wife, 
anif  tame  ber  too,  i.'  she  anger  me." 

Tb*^^e  passagps,  which  have  been  hitherto  printed  as  part  of  the  work  of  Shakes* 
g«are,  i  iiave  sunk  iato  ihs  aoiss,  that  tiie/  i^-"/  Vs  preserved,  aa  they  seem  to  fee 


320  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW.         ACT  V. 

necessary  (o  the  integrity  of  the  piece,  though  they,  really  compoBB  no  part  of  it, 
beiiig  not  published  in  the  fclio,  1623.  Mr.  i'ojie,  however,  has  qnote<i  tlien.  with 
•A  degree  of  ina(-<-iiracy  wliich  would  have  d'^served  censure,  hail  they  beeu  of 
greater  conseriuen  e  than  tt.cy  are.  The  piayers  riclnere-l  down  this  comedy, 
among  the  rest,  as  one  of  Shaki  speare's  own ;  aiid  its  iutriiisic  merit  bears  sufficient 
evidence  to  the  propriety  of  their  Lesision 

May  I  add  a  few  reasons  why  I  neither  believe  the  former  comedy  of  The 
Taming  cf  tht  Skren',  lfi07,  nor  the  old  play  of  King  John,  in  two  Parts,  to  have 
been  the  work  of  Sliakespeare?  He  t;enera!ly  followed  every  novel  or  history 
froai  whence  ho  took  his  plots,  as  closely  a^  he  could^  and  is  ?o  often  indebted  to 
these  original's  for  his  very  thoughts  and  expressions,  that  we  may  fairly  pronounce 
liinri  not  to  have  been  aliove  borrowing,  to  spare  himself  the  labour  of  invention. 
It  is  therefore  probable,  that  both  these  plays,  (like  that  of  King  Henry  V.  in  ^^hich 
Oldcastle  is  introduced,)  were  the  unsuccessful  performances  of  contemporary 
j)layers.  Shakespeare  saw  they  were  meanly  written,  and  yet  that  their  plans 
were  such  as  would  furnish  incidents  for  a  bettef  dramatist.  He  therefore  might 
Inzily  adopt  the  order  of  their  scenes,  still  writing  the  dialogue  auev,,  and  inserting 
little  more  from  either  piece,  than  a  few  lines  which  he  might  think  worth  pre- 
serving, or  was  too  much  in  ha-te  to  alfer.  It  is  no  uncommon  thing  in  the  literary 
■world,  to  see  the  track  of  others  followed  by  those  who  would  never  have  given 
ifaemselves  the  trouble  to  mark  out  one  of  their  own.    STEEVEN3. 
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